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CONSEQUENCES. 



PART I. 
GEORGE KERR. 



CHAPTER I. 

HOW GEORGE KERR REPENTED AT LEI 

Popular proverbs — those short slatetnents of 
—must, from their very essence, be various and evi 
on almost every question. Few, if indeed any, 
truisms which are held to embody the wisdom of n 
out their "cross." 

Concerning marriage especially — that most sol 
and fatal of human engagements — do they wax nur 
flicting, even as are the consequences of a bid at thi 

" Happy the wooing that's not long a-doing," i 
maxim, and a wise, in the estimation at lesst of yc 
love ; and there is in it, too, something vernal.'dash. 
which is pleasing to the benevolent or romantic. 1 
with other well-known emotional prognostications 
undertaking: " Happy is the bride the sun shines 
like. Alas that its natural cross, " Many in hasK 
leisure," should ever prove equally apposite! 

People who plunge headlong into very early mat 
a rule, ample opportunity lo test the pithiness of 
although the path which ultimately leads them lo 
of the moroser dictum may be more or less devious. 

Rapturous always their first impressions, all the 
ing for the greater freshness of mind and body 
youthful inexperience ; but, in a little while, the inei 
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6 CONSEQUENCES. 

process once fairly started — with the whole of a life stretching 
drearily before them a lengthy series of wasted capabilities — grim 
Iheir reflections on the endless consequences of one imprudent step I 

The various aspects of leisurely repentance formed fn the year 
1857 amain theme in the mental existence of Mr. George Kerr, who 
was then aged twenty-three. 

About the small hours of a certain hot night in June, as he 
slowly walked home from his club, this unprofitable speculation sat 
on his once so buoyant spirits with a culminating weight of misery. 
Arrived at the green door of his little house in Mnyfair, he paused 
for a moment in disheartened and bitter cogitation. No doubt she 
was lying in wait for him upstairs, preparing a scene in punishment 
for their last quarrel. . . . No peace for him, night or day ! Was 
it astonishing that he was sick— sick to death — of all this.' 

He turned the key in the door, and let himself in with a mut- 
tered curse on his unhappy home. Contrary to orders, when all 
had retired except himself, the lights were still blazing in the hall; 
on the other hand, the lamp had burned itself out in his smoking- 
room, and filled it with nauseating darkness, George Kerr was in 
that frame of mind in which every trivial aggravation is as fuel to 
the flame, and his savage pull at the bell brought the sleepy foot' 
man tumbling upstairs before his eyes were well opened. 

"Why are you not in bed— why is there a light in the hall?" 

" Mrs. Kerr has not yet come in," said the man in injured tones. 

"Not come in . . . ?" 

There was a lengthy silence. 

" You can go to bed," said George at last, with forced calmness. 
" First take that lamp away, and light the candles, I shall wait up 
for your mistress." 

There is nothing very particular about the " last straw " which, 
traditionally, breaks the camel's back, except its immediate relation 
to the disaster it helps to bring about. And there had been noth- 
mg very particular about the day just elapsed. It had only differed 
in details from that of almost every day since chill disillusion had 
first entered into George Kerr's mad paradise— so few weeks after 
the irrevocable deed had been sealed — but it was destined to have 
far-reaching consequences. 

From the very morning, as the youthful husband sat to a cold, 
ill-served, solitary breakfast — the mistress of the bouse as usual 
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HOW GEORGE KEKR REPENTED AT LEISURE. ; 

sleeping late in the day after the woildly exertions of the night— 
the sense of his injuries had been strong upon him. 

Only a year ago, at that very hour, he was standing beside his 
bride in the solemn Cathedral of Seville, and in galling contrast to 
the high hopes, the proud rapture, which then had filled him, the 
dead failure of the present rose, specter-like, to mock him, and 
would not be laid again. He recalled how he had looked down 
with palpitating heart on the blushing, smiling face, lace-veiled, by 
his side ; how the touch of the slim fingers, as he held them within 
his, thrilled him through and through ; with what a tender earnest- 
ness, what faith and love — God knows 1 — he bad vowed to cherish 
her till death ; — recalled the tumult of joy with which he had led 
her down the aisle, his wife ! . . . 

It would be curious to look back on, in truth, if it were not 
almost maddening. 

And the day begun in such bitter cogitations brought with every 
succeeding hour the fulfillment of its first evil promise. As usual, 
the ill-malched pair had met but to fall out, and this time more 
seriously than ever before. The quarrel was started, trivially 
enough, by his refusal to escort her to the ball that evening. They 
had been out nearly every night for the last month, and the young 
man, brought up to regard a healthy outdoor existence as the only 
one worth living, had come to look upon the social entertmnments 
in which his wife found her only pleasure with more than common 
loathing. In no humor to put himself out for her this day, he had 
vowed himself determined to have a quiet evening for once, at any 
price. She pouted, protested, wept and stormed in vain, finally 
brushed away her tears, and, with sudden calm defiance, announced 
her determination to go alone. 

" If you do," had retorted the husband, fairly roused, " I shall 
never forgive you." And thereupon he had flung himself out of the 
house, to seek in his club the peace and independence refused him 
in hb home. 

He had not dreamed she would have dared to disobey him openly ; 
indeed, such an act of emancipation would have been considered so 
marited in those days of sterner social propriety that he had not for 
an instant contemplated seriously the possibility of her carrying 
out her threat ; and his anger was deep indeed when he discovered ■ 
the fact 
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8 CONSEQUENCES. 

Gone to that infernal ball ! Gone, in the very teeth of his com- 

" Before heaven, she actually browbeats me !" he cried as, once 
more alone, he paced the little room from end to end, gradually col- 
lecting his thoughts after the first blank confusion of hia rage. 

The silver clock on the mantelpiece struck twice in its chirpy way. 
She was enjoying herself, without doubt, not thinking of returning 
home for another hour or so, bathing her soul in the adulation that 
was as the very breath of life to her. Oh ! he could see her, prodi- 
gal of smiles and those soft long looks which he had thought were 
for him alone, yielding herself, with all the voluptuous grace that 
had once enthralled him, to the delight of the dance. And her 
husband — dangling fool ! — where was he? 

He could hear the half-mocking inquiry some confidential swain 
would breathe into the dainty shell of her little ear, and Carmen's 
careless answer : " She did not know ; at his club, she supposed.'' 
Perhaps even— she had so little regard for his dignity, for her own 
— she might relate the history of her escapade, and be applauded 
for it. Ay, he could fancy the look, the sneer, the merriment at his 
expense — curse them ! 

And the "husband at home," riclou sly chewing the stump of 
an extinct cigar, seething, not in thoughts of jealousy— for passion 
had burned itself out long ago, and love had been stifled by ever- 
recurring disappointment — but in maddening anger at the despica- 
ble situation he had created for himself, swore a great oath that he 
would afford food for such laughter no longer. 

Yet what to do? Ay, there was the rub ! 

Could man be placed in a more odiously false, in furiatingly help- 
less position ? What match was his strength against the all-power- 
fulness of her woman's weakness ? He could not beat her, he could 
not break her— and she defied him. 

-The sense of his own impotence met him on every side— what 
could he do ? 

And it was for this cat-and-dog existence, this humiliating and 
degrading state of things, which was gradually sapping his whole 
manhood, that he had given up all that made life worth living to 

" Yes, look at yourself ! " he snarled, as )ie caught sight of his 
morose face in the glass, and paused in his caged tramp to glare at 
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HOW GEORGE KERR REPENTED AT LEISURE. ^ 

it, " Look ! think of your driveling folly, and despise yourself for 
one moment of weakness ! You will now have to put up with the 
consequences, George Kerr, 'till death do you part!' . . . Think 
how young and strong yon both are, and that this dangling aimless 
life most be yours till either dies. You are the guardian of a beauti- 
ful brainless fool, whom you can not control, with whom you have 
nothing in common but the chain which binds you together — "till 
death do you part ! ' Think of it, my fine fellow ; you worked hard 
enough to encompass your ruin !" He almost laughed aloud as he 
recalled the mad impatience, the tenacity, the determination with 
which he carried his point in the face of so many difficulties — unto 
thb end ! 

And the thought of his reg^iment — the dear old regiment he had 
sacrificed with so light a heart, and so little reck of the cost — came 
over him with almost a passion of regret. It was the most glorious, 
surely, that ever glittered under the sun or grimly broke down a foe. 
Even now it was starting for another spell of doughty work in India. 
They would hear the skirl of the pipes and see the colors flying, 
while he — here he was, white-faced, useless, with not even a show of 
happiness to set oS against this waste of youth. 

Good God ! what to do ? 

The weary minutes, feverishly ticked off by the little clock, had 
measured two leaden hours before the young man, storm-spent and 
heart-sick, could settle on a feasible plan^of action. But at length, as 
the rays of dawning day were creeping, blue and delicate, through 
the jTurtaJn folds, a glimmer of light broke over the chaos of his 
mind. There were other ways of breaking the marriage vow be- 
sides the conventional betrayal. She had promised to obey and 
honor him, as he to cherish her, but she was, even now, sinning 
agdnst that vow. And if she refused to keep her part of the con- 
tract, why need he hold himself to his ? Let her obey, as a wife is 
bound to obey her husband, or he would put her from him, and be 
surely justi6ed before God and man in so doing. 

The day grew and grew. The shafts of light piercing into the 
little room waxed so bright that the candle flames became naught 
but flickering yellow tongues against the illumination ; the birds be- 
gan to chirrup, and. just as all the world was waking up outside, 
George, under the relief of his new-found determination, flung him- 
self on a deep arm-chair and grad'ially fell into a sort of drowsy, 
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10 CONSEQUENCES. 

semi-consdous condition, from which a loud rattle of wheels and a 
sharp peal of the bell aroused him to a vivid sense of the moment's 
importance. 

Drawing his weaty limbs together, he rose with a stem com- 
posure to open the door to liis wife. 



CHAPTER II. 

HOW HE MARRI£D IN HASTE. 

It is an idle exercise of the mind, and yet one which has its fas- 
cination m moments of dreamy meditation, that searching back into 
the far past of our own or our neighbor's life for the distant cause, 
the seemingly unimportant event, which may have been the starting- 
point in the present concatenation of things. 

In this uncertain, indeed rather nebulous, speculation there is, of 
course, more than one factor to be dealt with ; for the long series of 
apparently fortuitous occurrences which we can trace, or believe we 
trace, as springing from some quite external source, is yet so 
strangely mixed up with the capricious working of natural heredity 
that it is difficult to distinguish what has been the chief tool in the 
fashioning of our course. 

The subject, examined from the philosophic point of view, un- 
fortunately leads to conclusions which bring us very near fatalism. 
How strangely little what is paradoxically called free-will has to do 
with the ultimate direction of men's lives ! How much is the re- 
sultant of innumerable extraneous circumstances over which they 
have had no control ! How much more, again, includes the sudden 
impulses, yearnings, su^estions, conceptions or misconceptions, all 
the ideas, bright or otherwise, that our nature gives birth to, and 
for which our forefathers are surely as much responsible as our- 
selves! 

And yet, after all, what is often most striking in such reflections 
b the sometimes inconceivable smallness, paltriness, even absurdity, 
of theincident which leads to such far-reaching results. A thought, 
a look, a word, is sufficient to start a new train of circumstances. 
Our existence has been rolling in its ordinary groove, we have been 
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treading the road of everyday life, apparently without a prospect of 
ever diverging from it, when there comes a something so trivial as 
well-nigh to escape notice — a pebble wtiich did but tutu the wheel 
of fortune ever so little from its course, the flight of a bird which 
draws us but a step from the path, and, behold, what a change ! 
What strange lands lie before us ! — may be, what racking eitperi- 
ences in the narrow circle of our joy and pain ! 

That the present curious relations of the last two representatives 
of that ancient race, the Kerrs of Gilham, would never have come 
about save for certain side-events, seemingly irrelevant, in the lite of 
their grandsire, is a fact which would doubtless much vex his sturdy 
old ghost were it brought home to him. And yet, again, these 
events would never have occurred had not the course of Lord Wel- 
lington's operations in the Peninsula obliged him to attack Mar- 
mont's strong position of Los Arapiles on the 22d of July, 1812, on 
which day was achieved the bloody victory now heralded " Sala- 
manca '" on the colors and standards of thirty-live of our regiments 
Durftig the course of that fierce struggle it fell to the lot of Lieuten- 
ant Kerr, whose captain had already been shot, to dislodge with a 
company of Highlanders a party of troublesome Imperial Voltigcurs, 
from a certain crenelated village called Santa Maria de la Pefia. 
At a critical moment he was, through the fortune of war, oppor- 
tunely re-enforced by a party of the 3rd " Ligeros," gallantly led by 
a Spanish officer, one Don Atanasio de Ayala, anxious in his bum- 
ii^ national pride to imitate, if possible to rival, the exploits of the 
Northerners. 

It was a hard-fought day. By the time the Imperials had sul- 
lenly but unequivocally yielded the ground, both the Spanish and 
the English officer were severely wounded. Discovered side by 
side, scarcely breathing, but still alive, they were carted off to ex- 
perience together the horrors of a Peninsular ambulance. Both 
were young men, almost boys. They had seen each other at work, 
and in the close intimacy in which they were thus thrown cementcl 
such a friendship as is made only amid hardships doughtily shared 
and dangers met in common. 

Now, but for that breathless meeting on the torrid crags of 
Arapil el Grande, certain human existences would undoubtedly, in 
distant days to corae, when Peninsular events had long passed into 
the domain of general history, have moved in widely difEercnt chan- 
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12 CONSEQUENCES. 

nels — one of them, mdeed, never have issued out of the store of 
infinite life. 

In the natural course of things the friends parted, to look upon 
each other's faces no more. Peace returned ; each in his turn re- 
tired to his own home, matured, then married and settled down ; 
the Spaniard spinning out his life in the true, lazy Andalusian way ; 
the Enghshman, when the time came, assuming the reins of govern- 
ment on the ancestral estate of Gilham, where, toward the end of 
the year 1850, an awltward fall between a double rail terminated 
his well-filled bfe at the beginning of its. twelfth luster. 

During the course of his allotted span this William Kerr of 
Gilham had reproduced his existence in three different directions. 
A first marriage with the daughter of an ancient house had given 
an heir to the proud name and wide lands of Gilham ; of a second, 
contracted inthe autumn of his life, were bom two other children, 
who, by the way, through the irregular worldngs of hereditary 
chance, proved to be, both in look and temper, far more true Kerrs 
than the first-bom. For the latter, although very consciously 
proud, as in duty bound, of the headship of his house when it 
devolved upon him, recalled in no particular, except perhaps an 
unimpeachable sense of duty, the traditional characteristics — 
the warm-hearted impulsiveness and easy-going spirit of his father's 

On his accession the new squire naturally became guardian to 
the offspring of what, in his heart, he had always held as his sire's 
senile folly. Of these, the boy, George, was at that time half-way 
through his teens, and Susie on the threshold of womanhood — just 
an age when the unwelcome charge was likely to give their guardian 
most trouble. 

He was, however, soon relieved of half his burden, for the year 
of mourning was scarcely out before Susie left the Court to bestow 
herself, and her little independent fortune, on a certain handsome, 
intellectual, penniless curate, Hillyard by name, and joyfully set up 
house in a humble Kentish parsonage on three hundred a year and 
her darling brother George's blessing — a commodity which this 
young gentleman very graciously bestowed on the couple, though 
personally he could not be said to think much of curates. 

But George it was who all his life had been a thorn in the 
present sfjuire's side, and he was not so easily got rid of — a pep- 
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petua] disturbing element in the matter of Gilham's otherwise satis- 
factory existence, even from distant Eton. Things, bad enough In 
his unruly boyhood, were at their worst between them when Alma 
Mater opened her arms to the scapegrace. All the Kerrs who were 
not soldiers had been Trinity men ; and George, repairing thither 
as a matter of course, his career under the shadow of those time- 
honored walls became, in the estimation of a person of his step- 
brother's temperament, nothing short of scandalous. In truth, it 
was a succession of ridiculous scrapes, and escapades which gave 
the pompous guardian the most exquisite irritation. 

On his side, Master George, who considered himself unwarrant- 
ably hectored and curbed, and kept on an ungenllemanly short 
allowance, gradually fought shy of returning to his old home, de- 
spite his pretty sister-in-law's conciliating and welcoming presence. 
And so, there having grown no feeling but of mutual dislike be- 
tween the strait-laced methodical squire and his headstrong, "good- 
for-nothing " half-brother— who, indeed, according (0 the former's 
innermost ideas, had no business to exist at all — it was but natural 
that when the young man came of age, and into the unfettered 
possession of his own money, he should shake o£t his elder's control 
with the smallest delay possible. 

This was the time when England, after forty years of peace, 
and at the lowest of military disorganization, having settled in grim 
earnest to her contest with her ever-rampant Eastern rival, v 
sending the cream of her manhood to the Crimea. 

The first use George made of his delightful new liberty v 
to drop academic pretensions, and to buy a commission In 
Highland regiment that had known his father so well. A 
curiously enough, this first independent act was the only one 
ever took which met with the unmitigated approval of the heac 
his house, who, however strongly he might have objected to 
profession in peace-time, as a snare and a pitfall for idle yoi 
now sincerely wished him a martinet of a colonel, and even c 
sidered without too much discomposure, the possible prospect o 
soldier's grave in the neighborhood of Sebastopol. In any case, 
the conscientious brother told himself with satisfaction, the st 
experience of active service was bound to relieve the young mar 
some of that superfluous energy which, at home, was atteni 
with such indecorous and inconvenient results. 
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14 CONSEQUENCES. 

Hard and grim, however, as that experience proved, it was far 
from effecting the deSired amendment. 

On leaving Krim Tarlary, the proud regiment, prouder than 
ever, though much thinned and battered, after its two years of re- 
lentless campaigning, was quartered at Gibraltar, and proceeded 
to enjoy a period of well-earned rest. George, who had escaped 
scot-free from the hazard of lead and steel, was changed in no 
way from the scatter-brain, dare-devil undergraduate, save perhaps 
by an increase of adventurous spirit, coupled with the fool-hardi- 
ness of one who had seen Death, at close quarters, only to laugh in 
his face, 
, And it was near that stately Rock, where the Union Jack so 
proudly yet so strangely floats at the extreme confine of Europe, that 
a more serious pitfall, an adventure more likely to prove exasper- 
ating to the representative Kerr of Gilham, than any of the boyish 
escapades he had hitherto indulged in, lay in wait for George, 

Andalusia in the spring of the year is, one may lake it, a place 
where a young man of naturally warm, reckless fancy and athletic 
temperament easily loses his Northern deliberation, to say the least 
of it. Now. the subaltern, not a whit depressed by his many months 
of trench life and the restraint of the following period of somewhat 
severe regimental discipline, delighted to have an opportunity of 
gratifying his love of adventure, resolved to spend his first leave in 
wandering about Southern Spain, then supposed to be the home of 
all that was romantic, beautiful and dangerous. And refusing all 
offers of companionship, scoffing at the warnings of his elder and 
the prophecies of his younger comrades, he flung himself headlong 
into the arms of that fascinating land— determined to enjoy to the 
uttermost all that it was capable of yielding— to fall promptly, as 
do all who are blessed or cursed with poetic fancy, under its most 
indescribable charm. 

What is it gives Spain so extraordinary a spell? it would be 
hard to say precisely ; but the sunny existence, the graceful dress, 
dignified old-world courtesy, old-world habits ; the magnificent, so- 
norous tongue so sweet in love, so grave and rich in earnest dis- 
course; the passionate yet languorous national music so stirring to 
young blood ; the everlasting contrast between its lite and joys with 
the keen competition anl hard-earned pleasures of Englishmen- 
all these things are components of the charm to which G«crge 
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abandoned himself with all the thoroughness and irreflectiveness 
that characterized him. 

He had reached Seville — Seville, the jewel of the world as the 
Spaniard holds it — toward the spring of the year, the passionate, 
ripe spring of Spain which, like to the maidens of that sun-loved 
land, flowers from pale immaturity into warm development of beauty 
with magic quickness; and there, under the vault of burning blue, 
amid the contrasting light and shade, in the rambling streets of the 
old Moorish town, there came to George Kerr one of those episodes 
which are so slight, so trivial, as to pass, in many instances, all un- 
noted in a lifetime, but which nevertheless, as has been said, bring 
in their train consequences strange, unforeseen, and destined, per- 
chance, to change a man's whole destiny. 

In the serene enjoyment of that soundness of body and fresh- 
ness of mind which belong by right to the blessed age of two-and- 
twenty, the young warrior, immersed in complacent appreciation of 
his well-merited spell of freedom and laziness, was sauntering down 
a narrow, sileni, deserted street, toward those middle hours of the 
day when the Spaniard seeks his siesta, and when, according to 
his sententious saying, "only dogs or Englishmen walk abroad." 

One of the quaint wrought-iron gateways which mark the en- 
trance to some private house, through the fantastically interlacing 
bars of which the passer-by can usually descry the fresh foliage 
of palm, pomegranate, and orange trees filling the umbrageous inner 
courtyard, arrested his pleasantly vague attention. He stopped, 
rolling a cigarette, and gazed through the scroll-work at the mys- 
terious nook, while a desire, curious in its suddenness, to sec some- 
thing of the inner life, something more than the threshold of such a 
dwelling, took possession of him. 

" Now, here is a place," thought he, "with a charming capacity 
for romance. Delicious experiences might await a man in just such 
a house as this — if he only had the key of the gale." 

He lit his cigarette and pondered. And as he abstractedly list- 
ened to the monotonous ripple of a fountain, hidden behind the 
tantalizing screen of verdure, the capricious wish grew and grew in 
intensity, until it became almost a resolve. 

All at once, with fantastic opportuneness, a delightful idea 
flashed across his mind. His father, from oft-quoted accounts, had 
bad a certain Spanbh comrade in the old fighting days. This gal- 
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lant foreign officer. Don Something or other de Ayala, whose min- 
iature portrait, in sky blue and silver, hung even now in the smok- 
ing-room at Gilham, hailed, if memory was not at fault, from Sev- 
ille. 

What if he hunted the old gentleman up ? presuming him, of 
course, to be still in the land of the living — and why not ? His father 
might even now be in the flesh and hearty, had it not been for the 
gray mare's stumble. At any rate, luck would be sorely against 
him if the old hidalgo had left no descendants. As a matter of 
duty, he must have seen to that, before going over to the majority, 
and they, perchance, abode in just such a paradise as this ! At «I1 
hazards, it was worth the trying. 

And so well did his energy, and a fair amount of luck, serve his 
new purpose, that before sundown, not only had he found out that 
his father's old friend was alive, actually in Seville, and ascertained 
his address, but had likewise gathered sundry particulars concern- 
ing his family, which consisted, It seemed, but of his wife and 
daughter— Agrmoslsiftta, report said of the latter, a detail which 
kept up the interest to its original exalted height. 

The following forenoon, of course, saw George at the gate of 
the house Indicated, which he was pleased to find wrought in still 
more delicious vagaries, and affording glimpses of a paiio even 
greener, shadier, and more tempting than that which had originally 
inspired him with such curiosity. He sent up his card by the old 
dark-visaged servant, on which to introduce himself, he had previ- 
ously written, under the title of his regiment, the words, " Arapil el 
Grande " — the name of that place where the Spaniard had proved 
so true an ally to his sire, amid the blood and smoke and fury of 
attack.' 

In amused yet eager expectation, he paced up and down the 
cloisters among the orange-trees, starred with white blossoms, 
which filled the warm air almost to excess with odorous sweetness. 
A fountain rose and fell in slender, shming, irregular columns in 
each comer of the fresh gloom. The court-yard was surrounded on 
three sides by the house, a perfect remnant of the domestic archi- . 
lecture peculiar to Andalusia in the sixteenth century— architecture 
in which Moorish fancy and luxury of detail blended with Christian 
simplicity into a harmony very much at variance with the bloody 
antagonism of its sources. 
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It was to the Englishman's imaginative mind as if he had 
stepped straight into the world of days gone by. Here must ruRling 
gallants, jingling swords and spurs, still stride about in silk and 
velvet and flowing plumes, or in steel gorgets and buff jerkins. 
Here, without doubt, love, personified by some large-eyed, duenna- 
watched, languishing ftiaiden, lurked behind yon barred window, 
from whence, even now, escaped to the free air the faint muffled 
chords and ripple of a guitar, and at intervals the uplifting and sink- 
ing of a fresh young voice. . . . And, behold ! the heavy, nail- 
studded ogee door moved slowly on its scrolled hinges, and standing 
framed by the darkness beyond, there appeared a peak-bearded, 
white-haired old cavalier, but surely just this instant stepped down 
from some canvas of Velasquez to welcome the stranger from the 
dull days of the nineteenth century into the glamourous past. 

So strong for the minute was the illusion with which George was 
pleased to divert himself, that it was almost with amazement that 
he met the old man's earnest greeting, as the latter, scrutinizing his 
visitor with kindly eyes, came forward, holding out his hand, and 
saying with deep, grave voice in sonorous Spanish 1 

■■ Son of my old friend, you are welcome ! Welcome to this, 
your house, my son ! " 

He was a very real personage, after all, despite his weirdly 
antique air ; and the hand that George, waking up from his abstrac- 
tion, now grasped in true sturdy British fashion, was unmistakable 
flesh and blood, however agedly etherealized, 

Again the worn, kind eyes sought the young man's face, their 
scrutiny softening into benevolent pleasure as they rested on its 
handsome youthfulness. 

"Perhaps you do not speak the Spanish tongue P" said Don 
Atanasio in quaint English, with a little evident and guileless pride 
in his own proficiency. 

"I have been learning at Gibraltar," quoth George, much re- 
lieved at not having to exercise his newly acquired knowledge just 
1 yet. And thus the ice being broken, the conversation progressed 
fluently enough. 

Bending his line old head, for he was taller than the Highlander 
by an inch or so, the Spaniard listened to the visitor's frank expla- 
nation of his appearance in courteous and pleased attention. 

"So my old comrade — God have his soul! — did not foiget to 
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speak to his children of the Spanish friend. It is well ! it b welt! 
and a kind thought of his father's son to come and see the old man. 
Methinks it is as if it were the gallant William again in the flesh 
before me. Ah, sir ! we were strong, fiery young men together, 
and the thought of those early days has not gone from me — lives 
with me in my old age. You are welcome indeed! Welcome for 
the sake of the blood that flows in your veins, for the memory of 
him that is no more, and for your own sake loo, most heartily." 

Taking the blushing Englishman's arm, who, though touched by 
his host's genuine emotion, was thoroughly at a loss how to respond 
to these flowers of speech, he led him with dignified steps into the 
house. 

They passed first through a dark haJl, bare, vaulted, echoing to 
the sound of their feet, and where George involuntarily lowered his 
voice as if he were in church, then up a flight of stone stairs into a 
laige flagged room. 

The proportions of this place were so majestic, it rose into such 
loftiness, spread into such spacious wideness, that. In wondering 
admiration, the young man halted and stared. Stately, somber 
visages looked down at him from their tarnished frames ; tapestry 
rich-hued, yet faded, hung between them, out of which as he gazed 
there started into life the quaintest depths of fairy forests, the weird- 
est forms ; stem suits of armor stood in stiff array along the wall, 
seeming to retain in their dead emptiness something of the ferocious 
dignity of the spirits that once animated them, and to glare upon the 
world with angry menace in their vacant visors ; in the middle of the 
Roov a irasero of glowing red copper gave the last' touch of out- 
landish and raedia;val strangeness to the scene. 

A light tap on his arm recalled him to himself. Before him, as 
if she had sprung out of the earth, smiling, handsome, wrinkled, 
stood a dame with white hair, lace-veiled, of imposing proportions, 
clad in the picturesque national costume ; a not mcongruous pen- 
dant to the solemn leanness of the cavalier. 

"Beloved of my soul, I present to thee the sou of my brother in 
arms," said Don Atanasio in Spanish, as George made a low bow ; 
" the son of that much-loved and regretted friend Don William 
Kerr, of whom I have so often spoken to thee. A lieutenant of 
Scots, even as was his father. He speaks Spanish." 

Blissfully ignorant of the chivalrous customs of the countiy. 
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George proceeded to press — not knowii^ he should have kissed — the 
veiy small, very fat hand which, with a guttural flow of hospitable 
observations, was warmly extended to him. 

Thus far the stranger had every reason to be delighted with his 
enterprise and his welcome ; but the whole scene assumed a new 
complexion, and became as it were glamourausly illuminated when. 
with a patter of light, quick feet, a fourth person made her entrance 
into the room, and he was further introduced to " Carmen, my unique 
daughter." 

Just at the age when in a sunny cLme a woman attains the per- 
fection of a bloom as rich and wlrm as the opening pomegranate 
flower; attired, like her mother, as were all Spanish ladies in those 
days, in the national dress — the most bewitching surely that ever 
draped a feminine form — even in that land of exquisite maidens 
Carmen was a jewel. 

At sight of the visitor she stopped short in an attitude of half- 
arch half-bashful astonishment, and George realized on the spot 
that he had never known before what loveliness a woman could 
embody. The first look he cast upon her, taking in the luster of 
dark eyes, the curve of red lips, the exquisitely rounded, satin-clad 
figure, to end respectfully on a pair of tiny slippers which just al- 
lowed a ray of tender blue stocking to peer through the cloud of 
black lace, was simply a revelation. It gave a sort of shock to the 
young soldier. It seemed to lift him into an existence hitherto un- 
thought of. 

As for the cause of his sudden exaltation of amorous fancy, she 
apparently experienced some occult psychical reaction of the same 
kind. Such ecstasies are sympathetic. As her eyes met his they 
became troubled, and the long lids were dropped down over their 
radiance, a crimson flush flew to each olive cheek, and the modest 
answer to his stammered compliment died away half flnished in an 
inarticuiate murmur. 

Meanwhile, all unconscious of the strange operations at work in 
those two young heads and hearts so near to him, Don Atanasio, 
with that extravagant pride of hospitality which is part of the very 
spirit of his race, was engaged in explaining to his guest that there 
could be no question of his living at Seville anywhere but under his 
roof ; in declaring that his house In town, his villa near Ronda, his 
horses, his servants, all his possessions, were at his disposal wben- 
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ever and as long as the son of his old friend chose to make use ol 

And in this manner Geoi^e Kerr, barely twenty-tour hours after 
acting on a fantastic desire, the idlest freak of curiosity, found him- 
self installed as the honored guest of Don Atanasio de Ayala y 
Quevedo, and already the abject slave of his daughter's bright 
eyes. 

Under ordinary circumstances this arrangement, which did away 
with all true liberty of action, would very soon have palled upon 
him ; but as it was, bewitched, spellbound, he passed day after day, 
scarce keeping count of time, in a feverish dream of excitement and 
rapture. 

He made rapid progress in the language, as well as in the favor 
of his simple-minded, generous entertainers, Don Atanasio was 
charmed to have found a new listener for his interminable stories of 
the War of Independence, so modest and well-behaved a youth, 
who, seemed content to sit for hours under his discourses, with eyes 
cast down, attending with such deep interest to his lessons in 
tactics and his accounts of the exploits of " El Lord " and his Spanish 

As for the beautiful creature, sole survivor of the many children 
who had once gathered round the old couple's knees, she spioke 
little to the stranger, and in but severely conventional words, in 
answer to his similarly commonplace observations ; but for all that, 
the most eloquent and passionate conversation passed daily between 
the two under the very nose of the watchful parents. Eye spoke to 
eye in question and avowal. The flush on her lovely oval cheek, 
the pouting of her fair red mouth, answered many a time and most 
satisfactorily tha silent disclosure of passion which the pressure of 
his hand, the voiceless motion of his lips, conveyed to the object o( 
his worship. 

Long before an opportunity occurred for the open declaration of 
his feelings, George possessed the rapturous conviction of being 
beloved in return, and this state of abeyance, its delicate, exquisite 
joys, had for him a charm and piquancy he was half loath to break 
through ; but becoming every instant more madly enamored of each 
other under the tantalizing conditions of daily proximity, it could not 
in the nature of things last much longer.' 

One day, having for a few moments eluded the surrounding 
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vigilance, they found themselves face to face alone, and straig 
the burning secret which they had shared in silence found wo 
last. In the somber old room, under the scowling eyes of a 
of past-century warriors, just by the half -shuttered window, 
a peep of green spoke of the budding orange-trees, Canne 
Gcoi^ talked of eternal love, and, kissing her lips, he vowed h 
fit to die with happiness at her feet. . . . 

" I hear, Don Jorge, that you have seen my daughter alo 
day," s^d Don Atanasio very gravely that same evening. " 
me to reproach you. Among us such conduct is thought inci 
Were you more conversant with things of Spain, I would eve 
it a breach of honor." 

Thb was a tempting opportunity tor George to cany out 
obvious end the folly which filled his brain, and to avow the p 
which the enthralling episode of that day had exalted to fever- 

" Sir," he replied warmly, " I beseech you to remember th 
rules of honorable behavior differ in various countries. An E 
gentleman who loves a woman and would make her his wife si 
breach of honor in asking her himself. If, however, 1 have 
gressed, I can but beg your forgiveness." 

The old man's severe mood slightly softened as the ; 
whose cavalier-like accomplishments he had already had occas 
appreciate, went on without flinching from his gaze : 

" 1 bear, as you know, an ancient name, have an indepc 
fortune, and serve in an honorable profession. I ask your dau 
whom I love and who loves me, for my wife." 

This little speech, which George flattered himself was qi 
Spanish style, was listened to in silence by the old Don, wht 
sidered it just pardonable in a foreigner. 

" She should not have owned that she loved you," he rem 
at length ; " but what is done is done. We will advise," 

Advise he did in consequence with his loving consort, the " 
haired chaplain, and a few trusted friends — advised in much a 
of mind, earnestness, and deliberation ; and finally, in oppositi 
all the counsel he sought for, carried the day as his kindly old 
had prompted him frohi the first. His solemn approval was 
to the engagement, and the young man, half bewildered wii 
own happiness, left the house till the time came for him to feli 
bride. 
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George's midsummer madness was having serious consequences. 
He started back on his journey to Gibraltar to beg for prolongation 
of leave in order to go to England and make arrangements for his 
new departure. 

When he returned to the mess-room and announced his inten- 
tion to be married with the briefest delay, the joking which was 
started on the subject of the disastrous result of the sub's first leave 
became so ceaseless and unlicensed as to prove quite intolerable to 
the victim's passionate spirit. And when the Colonel, as might be 
expected, first pooh-poohed his request for further leave, and finally 
flatly refused to grant it, George, not sorry to escape the galling 
gibes of his comrades, and momentarily out of conceit with his regi- 
mental life and its irksome restraint, while more bent than ever 
from the very opposition he encountered on canymg through his 
determination, announced his intention of selling out. 

On a certain memorable evening toward the end of May in the 
same year,'a number of the Times was placed in the hands of Mr. 
Kerr of Gilham, destined through one minute portion of its contents 
to shake that worthy gentleman's soul with a very paroicysm of 
virtuous indignation. 

He had just returned from a ride round his farms, where, as 
usual, he had found more to ruffle than to please him, and had 
taken up the paper determined beforehand to disagree with most of 
its opinions. But he was ill prepared tor such a call upon his wrath 
as the crisp columns contained for him that day. George must 
certainly have had a malicious pleasure in preparing the marriage 
announcement which was to fall like a bomb into the orderly Gil- 
ham household ; in any case he had known his step-brother too 
well to take him into his confidence until matters were forever be- 
yond the reach of his interference. 

" Gwendolin," said the squire in awful tones, as he stepped on to 
the lawn, paper in hand, in search of his long-suffering wife, '■ I 
must beg you to favor me with your attention for a moment. List- 
en to this—' On the twenty-fifth of May, in the Cathedral of Sev- 
ille, George Kerr, youngest son of the late William Kerr of Gil- 
ham, Esquire, late of the — th Highlanders, to Dofla Carmen Maria 
Concepcion, only daughter of Don Atanasio Ayala y Quevedo ! ' — 
eh, what next ? " 

" George married ! " ejaculated Lady Gwendolin in uiuuemeot 
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Then, seizing only the bare facts without those abominable attend- 
ant circumstances so palpable to her lord, she exclaimed with lively 
feminine interest ; " Married to a Spanish girl ; I am sure she is 
lovely I Oh, Willie, how unkind of him never to write ! How 1 
wish I could see them I " 

" Gwcndolin ! " returned the squire, stiff with horror, " you do 
not know what you are saying ? Do you not see that George " — 
and he shook the sheet with suppressed rage — " that this depraved 
man has married a Papist— a Spanish Papist ? It is scandalous. 
He has thrown up his commission, disgraced himself and his fam- 
ily. Heaven only knows what the end of it will be ; perhaps he has 
turned Papist himself. Carmen Maria Concepclon ! Who in his 
senses would ever have thought of associating these idolatrous 
names with the name of Kerr? By a Romish priest, in the Cathe- 
dral of Seville, you understand — Seville, the headquarters of the 
Inquisition." 

Mr. Kerr was the most orthodox and rigid of Churchmen, with 
that well-rooted, uncompromising hatred of " priestcraft " which 
the ferment caused by the so-calied Papal aggression in those times 
had, if possible, intensified. He had, besides a true country gen- 
tleman's scorn tor foreigners. On both subjects his theories may 
have been vague, but as a consequence they were all the more 
virulent. 

Even good-tempered, pleasant Lady Gwendolin was not above 
the current prejudice against other people's religion. She looked 
shocked and unhappy as the truth forced Itself upon her, and liftet' 
her voice in no remonstrance when her husband, dashing the papci 
away from him with an indecorous display of excitement very for 
eign to him, uttered his command that henceforth the name o 
George Kerr was not to be uttered in his presence, and that so lonf 
as he was master of Gilham the shadow of the shameless culpri 
was never to darken his doors again. 

The two sturdy little boys who were being brought up so wel 
under their father's methodical rule, who were such model littli 
boys before his face and such incarnate pic^kles behind his back, nov 
looked after his pompous retreating figure and at their mother": 
saddened face with round, solemn blue eyes, whispering to eacl 
other that Uncle George had done something very naughty, ant 
wondering what it could be. 
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A few weeks before Susan Hillyard, in her little gabled parson- 
age, had received a letter from her brother, setting forth, in a few 
kind, careless words, the announcement of his approaching happi- 
ness. 

" I know that my good little Susie," said the writer, " will love 
my beautiful Carmen as a sister, and rejoice that her George is the 
happiest man in the whole world." 

Susie had we|)t tears of mingled dismay and tenderness, and 
dispatched a long loving answer containing the assurance of her un- 
dying affection, and her readiness to welcome with all cordiality her 
lovely new sister. Though somewhat inclined to fear he was risk- 
ing his eternal salvation by such a step, she was immensely con- 
soled by her husband's philosophical reception of the news ; for the 
Rev. Robert Hillyard, notwithstanding- his official position, was too 
liberal and openminded to blindly condemn any creature for his 
creed. 



CHAPTER III. 

FIRST ANNIVERSARY OF A WEDDING-DAY. 

Carmen halted a moment on the threshoM as her husband 
opened the door and silently received her; she was clad in crimson 
and enveloped in clouds of black lace, glorious, even against the 
flood of searching, morning light, in radiant youthful beauty. She 
looked at him with half-defiant curiosity ; then, without a word, 
brushed by, bringing with her into the house the fragrant breath of 
early day, which struck upon his heated brow deltciously. Her step 
was alert and springy ; there was not a shade of fatigue over the 
warm complexion, under the superb eyes, in the carriage of the 
lithe, rounded figure. 

" That woman, my wife, is peerless — there can be no doubt of 
that," thought George, following her movements with a dark, ab- 
acted look. " That woman — my wife ! " 

There was naught but ffislhetic, lifeless criticism in his admira- 
n, mingled with wonder at the uselessness of such mere bodily 
rfeclion. And, in truth, was not that very beauty of hers — she 
ing his wife, and such as she— but part of his curse ? Did not the 
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exquisite, feather-brained creature who thus returned defiantly in 
broad daylight from her night's amusement bear his name an'^ '"•'•f 
his honor in her hands ? 

.His black face grew more lowering yet ; with a magr 
show of indifference she was passing upstairs, when he cal 
her to stop, and in so harsh a voice that it imposed immed 
perchance involuntary, obedience. She paused, one little fi 
the first step, her head thrown back, interrogating him with h 
eye and raised eyebrow. 

" Come into my study," he said ; " I have much to 1 
you." 

She hesitated, evidently weighing in her mind how mu( 
dared further thwart him ; but, as he opened the door and in 
lively motioned her into the room, look and gesture were tw 
lo be resisted, and, with an ill grace, a loud sigh of resignatic 
obeyed. She confronted him sullenly, pulling at her dres 
turning her head away. He surveyed her with an ironical sm 

" Well, my lovely Carmen," he said after a pause, " I can 
the brightness of your eyes that you have enjoyed your even 
this first anniversary of our happy union. All the more, no 1 
for the absence of your husband. But," he continued, v 
sudden h^d change of tone, as she ostentatiously yawned 1 
her fan, " I have to warn you that, while you live under my ro< 
my intention to prevent such escapades as to-night's ever hap] 

She turned upon him quickly, opening her mouth as if to 
but checked herself with some rapid change of mood, and j 
asked, with a little toss of her head, a little tapping of the ci 
slipper on the ground : 

" Is that all you had to say ? " 

" No," answered the man, making a violent effort to cont 
rising choler. " As I told you, I have much to speak to you 
and I am determined you shall hear it now. Sit down." 

" I am going to bed. I am tired," she cried petulantly, b 
avoiding his eye. She gathered her skirts together, and, 
would have barred her way, with a mixture of childish passii 
fear, she pushed him vigorously aside with one round ban 
dived for her train with the other, and like a whirlwind dash 
of the room, slamming the door behind her. 
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He madr a step forward, but checked himself; threw up his 
arms, and let them fall again with a gesture of helpless rage that 
was beyond all other expression. Then he flung himself into a 
chair, and for a long while remained motionless, absorbed in heavy 
thought. 

At length he rose and made his way slowly up the stairs ; 
knocked at his wife's door and listened. There was no sound 
within ; he tried the handle, but the door was locked. 

"Carmen," he called, "open!" And again, "You had better 
open : do not push this loo far ! " Her dress rustled as she moved 
about; he could hear her displace a chair, and hum a note or two 
of a walU tune to herself. 

His passion rose. He kicked the door beneath the key-hole 
with such force that, with shattered lock, it burst back quivering 

She had been sitting at her dressing-table, drawing the pins from 
her swarthy tresses ; a wrapper of some soft white material en- 
veloped her in careless folds. With a scream, suddenly frozen into 
silence on her open mouth, she rose and stared at him, and a creep- 
ing pallor sucked the blood from her cheeks. 

George closed the door as well as he could, and came up to her ; 
he. too, was white to the lips. 

"You are curiously mistaken," he said, with forced calmness, 
" to think you can keep me out of any room in my house. I am 
master here ; you have forgotten it too long." 

If he had not been so blinded with passion, so young himself, 
and so hard ia his new-found strength of purpose, he must have 
been struck by the utter childishness of the dilated eyes fixed on 

" Listen to me," he continued, laying a cold hand on her wrist 
and speaking with self-contained intensity, more full of anger than if 
he had screamed the words ; " 1 have had patience ; I have borne 
with you for a whole year. A year is it ? It has been as a life- 
time of misery to me. I have had enough of it — enough of your 
whims and caprices, your tempers and your folly ; I have taken my 
resolve — I will endure this sort of existence not an hour longer. 
Yet I will be f^r to you ; you shall have your choice. Either you 
shall submit, absolutely, unquestioningly, uncomplainingly to my 
will for the future ; live where I please, as I please— do your duty 
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as a. wife, in fine, in humility and obedience ; or, before God I I will 
send you back to your (ather ! " 

She wrenched her hand angrily away from him, then suddenly 
burst into tears. His manner frightened her. She had followed 
his words, comprehending their drift no more intelligently than to 
realize that he was very angry, as usual — more angry, indeed, than 
usual— because she had gone to the ball without him. But the last 
phrase struck home. She stepped back as if she had received a 
buffet. 

He let her weep, without speaking, looking at her with glitter- 
ing eyes. She was one of those rare women lo whom tears are no 
distiguremenL The crystal drops welled up in her ttistrous eyes, 
overflowed on her peach-like cheeks, without a trace of that red 
distortion which marks the grief of ordinary mortals. 

His silence emboldened her. From tears she came to sobbing 
reproaches ; from reproach to vituperation. Her quick blood rose 
as her first fear subsided, the color mantled again ia her cheek, fire 
dried the moisture of her eye. She flung her arms about 
sionate gesticulation ; the extravagantly decorated drapei 
away from her bare shoulders, from the ripe perfection of her 

" Because," she cried, " because, forsooth, I am young am 
tiful, and choose to dance and laugh and enjoy life ; becaus 
not choose to be buried in your dull, your stupid, damp, ] 
country, I am to be cast off — cast off in disgrace ! And y( 
tell this to me, George — to me who have given up all, all foi 
my land, my people, my parents ? Oh, my God, is it possible : 
you no shame, no heart ? " 

She paused, panting, and plunged a long look into his fix 
pressionless eyes. The man stood motionless before hi 
speechless ; with a furious grip he had seized the back of a 1 
prey to the most enervating emotions he had ever felt. Wi 
boundless indignation against this perverse, hateful being see 
rise up and break over him, blotting out from his brain all p( 
reflection, and alternating with a mad fascination as unreai 
almost, and fierce. Never had she looked more beautiful I 
her present selt-abandonment. 

Now, Carmen, dense though she might be in most matt 
quiring nice discrimination, or even the use of common sense 
keen enough perception of anything that touched her personi 
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ity. She sudi^enty read that in the young man's eyes which was. as 
she thought, a revelation of her victory. And on the spot all her 
misgivings, the fear she had tried to scream down, vanished as if 
by magic, A self-satisfied smile hovered for an instant over the red 
lips; then, with the insolence of her newly-found security, she' re- 
sumed her seat before the glass. 

" God knows," said she, proceeding with her toilet with an elab- 
orate show of indifference, " I have had cause enough to regret the 
day when you came to me with your false promises and lured me 
from my beautiful home. How have you kept them? You have 
neglected me, abused me, reviled me day by day, and now — But 
no, I refuse to be cast off: I refuse the position you so kindly offer 
me of a separated woman. I will not have this undeserved shame 
cast on me ; I will not lose my proper place in society. You can 
kill me if you hke ; but what you can not do, shall not do, is cast 
me away before the world like a mistress you are tired of." 

She looked over her shoulder and shot a conquering glance at 
him. She saw that he was shaking with a nervous tremor, that his 
eyes were averted as if in fear. She read defeat, she thought, in 
every sign, and her foolish heart bounded for pride. 

Again she sought her own image in the glass, and away started 

her volatile mind on a new train of ideas. She took in, one by one, 

all the points of her glorious loveliness with indignant appreciation, 

iuid a keen sense of being wasted on the man who called himself 

her master. She compared the rapture with which her slightest 

favors had been received by humble adorers but a few hours ago 

h the scowling, downcast countenance of him who, in his own 

ht, now stood in her sanctum. And he, above all men, blessed 

;he possession of such a pearl— he it was who this night had in 

anger threatened to cast it from him. 

She set her little teeth at her own glowing image ; dearly, dearly 
>uld he smart for this, (or she could punish him, and would, till 
groveled at her feet. Glimmerings of all the fascinations with 
ich she would tantalize him at home, and pique him into frantic 
lousy abroad, danced gayly through her brain. Not till she had 
t maddened him by her disdain and the glacial barrier that 
uld be raised against him would she permit herself to relax in 
■ severity. 
She loosened her long tresses, and passing her jeweled fingers 
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through the heavy black masses, turned them like a mantilla round 
her bare shoulders ; then, suddenly pretending to recollect herself in 
the midst of another proud look in the glass, she rose, and, with an 
insufferably dramatic air, " Have the goodness to leave my room ! " 
she said loftily, extending her arm and pointing to the door, " You 
vnshed for separation : you shall have this much of it. Go ! " 

The compression of George's hands on the chair grew so violent 
that the muscles of his arms started into view beneath the sleeves. 
He looked at his wife with a bloodshot, threatening stare. 

Well pleased, however, with her treatment of the situation, she 
continued, in her sonorous, limpid tongue, while her eyes danced 
and shone with strange brilliancy. 

" Ah, you wish to rid yourself of me ! Well, I say you shall 
have your wish. But listen, George : it is not you who cast me 
away ; it is I, understand, I, who renounce you ! " And, with the 
gesture of a stage queen, she drew her wedding-ring from her 
finger, 
. " For the outside world," continued she, " even as I shall live 
under your roof, I shall still wear a ring, but not the one over which 
you made at the altar your oath, your perjured oath, of eternal love. 
Take it- — I have done with it and you 1 " 

She flung it at him and then confronted him, one hand boldly 
planted on her hip, her head thrown back, her nostrils quivering, 
her breast Tising and falling in long tumultuous sweeps — maddening 
enough in her insolent beauty to drive a calmer man to frenzy. 

And the frenzy came— rushing through George's fevered brain, 
and bringing with it visions of the insane joy of destruction ; the 
overmastering impulse to seize in his arms the woman who thus 
taunted him, and crush the very life out of her beautiful, proud 
body, to force forth her last agonized breath in one long delirious em- 
brace — not of love, for love is tenderness, but of triumph and rage. 

He felt himself grow pale to the heart as the tiny amulet struck 
him on the mouth. For a moment he fixed her in silence with wild 
dilated eyes, and nothing was heard in the room but the constant 
matutinal chirrup of the birds outside the light window, and the 
rattling of the discarded ring as it rolled round and round on the 
hearth. Then, suddenly, with an inarticulate imprecation, he sprang 
forward. 

She gave a stifled shriek of terror and pain as she foimd herself 
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helplessly bound In his arms, her supple frame vainly writhing in 
his mad grasp, while a harsh, unknown voice panted in her ear: 

" Our last day ! so be it. Carmen ! You have lived long enough, 
unruly, beautiful, worthless ! 1 will see you tamed — or kill you ! " 

At first she fought like a tigress ; but vuhat could her woman's 
strength, even in terror, do against his fury? In his cruel grip 
she soon ceased to struggle ; the cries died away on her blanched 
lips. Resistless at length, tamed indeed, she lay across his arm, 
crushed, well-nigh annihilated. 

With her submission, his triumph gave way to icy revulsion. 
Blank and dazed, he released her, and she fell prostrate before him. 
He stood, glaring with haggard eyes at the lovely form at his feet, 
undone, seemingly lifeless, save for an occasional convulsive sigh 
that shook it from head to foot. 

After a while that, too, ceased, and for one agonized, ghastly 
moment he thought her lite was gone. But presently, when, cov- 
ering her face with the mantle of her hair, she took to crying, gently 
and piteously, like a. child, his senses came back ; the horror of the 
disgrace he had brought upon his manhood overpowered him, and 
he fled from the room. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE DEMON WHISPERS. 

There are moments of intellectual as well as of phydcal panic 

—moments when all faculties of the mind seem to recoil, and be 

icattered in horror by one overpowering thought, often as dispro- 

■tionate to its effects as that illusory danger which drives to head- 

g flight men of well-proved courage. 

The one sense which now encompassed George's whole being 
s of shame the most hopeless, the most helpless— of utter and 
traded abdication. Out into the deserted street he dashed, 
ven by a mad desire to fly — anyhow, anywhere^from his own 
grace. Bareheaded, frenzied, rushing purposeless this way and 
t. he might have been stopped for a madman indeed, had not 
; early hour presented but a lifeless town to his first precipitate 
ht. But presently, as the furious intensity of emotion subsided 
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to a duller misery, he slackened his pace, and monotonously fol- 
lowed any street that led ahead, dimly finding some relief in the 
persistent motion. 

Chance turning took him to Oxford Street, and he tramped its 
weary length; then down Holbom, through the labyrinth of the still 
silent City ; far out into the slums and wide arteries of the East- 
End, where, being lighter of sleep than the more fortunate, much of 
its squalor and wretchedness was already astir. 

If his disheveled' aitire and the desperate look on his young face 
had excited ere now suspicious curiosity on the part of the rare police- 
man, milkman, and early stall-keeper of deserted Mayfair, they 
naturally attracted more rudely obtrusive attention among the busy 
toilers of Tower Hill and Hackney. 

Slowly returning to some perception of the outer world, and 
called thereto by hoots and gibes, George began to realize that his 
evening dress, under the bright sun of six in the morning, in the 
Whitechapel Road, was a warrantable cause for the loudly expressed 
derision which followed him on every side ; and he bethought him- 
self to purchase an overcoat and a hat, fit for daylight wear, at the 
first Jew clothier's he could find. Freed from further popular per- 
secution, he fell back more doggedly than ever on his melancholy 
tramp, whither he knew not, nor cared, could he but escape from 
this all-pervading disgust of life. On and on — the bare notion of 
remaining still was unbearable; on, while the morning wore noisy 
and glaring into the heat of midday, till the sun was already on its 
downward course, and the turmoil of the great town had reached its 
climax. Then he found that his aimless wayfaring had brought him 
back to the land of clubs. 

In an utteriy prostrate condition of mind and body, worn out 
with the harassing emotions of the night, sheer physical fatigue, 
want of nourishment and of sleep, he had just sufficient strength and 
wits left to crawl into his club and order some food. But when it 
came, the very sight of it sickened him, and the servants looked 
askance as he drearily ordered brandy and ice, and drank -immoder- 
ate quantities of the insidious mixture. 

Staggering to the smoking-room, he fell into the lap of the first 
armchair he knocked against, and then sank back overpowered, his 
giddy brain feeling like a huge windmill, slowly revolving under the 
pulse of the only two thoughts left in it— that he was a miserable, 
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degraded, futureless man, and that sleep was the only blessed thing 
in life — until suddenly all sensation ceased, his head fell forward 
oVer his shoulder, and he was plunged in profound torpor. 

The Middle Ages accepted as an adequate explanation of many 
obscure mental phenomena the theory of unseen evil spirits haunt- 
ing the path of each human bfe, ever on the alert to pounce upon 
their victim at the first sign of weakness, and, when once it was 
fairiy in their eager clutches, devoting their demoniacal ingenuity to 
its utter perdition, dulling better senses, irritating moral sores, until 
a hitherto happy or blameless being was plunged in black despair 
or reckless vice. 

We practical people of prosy latter days no longer entertain such 
cryptic notions ; we talk knowingly of neurosis, we diagnose dis- 
eases of the brain, and explain unexpected or unaccountable mental 
breakdowns vdth similar lucidity and satisfaction. Nevertheless, 
more than one psychic torment to which we are as subject as our 
forefathers, despite all our rationalism, might well tenfptus to a belief 
in those incubi and succubi which the solemn doctors of old so un- 
doubtingly and learnedly disputed upon. 

Take the case of a worry, an absorbing and irremediable worry 
— and, indeed, it need not be of immense import; once it has laid 
hold of us, it little matters what its proportions— there it sticks ; its 
presence is almost palpable ; it is certainly fiendish. It will go out 
walking with us openly, arm in arm, as it were ; or it may slink be- 
hind for a few moments, only to swoop down on us as we turn a 
comer ; its dreaded face peers between us and our favorite book, 
and as our eyes dutifully foUow the lines, we are all the while dis- 
covering new horrors in its well-known features. The first boltle 
of generous liquor may drive it under the table, but it is safe to rise 
with the second, full of renewed life. It squats beside our pillow to 
re sleep from us with baneful whispers, or yet to render it but a 
ment with grewsome dream imaginings ; day by day we see it 
It in strength and size as it feeds on our energy; some poor 
Is it rides to death, others to madness ; few are able to fight and 
iquer it without some potent aid. 
To such a familiar demon had George fallen a victim. 
The voices of members entering the smoking-room broke his 
;p, and instantly the worry was upon him — 'heavier, stronger, 
!er than ever, clutching into his heart, filling him with still more 
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despairing inability to settle a definite line of conduct, more sicken- 
ing aversion to the future. 

He tried to sleep again : a painful actirity seized upon his brain. 
He took up a paper and tried to read ; but while his eyes wandered 
stupidly over the various items of news, they made no sense for 
him ; his mind was paralyzed. A fit state, indeed, for the tonnent- 
ing fiend to take final and complete possession of his prey ! 

Presently, as if from an immense distance, his attention was 
drawn to a paragraph he had been mechanically and unintelligently 
scanning for some lime. It concerned the suicide of an officer, and 
gradually George's wandering faculties became fixed upon its mean- 
ing. It was a strange case. A young captain of Hussars, popular, 
well-to-do, a favorite with men and comrades, beUeved by all to be 
in the best of health, the best of circumstances, who seemed, and 
with reason, up to the day of his unaccountable action, perfectly 
satisfied with his lot, had been discovered shot through the head in 
an empty barrack-room, under circumstances conclusively proving 
that he had fallen by his avm hand. 

" Was he married ? " wondered George, and read the par^raph 
again. There was no mention of a wife, and he put down the paper 
with a sort of vague surprise. " What a fool he was to kill himself ! 
He had his liberty ; what can a man want more ? " 

He took up another paper, a fashionable journal, and sighed im- 
patiently as he skimmed over strings of titles and lists of enter- 
tainments ; then the sensational heading. " Suicide of an Officer," 
leaped out of the page to his brooding eye once more. He perused 
the second account with greater interest and deliberation. It was 
more detailed, and dwelt with gusto on the horror of the spectacle, 
the grief of relatives and friends, the strangeness of the deed. 

" He may have been married in secret — a low marriage, per- 
haps ! " thought George, working round again to his fined idea, 
"Wei!, anyhow, he is out of his misery now." When life is but a 
burden and a man's own identity a haunting disgust, let others 
prate who would of cowardice, crime, immorality, he, of all others, 
would not condemn the suicide. 

And the demon whispered to him that he was right ; that self- 
destruction, viewed from the reasonable, the philosophic point of 
view, was at times not only justifiable, but actually a duty— that, 
but for the religious, that is, the superstitious, prohibition, it was the 
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easiest, most obvious and natural solution of all human difijculties ; 
and George found a curious fascination in the whisper. 

He had wondered at, in his day, and condemned those who 
found it easier to face death than the hardships of existence ; but 
then he had not known what a mockery this pilgrimage of man can 
be, when the best of him, moral and physical, is systematically put 
to the torture. Indeed, he only marveled now that more of the 
miserable creatures who crowd this unhappy world should not avail 
themselves more readily of so simple a means of relief. Were there 
not numbers of cases in which such a course was the most manly, 
the only way out of degradation ? His own circumstances, for in- 

What good was life to him ? What in reason could he expect as 
results of the present state of things but steadier deterioration, still 
greater loss of dignity and honor— drunkenness, may be, or madness ? 
Had he not sunk low enough in all conscience ? Could God— if 
there was a God — desire him to live on to such an end .' But the 
power which throws unhappy creatures on a cruel world to struggle 
through a span of suffering has granted them one boon at least — 
they can die ! Death — oblivion, peace, sleep, darkness . . . rest ! 
Oh, what a prospect to such as he ! 

Well, if he were to leave this world — and somehow, after half 
an hour of further consort with the demon, Ihe thought of self-anni- 
hilation had become too pleasing to be relinquished — he must do it 
in an orderly gentlemanly fashion ; the affairs of his household must 
be arranged ;' his accounts paid ; his last directions written down to 
the minutest item. It was an interesting, even amusing, exercise 
for the irritated mind to think out the proper manner of accomplish- 
ing this, and to picture the unimpeachable, systematic state in which 
George Kerr's affairs would be found after that gentleman's sudden 

his tendency to attach exaggerated importance to detail is one 
: first symptoms of mental derangement ; and it Is certain that 
, finally, George rose painfully from his arm-chair to go out, 
■ain was already so far affected that he had settled that he 
1 undoubtedly shoot himself this same evening, even as did the 
3wn officer, who no doubi was also married. 
»llasted with a definite object for action he quitted the dub in 
}d very different from that of an hour ago ; curiously placid. 
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gently sad, rather superior and benevolent toward mankind, as befits 
□ne who now has it in his indbputable power to place himself be- 
yond the reach of all earthly disappointments. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE LAST PIPE OF TOBACCO. 

With great deliberation he had himself shaved. Then he 
hailed a cabriolet and drove off to his soUcitor, from whom, after a 
somewhat lengthy interview, he extracted a promise to have for- 
warded to his hotise early next morning some fifteen hundred 
pounds, drawn upon capital, and an exact statement of his financial 
affairs. The man of law was filled with the gloomy conviction that 
so large a sum could be required in such a huny for no other pur- 
pose than the defraying of some gambling debts. 

" I hope you mean to turn over a new leaf, Mr. Geoi^e." he said, 
somewhat severely, as his client rose to go. " Yours is a tidy Utile 
property, but it will not stand many years of this work," . 

The young man turned round from the threshold with a pale 
and meaning smile. Oh, yes, he was going to turn over a new leaf 
— that very day ! And still grimly smiling at the thought, he jumped 
E^ain into his cabriolet and gave the driver the address of his own 
house. 

His wife's little victoria was waiting at the door, and the foot- 
man stood on the steps with a rug overhis arm, gaping at his mas- 
ter as the latter drew up. 

A chill struck over George as once more he entered his home, 
and was greeted by the ring of his wife's voice on the stairs, raised 
in angry rebuke to her maid — a trivial incident which stirred into 
activity again the old sick disgust of life and self and all things. 
Those angry, overbearing tones which Carmen's voice — the music 
of which had once been so sweet to him — could assume at times, 
had been one of his first disenchantments ; they now grated on his 
ear with positively physical pain. 

In the midst of his self-centered cogitations he stood amazed, 
a^iast 1 Was it really possible ? he asked himself in utter bewil- 
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dermenf. Going out ! She was actually going out, intent as ever 
on (inery, admiration, amusement, a few hours after what had hap- 
pened, while he — 

The thought of what he was about to do rose before him, vivid, 
specterlike. And he halted on the threshold of his room, paralyzed 
in awful realization. 

It was, ot course, impossible for so young a man, for one, espe- 
cially, whose experiences had almost solely been of the manly, 
vigorous and healthy, to understand the complicated passions of an 
unreasoning mind like Carmen's. That ardent, undisciplined South- 
em nature had, beyond doubt, been strangely affected by the event 
of the morning, but in a way which would have proved quite out- 
side her young English husband's comprehension, had he been able 
to guess at it. 

Another woman, with higher ideals, more refined oi^nization, 
would have been Itlled with contempt for the man who could use 
such violence to a woman, were she not depressed with shame and 
remorse for having brought so low the one whose name she bore. 
But it was not so with George's wife. When she had regained 
some calm, the thought of her husband's passionate outbreak, end- 
ing in her own complete defeat and subjugation, was recalled as a 
stirring, novel experience— fearful, in a way, to look back upon, 
but not without some wild savor. 

"" — t impressions consume themselves in languor; strong ones, 
terrible, are often dwelt upon with fascination. In Car- 
eer, fear, nervous ejtaltation, on subsiding with her tears, 
t last to a sort of inertion, in the midst of which she gradu- 
d some occultly pleasurable interest in reviewing every de- 
he miserable scene, the memory of which was now to . 
manhood a thing to make life unllvable. The very lassi- 
pain pervading her bruised body had some incomprehensi- 
of charm for her sensuous nature. She thought of the fury 
^aded him into with a slight shudder of delightful terror, 
le background of her mind there lurked an undefined sense 

r self-conceit, she never doubted but that, for all his threats, 
herstiil ; never doubted but that, although she had angered 
of bounds, the moving spirit of that anger had been bis 
sion for her. She would win him back, now, by every fas- 
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and art she could devise. Oh, the triumph of bringing 
once more to her feet the man who had meant to kill her in his 
rage ! And again the joy to own herself vanquished, and him the 
master, after all ! 

For the benefit of those familiar enemies, the servants, she of 
course affected to be just awakening from her usual peaceful slum- 
bers when her maid brought in the matutinal cup of chocolate at 
noon. Stretching her round arms within the amber-curtained al- 
cove, she discussed with that expert the momentous question of 
dress for the day with even more than her usual interest. Was it 
not important she should look her loveliest when George came 
back? 

But as the hours wore on and there was no sign of his return, 
when Carmen found herself standing by the window watching every 
passing conveyance, starting at every bell with her heart in her 
mouth, now angry, now frightened, now on the point of tears, a 
sudden irritable dislike to so unwonted and uncomfortable a frame 
of mind brought a revulsion of feeling, and drove her to seek dis- 
Iraction in her usual amusements. There arrived opportunely a 
new gown from the dressmaker. She must try it on, and then she 
would drive. She would be back in time to see George before din- 
ner. In a renewed access of good spirits she was proceeding dovm 
the stairs to her carriage even as her husband entered the house. 

His hand was on the door of the study when he heard the rustle 
of her dress approaching ; and he paused, his pulses beating vi- 
olently. The sound conjured up a svrift bright vision of the past. 
How he had been wont to listen I'or the palter of little feet through 
the great echoing Sevillian house; how, as they drew near, his 
heart would leap for joy — how he had loved her in those wondrous, 
lying days ! 

Down came Carmen, triumphant in the newest Paris fashion. 
Perceiving her husband, she stopped dead short and gave a faint 
cry. Then, with an effort, she descended slowly to the foot of the 
stairs and paused again, looking al him with great dark eyes. She 
was pale, and, as he saw. was trembling. Then, with a smile— a 
very forced smile : 

" Well. George i> " she said, almost meekly. 

Her whole behavior and appearance were as a terrible revelation 
to his guilty conscience. She was afraid of him. Poor creature I 
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poor silly butterfly thing, fluttering along in the enjoyment of her 
beauty and bnght allire, to see her shrink from him like that, and 
then pitiably try to conciliate him while she trembled at the bare 
feeling of his proximity ! It brought home to him more than ever 
what he had done — laid his strong hand in violence on a woman, 
disgraced his manhood. With a sort of inward groan, too bitter to 
find voice he turned and rushed into his study, leaving Carmen 
blanldy staring at the closed door. 

" He is still angry," she thought, and stood a few moments in 
helpless irresolution. 

Then she boldly opened the door of his study and popped her 
head in. His back was turned to her ; with his hands in his pockets, 
he was staring out of the window. Something in the commonplace 
attitude gave her courage. 

" George ! " 

He turned round sharply and faced her— pale, silent, forbidding 
— looking at her with distant gaze. She stammered, retreated, and 
finally, in desperation, assuming an airy tone, which sounded hid- 
eously incongruous to his ears, said, from behind the open door : 

" Remember, we have people to dinner to-rtight, and afterward 
the opera. I'm gomg out now ; good-by." 

He heard her hasty steps across the hall, the banging of the 
house-door, and presently the sound of earn age- wheels rolling away. 
Then he laughed aloud in bitter mockery of himself and her. Poor 
Carmen ! — unlucky woman ! So his last impression of her was not 
to be a tender one I She needs must assert herself to the end, 
struggle to maintain her vulgar attitude of disobedient wife, defy 
him still, even though she scarce dared look him in the face, so 
abject her fear. Poor Carmen, how she had run out of the house 
—afraid, perchance, that this time he might strike her. O God, how 
weary he was I And the sardonic laughter died in a longdrawn 
sigh. 

" A pistol and one moment of firmness," he murmured. " Yes ; 
that is the only way out of it." 

He took down from a trophy a pair of richly-worked Spanish 
pistols, that of the old Don's wedding gifts which had best pleased 
him, and tried the works one after another. But as he considered 
their graceful shape and exquisite omamentadon before loading, a 
sneer came upon his lips. 
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" Bah ! they are too beautiful to be good for anything." 

Fortuitous notion— rife with consequences for George Kerr. 

He replaced the weapons and unlocked a case of dueling pis- 
tob, hair- triggered, of the latest pattern : selected one, loaded it 
carefully, and laid it on his writing-table. 

In this grim company he spent the next two hours : putting order 
among his papers ; selecting, destroying, classifying accounts ; and 
making a complete list of his liabilities. Since, shortly after his 
marriage. Carmen's incompetence had forced him to take upon him- 
self the management of the household — that most odious of occu- 
pation to a young man's mind— all bills and accounts, whether for 
himself or his wife, were left in his room. Everything was at hand, 
therefore, and, after some determined work, in unimpeacheable 
order. 

Then, after a long muse, he took out a copy of his will and satis- 
fied himself that matters lay even as he still wished. The tenor of 
that document was of the simplest. All his assets went to his 
wife, subject to some trifling legacies afid a bequest of a few 
thousands to his sister. His fortune, which came almost entirely 
from his mother, was one of those comfortable properties consisting 
solely of personalty, and ea-iflly kept in order without more intricate 
machinery than correct bank and check books. 

With the money that he expected the next morning, to be em- 
ployed according to his written instructions, he considered that all 
debts could be settled, and the establishment broken up without 
any of the lamentable confusion which generally follows such a 
catastrophe as was going to happen in his household. This was 
alt the more necessary, he told himself, with a person like Carmen, 
the very quintessence of foolishness in matters of business. He 
was about to commit a deed unavoidably fraught with cowardice ; 
at any rate, it should be done in such a manner as to cast no dis- 
credit on his honor. 

And as to Carmen personally ? Faugh ! Did he not know her 
well enough to foresee how she would take it all ? After the first 
shock, the first scenes of hysterics and lamentations— he bad been 
treated to some very good samples over such matters as a neck- 
lace or a new gown— she would not be long before discovering 
some solace in her lot. She would be free, the sole mistress of a 
pretty fortune, probably return to Spain, marry again, and spend 
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very hapi^y the remainder of this brief human existence. He did 
not grudge her the prospect ! It was but another reason to add 
to the many why he should free himself from the misery of their 
clashing lives. 

" And so my last instant has come," he thought, dreamily taking 
up the pistol, and slowly pushing the hair-trigger back. 

The sharp click struck disagreeably upon his jaded nerves, and 
with a sort of revulsion be paused, but only for a moment. Shamed 
by the thought of a movement of faint -heartedness and determined 
that his last moments should belray no more weakness than if he 
stood on the scaffold in the sight of his fellow-men, he steadily 
pressed the pistol to his temple. 

" Now is the great mysterj' to be solved — I am no more ! " 

His heart ceased beating, and he closed his eyes, and gently 
pulled the trigger. 

In the silence of his awful expectation there fell the sound of 
another sharp click — that was all. 

George opened his eyes, dropped his hand and looked round, 
faint and dazed. Great beads of perspiration were standing on his 
forehead. 

So here he was, alive, still in his wretched consciousness, still 
burdened with his guilty identity. 

Heaving a deep sigh, and intensely irritated at the thought of 
having experienced all this emotion uselessly, that the terrible ordeal 
would have to be gone through all over again, he rose, and walked 
over to the window to examine his weapon. The hammer had 
fallen to half-cock— an accident of not unfrequent occurrence with 
hair-tri^ers. 

Very much oppressed, and again with a sickening sensation of 
faintness, he dashed up the casement and leaned out for a breath of 
air. The little garden was shady, green and quiet. His groom was 
passing down the path toward the stables, puffing vigorously at a 

ong clay pipe. A whiff of blue smoke floated across George's 

strils. 

The smell of the tobacco, albeit pungent and coarse, brought a 

nly soothing sensation to his overstrained nerves. The grateful 

rb was an old and trusty friend to him, had added zest to the 

joyment of vigor and happiness, and had proved a solace in his 

ter-day more frequent moods of fatigue and despondency. 
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He had not smoked tor many long hours, and now the scent 
evoked a sudden craving. It flashed across his mind thai condemned 
criminals, he had heard, not unftequently request a last pipe of 
tobacco before their execution ; and with a sort of grim humor 
the idea followed that, self-condemned as he was, he might surely 
grant himself a similar indulgence. He, too, would smoke a last 
pipe before leaving this world. 

Forthwith the faithless pistol was flung across the room to the 
sofa, a short clay selected from the rack — one of those blackened 
abominations the charm of which was so incomprehensible to 
Carmen. This he filled slowly and with an earnest countenance, 
lifted it, and sank back in his favorite arm-chair, inhaling the 
sedative fragrance and stretching his weary limbs. 

For a time intent on this creature comfort, he unconsciously en- 
joyed the luxury of complete relaxation of jnind. He had ceased to 
suffer, almost ceased to think ; his eyes listlessly followed the curls 
of blue vapor in their fantastic rising through the air, while he 
mechanically puffed what, to one in his condition, was the most 
beneficent of essences. And thus by degrees he fell into that rest- 
ful state of day-dreaming when ideas meet each other and float 
vaguely through the mind, pursuing their own concatenation, uncon- 
trolled by purpose. 

" If death be rest like this, then death is sweet indeed — And 
so Geoi^ Kerr is dead, poor fellow! Gone over to the majority, 
he can look on this small, imperfect, struggling world with the 
superior benevolence which in life he would have bestowed on a bee- 
hive or ^ ant-hill. And the world goes on exactly the same without 
him round whose personality it seemed to pivot. The pursuit of 
happiness, heart-rending regret, gray disappointment, joy or despair, 
success or failure, ambition, hate ! How strangely meaningless 
these ideas are to one who has finished with life, who, with his 
whole existence behind him, can compass it in a single thought i 
Life is a dream, changing, inconsistent, incomplete — of which the 
whole meaning vanishes on waking. If the dream be pleasant, 
then sleep on as long as possible ; if it is painful, shake yourself, 
make one effort and wake." 

And he turned his eyes lazily toward (he pistol, and sagely 
thought, " No hair-trigger this time ! " 

But he was so tired that he had not the heart to move, and so 
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remaned pasnve, while again his thoughts wandered away in the 
blue. 

" And yet there are good tilings on earth, otherwise no man 
could bear to live ; there are dreams within dreams — pity they are 
so short, so miied up with prosy cares ! . . . How easily might 
every one have sufficient content for his brief span ; how strange is 
the perversity of things,! What waste o£ happiness as well as of 
everything else ; how few indeed the seeds that fall on congenial 
ground ; how rarely those souls meet who might live harmoniously 
together ! Make one mistake, take one wrong turning, and a whole 
life is spoiled ; start badly, go on worse . . . Experience? What 
use in experience, save to show you, too late, what might have been 
avoided and the trammels that never can be shaken off." 

He puffed again ; the pipe was out. Regretfully he looked at 
it, wondering whether he might indulge himself in another ; but the 
tobacco was beyond reach on the mantel-shelf ; the pistol was still 
fanher away. He fell again to musing, contemplating and weighing 
in his hand the tobacco-dyed day. 

" What a prodigious trouble I gave mj'self with you, my old 
friend, since Kenneth of ours handed you over to me after the Re- 
dan ! Poor old Kenneth! Where is he now? On his way to 
India, I suppose. God bless him ! He did not make such a mis- 
take as 1 did, though he could admire a pretty face when he saw 
one. We had you mounted in all this smart amber and silver, you 
ruffianly-looking black thing, in that shop in Gib where they kept 
the pretty girl to entrap unwary subs— there were always a couple 
of them hanging over the counter — but it never was my way. . . , 
What jolly days those were I And what a fine thing I thought life 
then, in the sunshine and the music and the sport ! How blue the 
sea would look, how gorgeous those sunsets against the dark Afri- 
can mountains that I used to sit and watch and wonder at ! What 
a beautiful place the world is, after all, and how little I have seen of 
it. for all my old dreams of adventure and exploit! . . . But every- 
thing is over for me now, anyhow— or will be soon. ... I should 
have liked to go to India with the brave fellows when they deal 
with those murderous devils." 

Here he made an effort and got up ; not to fetch the pistol, how- 
ever, but— almost mechanically — to fill his pipe again. " Pity I did 
not think of it a little sooner ; perhaps 1 might have worked it, and 
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been even now with the old corps ; they would have » 
back, no doubt." The new train of thought, leading, as it did, 
away from present unpleasant combinations, was a welcome one: 
it was, therefore, with proportionate irritation that he found himself 
recalled to the actual ugly state of things by a discreet tap at the 
door, accompanied by a confidential cough, unmistakably proceed- 
ing from the footman. 

"Come in!" he cried savagely, laying down the beloved pipe. 
"What the devil do you want now?" 

A fumbling at the handle reminded him that he had locked him- 
self in, and, with a muttered execration, he strode across the room 
to remove the obstacle. 

" Beg pardon, sir," stammered the man, who entered with visi- 
ble embarrassment, which the sight of the open pistol-case and its 
scattered contents considerably increased. " Mrs. Kerr has come 
in, sir, and she sent me to remind you that there is company to din- 
ner to-night ; and will you please to give me the key of the cellar 
for to get out the champagne and burgundy ? " 

The message vras a second and equally feeble attempt, on the part 
of Carmen, to provoke an interview, if possible a reconciliation ; but 
to George, full of his preconceived ideas, it was but another gross 
impertinence. 

His first movement was one of anger ; he turned fiercely on the 
trembling envoy. But the nevt moment a very different mood 
was upon him. Something in this sudden descent to the common- 
place, in the incongmity of the incident, the servant's look and man* 
ner as he edged nervously toward the door, struck him in an irre- 
sistibly ludicrous light. 

He burst out laughing. Ah, what a farce it all was ! ... He 
had been going to shoot himself while she was thinking of the 
champagne ! 

He turned to his desk for the keys, while his shoulders stiD shook 
with vainly-suppressed laughter. 

" Here you are," he cried good-naturedly, tossing the bunch to- 
ward the man ; "and tell Mrs. Kerr 1 beg to be excused from din- 
That laugh did George good : it removed the oppression of the 
long, fined thought, and continued the process of healthy reaction 
which the emotions of the attempted deed, the sweat that had burst 
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on his forehead, and the soothing, grateful fumes of his old friend 
had begun. What ! was his melancholy madness really dissipat- 
ing? He yawned and stretched himself, and looked around the 
room, which the sinking sun, streaming through the flower-screened 
window, was filling with roseate, cheerful light. The dark cob- 
webs that dulled his brain were breaking asunder. 

He discovered that the sky was dappled with soft pink-and-gold 
clouds— that there must have been a thunderstorm somewhere; for 
the brooding heat of the day was replaced by invigorating freshness 
the trees in the little garden dripped with glistening rain drops, and 
there rose up a delicious scent of damp verdure mingled wilh the 
vague fragrance of early summer flowers. 

For a few seconds the would-be suicide remained lost in mule 
enjoyment of the sunset hour, seconds during which the mere faci 
of existence was sufficient for content. Then his mind awoke to 
to reflection ; he felt like one suddenly, miraculously restored to life, 
and turned lo the memory of his desperate resolve of so short a lime 
ago with what was almost amazement. 

" Vou laughed at that man for a fool just now," thought he, 
"and what are you. I should like to know? . . . Her champagne, 
her burgundy, her theatre— that is what she thinks of after driving 
you to the verge of suicide ! And that is the woman on whose ac- 
count you would blow your brains out ! . . . Rouse yourself, George 
Kerr ; be a man again ; do not throw away your life while all may 
still be before you ! " 

Here a clatter of plates and glasse 
door to lay the table in the adjoining r( 
to more sublunary matters. He suddenly remembered— and felt — 
that fooil had not crossed his lips these four-and-twenty hours ; that 
he was hungry — prosaically, ravenously, absurdly hungry. 

Calling out to the servant, he ordered some meat and bread to be 
immediately brought up to his study, together with a bottle of " that 
burgundy ; " and " Heaven help you if you shake the bottle, you 
rascal ! " he added, cheerfully. 

The man, delighted to see his master reverting to more human 
instincts, and flattered by the unwonted familiarity, hastened to lay 
the cloth on a card-table, which he covered with a substantial spread, 
set to watch over the latter a portly bottle still enveloped in the 
dusty crust of venerable age, advanced a chair, and after a critical 
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and complacent survey of his arrangements, left the hungry man to 
the enjoyment of them. 

George sat down with a serious but much less meditative counte- 
nance, and opened immediate relations with the ancient bottle. 

The worry seemed for the nonce decidedly defeated ; a sense of 
physical beatitude he had not felt for a long time was rapidly taking 
its place. 

He was half-way thfough his repast when the sound of people 
moving into the dining-room brought him back to the sense of his 
incongruous position. 

On the other side of that wall his wife was entertaining guests 
whose names he did not even know, while he, the master of the house 
—unnoticed, unmissed — partook of his improvised meal in the soli- 
tude of the back chamber. 

There was a piquancy about the situation not without its charm 
to a man of unconventional character ; it certainly showed that his 
presence was neither desired nor required. And the world was so 
wide : there was so much one could do, so much to see, so much to 
enjoy, if one were only free — 

Without any. as yet, very set purpose, almost unconsciously he 
fell to considering sundry plans, each of which vaguely but invaria- 
bly aimed at emancipation — complete emancipation — and change. 
Remorse, heart-sickness, regrets, the disgust that was crushing all 
the savor from existence — all this was gone from him ; in its sicad 
there was a curious new animation and hopefulness, a stirring of all 
the old enterprising spirit. It was as if the mental racking of the day 
had been sufficient expiation for his follies, and that, absolved and 
rehabilitated, he had earned the right to begin afresh and leave the 
past behind him. 

" Well," he communed with himself, " I have not shot myself, 
after all, and it is perhaps a good thing ; I am not going to, either, 
that seems pretty certain." This, filling his third glass. "Now 
what am I going to do? The state of affairs that has so nearly 
made a corpse of me can not be risked again. No ; from this mo- 
ment the sort of life I have led here is over— I drink to a better 
one, whatever it is to be." 

He raised the glass to the light and gazed a moment at the gor- 
geous color of the old Volnay before draining it to the last drop. 

" The Gods in Olympus, poor things, never drank anything ap- 
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proaching to this! What strength, what tingling, wha.t yearning 
for life this noble liquor pours through one's veins ! After all, 
things seem to be clearing up for me — they must clear up," he con- 
tinued, stretching his young limbs with a. delicious feeling of vitality, 
his athletic frame restored for the nonce to its natural energy under 
the influence of good food, and healthy vigorous thoughts rendered 
active by the subtle fumes of the generous burgundian. " Come, 
this is better than lying there with my head half open. How near I 
was to it, though ! It almost feels as if I were my own ghost come 
to ^oat over the scene, after the manner of ghosts. There lies the 
body of George Kerr, the suicide ! There, limply, across that 
writing-table. Let me see : I should have fallen forward, like all 
those poor chaps I have seen curled up head-foremost right and left 
of me ; with that blood now flowing so merrily in its proper chart- 
nels, and those brains now so full of will, trickling inertly over the 
papers yonder — a pretty sight — a pretty sight indeed ! Were I given 
to canting, I should say it was a Providential intcrptosition. Well, 
perhaps I am meant for a better lot — who knows ? " 

He rose from the table and again sought his arm-chair : not to 
muse this time, but to reflect with all the earnestness and intelli- 
gence of his eager mind on the possibility of starting on a fresh 
journey in life, free and unhampered by a single tie of the old exist- 
ence — alone in the world again. 

George Kerr was dead. The chance thought was taking root, 
and rapidly growing into shape. Why not let it be so? It was no 
fault of his if George Kerr's death was not an accomplished fact ; 
but for the most unforeseen of haiards, George would now be of 
this life no mor«. 

To accept this way out of his difficulty smoothed the whole 
future. It was the swiftest, surest, and, it seemed to him, the 
justest means at hand ; once resolved upon, the rest was a mere 
question of detail to one with inventive mind and strength of will. 

To begin with, then, George Kerr was dead. All that apper- 
tidned to George must also die, sink, be forgotten. Life in the 
future must be out of England ; nay, across the ocean. The oltl 
world was no place for his new career ; he must have fresh fields, 
fresh motives, a new birth, as it were. Above all, he must be un- 
known. His very name, that dear old name which he loved with 
the unreasoning pride of race which subsists after so many preju- 
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dices have passed away, he must sink that too. He must bury 
George Kerr, in fact, as though that weapon yonder had done its 

" No one will miss me much — certainly not that woman " — the 
parenthesis suggested by peals of laughter from the next room, 
among which Carmen's voice distincily predominated. " As to 
poor Susie, she is so wrapped up in her parson and her chicks that, 
however she may fret at first, the hundred a year she will gain by 
my death will be more useful to her than her good-for-nothing 
brother." 

And now, the justifiability of the deed bang reconciled with 
conscience, how to accomplish it f Not such an easy matter, after 
all. to determine on a fitting scheme : the least flaw, the smallest 
discrepancy, might lead to a. ridiculously humiliating discovery, and 
render this supreme effort the worst of all his failures. 

To announce his intention of committing suicide and then simply 
disappear without a trace was too insufficiently conclusive. He 
must choose some perfectly definite mode o( death, and so act as to 
appear to the most critical to have perished thereby — a mode in 
which the non-recovery of the body should be a natural, or at any 
rate a not unnatural concomitant. This immediately restricted the 
method of procedure to fire or water, and fire was not an element 
to be thus played with. Death by drowning, then, alone, could 
answer his purpose and excite no suspicion. An accident, a boat 
on the river— better still, at sea ; body lost, but boat recovered ; no 
doubt possible as to the fate of its unfortunate occupant — ah, things 
were beginning to shape themselves ! 

It was best, too, that for the world at large his demise should . 
have the appearance of being accidental ; it would save Carmen 
from the odjum, deserved though it might be, of having driven 
him to prefer death to live with her. She certainly deserved no 
pity from him, but, except sacrificing to her the rest of his exist- 
ence, eveiy consideration that could add to her welfare should be 

He would be poor, of course ; but, with the money to arrive 
next morning from the solicitors, rich enough for his energy. What 
a happy thing had been that quixotic notion of his to leave his 
widow so large a sum in hand I Perkins had hinted his suspicion 
that it was required against a debt of honor, and he had not denied 
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it, therefore the disappearance of the money would evoke no suspi- 
cion. Were it not for that fortuitous thought, he would now have 
had to start almost penniless. 

Elated by his own cleverness, his heart dancing within him as 
he felt the longed-for freedom so nearly in his giip, Geoige went 
over to his writing-table to destroy the paper in which he had set 
down directions concerning the employment of the forthcoming 
sum, and simply pinned to the parcel of accounts a few laconic 
statements concerning the best course Co follow in money matters 
after his departure. 

Satisfied with the arrangement of matters so far, he emptied his 
bottle with much relbh, and went out to develop, under the silent 
trees of Berkeley Square, in so far as was now possible, the most 
minute details of his scheme. Later in the evening he returned 
with every particular clearly settled in his head. 

Tired out by all the harassing emotions and fatigue of the last 
twenty-four hours, he flung himself on a camp-bed in his dressing- 
room, and slept heavily and dreamlessly till morning. 

It was nearly midnight when Carmen returned from the theatre. 
The maid, who waited in her room, longing for the hour of her re- 
lease to bed, heard footsteps coming up the stairs — so heavy, wearied, 
lagging, she could scarcely believe that they were those of her mis- 
tress, who was wont to trip it so lightly. 

Still more surprised was she to mark the depression of man- 
ner, the strange gentleness, unprecedented in the usually irascible 
Spaniard. In all the time she had been in Mrs. Kerr's service she 
had never known that mood. 

When the duties for the night were accomplished, and she was 
about to retire. Carmen called her back. 

" Mr. Kerr," she said, with a slight hesitation, *' is he out ? " 

" Oh no, madam ! " retorted the maid cheerfully. " Mr. Kerr 
has gone to bed in his dressing-room, and has not stitred since 

Carmen tossed her head and flushed. 
"There, that will do," she said sharply. "Leave me." 
Alone, shastamped her fool with the petulance of a thwarted 
child : then she knocked a chair down, coughed, rustled her dress 
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She bent her pretty ear to listen at the door ; nothing but the 

sound of the regular breathing within broke the stillness. 

The daylong effort of acting indifference had tired her; the ill 
success of her tactics had depressed her. She had no wish to thwart 
him more ; she would be humble, docile, do all that he desired. 
She only wanted to be forgiven, but a strange diffidence kept her 
from him. He had dined by himself in his room, he bad retired 
without seeing her, and was now sleeping— sleeping while she cried. 

Now and then she would hold her breath and again listen. 
Surely George would hear her. would feel she was miserable, ay, 
that she was repentant, and he would hasten to her, overcome with 
remorse, with the old tenderness, the old caresses, she now yearned 
for so passionately. 

At last, in an agony of sobs, burning her face in the pillow to 
shut out the darkness of her solitude, she cried herself to sleep. 

On what trivial events does the course of a whole life depend. 

Had the manly fellow who lay so near to her slept but one jot 
less soundly in his exhaustion, had the sound of her weeping — Car- 
men weeping otherwise than in anger !— but filtered to his ear, had 
he suspected the cause of her distress, how different might have 
been their future, and that of so many others 1 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE SEAFOAM BIRTH OF DAVID FARGOS, 

Early in the afternoon of the next day George entered the Old 
Quebec Hotel, Portsmouth. That old-fashioned and dingy hostelry, 
standing in the most ancient part of the town, close to the water's 
edge, was associated in his mind with the brightest epoch of his 
lite. Here, new to the delights of his new-found independence, to 
the soul-siirring prospect of active service, had he spent the night 
previous to his embarkation for the Crimea, in the company of a 
brace of ensigns recently joined like himself. How full of martial 
spirit they had been, how full of confidence in a glorious future! 
what toasts they had drunk in that special brew of punch for which 
the inn was celebrated ! Those beardless comrades of his — he had 
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seen thero fall by his side but a few short weelts later, and now they 
lay unknown, forgotten, under the alien, inimical sod, while he was 
about to strike the name of George Kerr— that name which was to 
have been so famous — of his own choice from out the pages of 

But it was from no sentimental attachment to the past that, at 
so critical a moment, he chose to return to that well-remembered 
haunt, but because its position a.t the entrance of the harbor was 
best suited to his plans. 

After depositing his luggage and ordering a good dinner to be 
ready in an hour's time, with the choicest wine obt^nable, he 
sauntered along the quay of the Camber toward the Logs to look 
for and engage a likely craft for his strange purpose. 

An ancient mariner, who was leaning against the jutting wall of 
a beer-house looking at nothing, and apparently thinking of the 
same, suddenly became, according to such people's instinct, awate 
of his intention, and instantly woke up to the prospect of business. 

" Nice evening tor a sail, sir. Tidy little boat there of mine ; 
take you round the harbor in no time." 

" Which is your boat ? " asked George, pausing ; then, thought- 
fully surveying the one indicated, which in truth seemed as good as 
any he would be likely to find : " Do you think it could take me 
across to the island to-night and bring me back to-morrow morn- 
ing ? " 

'■ Why, sir. of course she could, sir ! Couldn't iind a better sail- 
ing boat in the harbor. I'll bring her round in a jiffy " ; and the old 
man began to skip ponderously from boat to boat with more agility 
than was to be expected from his breadth of body and shortness of 

" Stop a minute, my man ! " cried George ; " 1 can't start for a 
couple of hours at least ; but if you will take her round to the har- 
bor about six o'clock you may come and fetch me at the Quebec." 

" Right, sir, shall I bring my son to look after the boat? " 

" I want no one. 1 shall sail her myself." 

" Well, you see, sir — " there was a sudden fall of the beaming 
countenance, and a doubtful scratching of the gray stubble of hdr. 

" Well, my good man," said George, with great decision, " I 
fear your boat will not suit me if you object to trusting it to me. I 
want particularly to be alone ; and if 1 can manage a boat myself. 
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J can pay for it, too ! However, that is as you like, of course ; if 
not, that black dinghy over there will do quite as well — better, I 
dare say, so you need not concern yourself about it." 

" All right, sir, all right I No offense ; I only want to oblige ; 
some gents like to have a man to mind the boat. I shall have her 
round at six. Good-day, sir." 

George returned to his hotel and ate his dinner with the consci- 
entiousness of one who knows Chat his physical energies will soon 
be severely taxed ; drank his pint of port — " fine old crusted," as 
mine host called it — then repaired to his own room and seated him- 
self on the sill of the bow-window to ruminate. 

And so this was the last day — indeed, the last few hours — that 
remained to him to spend under the old personality. That night 
George Kerr would sink to the bottom of the sea and disappear 
forever from the list of English subjects, while in the room of that 
unlucky being would rise one David Fargus — for this was the pat- 
ronymic, belonging lo some distant ancestor, he had selected to 
bear in his new life — David Fargus, for the nonce passenger to the 
New World ; where to in particular the future to decide. When he 
returned to the dear old, country once more, George, tjie useless, 
the unsuccessful, would have been long forgotten ; but David Far- 
gus, the celebrated somebody from somewhere, would no doubt find 
some interesting place to fill in it, and perchance enjoy his success 
and freedom all the more for the memory of that worthless fellow 
he had so wisely put to death. 

Yet few periods of life are so entirely and uniformly unhappy as 
not to possess some kind of charm, however hidden and crushed it 
may be by drudgery and disappointment. Though the cases are 
rare, if, indeed, there are any, when we would avail ourselves of 
such a possibility as that of living a whole portion of our exist- 
ence over again, there is something sadly oppressive, a feeling 
which partakes of the gloom of death itself, in the thought that any 
stage of our life is over forever. 

As hopes for the future and memories of the past commingled 
in a deep reverie, George found the brilliancy of his anticipations 
and the eagerness of his resolve gradually giving place to a creep- 
ing melancholy. At last, fearful of lacking at the supreme moment 
the energy which alone could enable him to carry out his scheme 
to full success, he roused himself, threw his brooding thoughts 
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behind him with a vigorous mental shake, and, after locking the 
door, proceeded to his final preparation. 

That morning, in London, he had risen early and ordered the 
astonished James to pack up, noiselessly so as not to wake Mrs. 
Kerr, the few necessaries sulBcient for a couple of days' outing. 
Before leaving the house he had withdrawn a hundred pounds from 
the money that Perkins, faithful to his promise, had already sent by 
a confidential messenger, and placed that sum in an envelope, to- 
gether with his written directions that all his personal debts, as per 
list inclosed, should be paid therewith. To this he had further at- 
tached his solicitor's statement, addressed the whole to his wife, 
and left it in the drawer of his writing-table. 

The remainder of the notes, with all the loose cash he had in the 
house, he had taken with him. Having thus finally settled every- 
thing to his satisfaction, he had driven to the station, stopping, how- 
ever, on his way at a suitable shop to purchase a certain bag of 
water-tight material, which was to play an important part in his 
scheme of supposed accidental death. 

This bag he now took out of his portmanteau and carefully 
packed with a complete suit of clothes and change of linen, towels, 
etc., not forgetting a flask of old brandy. All these articles together 
barely half filled it, but he nevertheless tied the mouth with minute 
precautions. 

■' There ! it is water-tight, I hope. Rather heavy, but it will float 
easily enough ; it might even play the part of a life-buoy on emer- 
gency," thought he, as he mentally compared its weight with its 
bulk. Then, spreading out a quantity of banknotes, gold, and silver 
on the table, he proceeded to count ; 

"One thousand three hundred and ninety piounds notes; seven 
pound ten gold ; eleven and seven pence small cash — the capital 
of David Fargus, Estjuire; about equal to one year of Geot^e 
Kerr's income. Not much, perhaps ; but more than enough for 
that valiant soldier of fortune ! '* 

The notes were carefully wrapped in oiled silk, and. together 
with the cash and his watch, placed in a money-belt which he wore 
next to the skin. 

These preparations finished, he took out some note-paper with 
his crest and address, sat down to the writing-table, and, after a few 
)' reflection, indited his last letter to his wife : 
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"The Quebec Hotki^ Portsmouth. 

"Carmen : After what happened two nights ago," so ran the 
document, "you will hardly be astonished at, nor, I suppose, regret. 
the step which I have taken. Life with you has become impossible. 
Your behavior is such as no man could ever forgive. But I am too 
sick at heart even to wish to punish you, and since, as you said 
yourself on that eventful night when I was able fully to understand 
your true character, you would lose your position in the eyes of the 
world — that was all you thought of — if I sent you away from me, I 
have taken all my measures to prevent reproach falling on you, 

" Every one will beheve in the ' accident ' you will hear of. 

" I leave you to seek your happiness in the path you have 
chosen; you are now mistress of your own life, but you may 
thank your fate that we have no children, or I could not thus give 
you your liberty and the untrammeled possession of my fortune. 
Fare you well, Carmen; I make you no reproaches; at the moment 
of parting forever they would be idle. I liope sincerely that you may 
still find happiness on earth, though you could not find it with me. 
"George Kerr. 

" P. S. — I left my last directions with a sum of money in the 
drawer of my writing-table." 

The old resentment had burned within him hotly as he wrote, 
and as he read the letter over it did not strike him as too harsh. 
Directing it to Charles Street, he sealed it carefully with his signet- 
ring and went out to post it himself. 

As he returned, cogitating, not without some bitterness, on 
the effect the announcement would have upon her, he found his 
boatman waiting for him, this time in a very conciliating mood. For 
the old gentleman had satisfied himself, in a conversation with the 
landlord, as to the evident solvency of a customer who freely 
ordered people about, drank the best wine, asked for the best room, 
and whose luggage bore a full-length address. 

The sack, carefully concealed in the folds of a great-coat so as 
to look like a bundle of rugs, George carried himself to the boat, 
ihen shoved off, set his sail, and, under the breath of a fresh north- 
east breeze, nimbly slid away on his curious expedition, while the 
boat proprietor gazed after him with a critical air and condescend- 
ing approval of the manner in which the Londoner steered and 
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Ucked, until the boat rounded Block House Point and disap- 

Ttie solitary sail at the sunset hour on that superb roadstead, so 
typical of England's greatness, was impressive and melancholy 
enough to one who was about to leave the old land £or so indefinite 
a period and renounce his proud nationality forever. And George 
felt the sadness of it a!! steal round his young heart. 

'■ What ! qualms already, David Fargus ? This will hardly do 
when the hour tor action is so near, and we have to kill the body 
of George Kerr and to eEEect the transmigration of his soul into 
your personality. It may be a hard task; you must keep your 
spirits up." 

He lowered his sail and plied his sculls to warm his bodily 
man and drive away all soft and morbid feelings. When he 
yielded his craft ^ain to the breeze a beneficial change had come 
over him, and he was able to bend his attention to the task he had 

His scheme was tolerably complete already, and during the long 

hours he had to cruise about Spithead, waiting for darkness to set 
in, there was ample opportunity to settle all details and adapt them 
to the topographical requirements of the case. 

The long line of shingly beach which extends from the granite 
towers and green parapets of Portsmouth to the flats of Langston 
Harbor was not propitious for landing: too many batteries and 
forts and iniersecting roads — ay, and too many noctambulists on a 
summer's evening. 

No better was the white stretch of sea-wall between Block 
House and Stokes Bay. But Slokes Bay itself, beyond the grassy 
batteries of Gllkicker, offered some favorable spots. 

" Yes." thought George, as he turned the boat toward the glow- 
ing west, " that patch, for instance, where the gorse creeps down 
almost to the water's edge, would not tie bad. Nearly equidistant 
between the two coast-guards' huts, too. Ah, yes ; hereabouts 
must be the watery grave of George Kerr. 

The boom of the sun-down gun rolled up from Portsmouth over 
the gilded waters. Yet another hour to wait and the tide would 
turn outward— so said the calendar— while the moon would not 
rise before ten. At the turn of the tide, therefore, should the 
plunge be taken. 
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It was a tedious time of suspense. Oae by one lights shimmered 
along the shores, and one by one details of the coast-line merged 
into the blackness; but three clusters of light — to the east Ports- 
mouth, Ryde to the south, and Cowes to the west — sufficed roughly 
to fix his position. The sea was calm enough, although the north- 
east breeie naturally freshened as night drew nigh. 

So far everything seemed favorable; he would have a whole 
hour of darkness, and the tide which he waited for would take the 
boat, when left to herself, sufficiently far out to sea to afiord no in- 
dication of the place of the supposed accident. 

At length the nine stroltes of the hour floated away on the wings 
of the night air from some old church-steeple yonder in the darkness, 
and George nerved himself for his critical task. He lowered his 
sail for the last time, worked at the oars for a few minutes to lay in 
a store of heat, then rapidly undressed. 

His boots and clothes, strapped into a tight parcel and weighted, 
were dropped overboard. When he had ascertained that they had 
duly sunk, he threw the buoyant bag on the water, felt if his money- 
belt was secure, placed his foot on the gunwale, and noislessly cap- 
sized his craft. 

The icy mantle had hardly closed round his shoulders when he 
began to wish he bad sailed in closer to the shore before making 
the plunge. Four hundred yards or more of this dead cold water 
in pitch darkness — an unpleasant, ay, possibly a dangerous advent- 
He breasted the dark waves with methodical vigor, all his 
energy, mental and physical, fixed upon the task. Yet the twenty 
minutes he had allowed himself as its outside duration elapsed, and 
he did not seem to have advanced much closer to the somber 
hne that represented the coast, 

" How slowly a man gets on in the water I and where, in heaven's 
name, is this tide taking me to ? Great God ! am I going to faint ? 
1 do not feel as if I could stand this cold much longer. Now then, 
courage, David Fargus ! the pain and travail of your new birth must 
be borne by yourself alone. You must fight hard for your new 
lease of life." 

In the old times George had excelled in svrimming, as in most 
forms of athleticism, but the lazy life led since his marriage, and 
especially the worry and fatigue of the last days, had lowered his 
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powers more than he could suspect. After another immense effort 
to increase his pace, he felt, with horror, that liis strength was giving 
way — paralyzing cramps b^an to make their appearance, while a 
fearful benumbing sickness by moments almost deprived him of his 
senses. At length, but some twenty yards from the shore, he 
ceased to make any headway at all, and floated helplessly at the 
mercy of the current. 

Confusedly through his brain ran the thought that the comedy 
he was acting'Was about to turn into tragical reality ; that to-mor- 
row his livid body would be found by some passing craft, dancing, 
limp and hideous in its nakedness, upon the waves ; that his belt 
and his bag would reveal his true purpose ; that his life would end, 
after all, in shameful, despicable fiasco. 

The time he had allotted for the ordeal had already merged into 
twice its length, the periods of deadly oblivion were growing more 
frequent, more prolonged ; had it not been for this buoyant bag, to 
which, all unconsciously, he clung with unrelaxing grasp, it is more 
than probable that David Fargus's career would have proved a short 
one indeed. But all at once a sharp pain at his knee recalled his 
wandering senses. The conflicting tides, which at that part run 
parallel to the shore, had brought him far away from his intended 
landing-point ; but friendly they had been, and had thrown him on 
the strand at last. 

He found himself prostrate, embracing the shifting stones, while 
the waves now greedily sucked at him, as if to draw him back into 
their embrace, now dashed spiteful and deafening over his head as 
if in impotent anger. 

The joy of feeling the solid earth again, and the violent pain in 
his limbs, restored his waning energy ; he gathered together all his 
strength for one last exertion and struggled up on the beach. 

Shivering, almost palsied, for, colder even than the water, every 
pulse of the breeze cut into his benumbed nakedness like a knife, he 
staggered along the shingle in search of some sheltering nook, fear- 
ful of awakening the attention of chance watchers — coastguards or 
sentries — for, towering on his right, rose, black against the starry 
sky, the walls of old F^ort Monckton. 

After a cruel time of dazed wandering — first «n stones and 
shells that bruised his feet and rolled, too, loudly beneath his 
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weight, then through the gorse, which in those days covered the 
whole glacis, and whose myriad claws harrowed his shivering skin 
almost beyond endurance — he suddenly had the lucky idea of de- 
scending into the ditch, where he might hope to find some dark, 
sheltered comer to rest and clothe himself, or at least smooth turf 
under his sore, bleeding feet. 

There, as he expected, he came upon a suitable nook at the 
head of the Kaponier, offering all imaginable advantages under the 
circumstances ; a screen from the blast, and especially from the in- 
quisitiveness of any flying sentry who might take it into his head to 
cast a glance over the parapet ; and, what was not to be despised 
by a man numbed almost to rigidily, steps to sit upon. 

Fate was decidedly propitious; who could say that, had he 
landed where he originally intended, he would have been so sue- 
Painfully opening the faithful bag with stiffened fingers, he first 
brought out the flask and took a long draught of its contents, which 
coursed and glowed through his system like fire and gave a welcome 
fillip to the exhausted heart ; then, wonderfully invigorated, found 
his towels and tell to rubbing himself with increasing energy, and 
so gradually brought some warmer movement into his circulation, 

" And now the transmigration is effected," he thought — his spir- 
its mounting to a sense of triumph in the glow of reaction — and felt 
as though it were indeed a new lite pulsing through his veins. 
'■ Here is David Fai^s, risen, like a son of Neptune, from the foam 
of the sea, drying his dripping hair in the darkest comer of an an- 
tiquated piece of fortification — A quaint birthplace, truly ! And 
now for our journey." 

By this time he was dressed in the rough blue suit he had pro- 
vided for himself, with light shoes on his feet and a yachting cap on 
his head. He folded his life-saving bag, pocketed his flask, and 
clambered gayly again on to the glacis. 

Beyond an aching stiffness all over, and the pain of his lacerated 
feet, which, however, steadily subsided as he marched determinedly 
onward, he was none the worse for his night adventure ; and the 
elation of his spirits at having thus conquered fate would have car- 
ried him cheerfully over more serious drawbacks than these. 

Making straight for the lights of the little village of Alverstoke, 
through the gorse, he soon came upon a hedged lane, which, upOD 
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inquiry of a passer-by, he learned led to the highroad. This he 
tramped vigorously along, avoiding the town for fear of some re- 
mote possibility of recognition. 

It was then (en o'clock ; as he hurried forward the distant voice 
of bugles sounding tlie "setting of the watch," far away behind 
him, came after liim lilte a call of farewell. 

He stopped and hearkened in the darkness. He had not heard 
that clear sound, so harmonious in the distance of a stilly evening, 
since his Gibraltar days— those free and proud days so long gone 
by ! Well, he was free again now ; he had his liberty at last — life 
was before him. Yea, but without a friend, a home, without an 
association in the world ! 

And the last long-drawn notes, soaring ever higher and hi^er, 
tang in his ears as a godspeed for the future, as a wail for the 

Three days later the brave steamship Columbia was cleaving 
through the waters of Southampton Harbor, outward bound. 

Smoking his pipe on the fore-deck and perusing with much in- 
terest the graphic account given by some local paper of the melan- 
choly death by drowning of one Mr. G. Kerr, of London, sat Mr. 
David Fat;gus, second-class passenger to Vera Cruz. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE REV. ROBERT HILLYARD GARNERS DOCUMENTS. 

The Rev. Robert Hillyard sat in his study apparently reading, 
in reality brooding over the difficulties of adapting a small income 
to the requirements of a large family, when Susie came into the 
room, her pretty worn face full of trouble, the last baby on her arm, 
and an open letter in her hand. 

" Please read it, Robert," she said in a trembling voice, " I am 
afraid something is wrong." 

Then she put the baby on the floor to creep, cast herself down 
on a chair, stretched out her arms over her husband's desk, and 
broke into tears and sobs. 

Her George I her darling George ! 
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The curate kindly laid his thin hand on her cunny hair, and kept 
it there while he read ihe letter, characleristicaJiy, without stopping 
to ask her tor an explanation. 

It was written in a wild, irregular hand, and worded so confus- 
sedly that he had to peruse it twice over before he could gather any 
definite meaning therefrom. 

" 1 write to you," it began abruptly, " because I do not know 
who else to turn to, or what to do. Your brother George has left 
me, and he sa)-s he means to kill himself. I am the most miserable 
of women. Oh '. come to me at once and I will show you the dread- 
ful letter. You will perhaps know what to do. If George is dead, 
you will say it is my fault. 1 know I have done wrong, but God is 
my witness bow I now repent. 

" Your distracted and unhappy sister, 

CaRMEM." 

" Do come quickly, I feel so ill t I am ill ! I don't know what 
to do ! " 

The curate put Ihe letter carefully in his pocket, and turned to 
his wife with a few words of comfort. 

Pitying her suspense, he formed the prompt decision of taking 
the neit train to town and ascertaining himself the state of affairs. 
This, together with his remark that foreigners were easily excited 
and generally took extreme viev/s of cases, and the hope that mat- 
ters were really not so bad as they might seem, did a little to stop 
the flow of Susie's tears. 

Then she had to pack a b^ for the curate and get him some- 
thing to eat before he started, and collect all their available funds 
to give him — very little it was ; such a journey was to them a ter- 
rible outlay. As soon as this was accomplished, and she stood by 
her husband's chair, watching him hastily swallow his poor meal, 
she had recovered her usual calm exterior. , 

"Robert," she said hesitatingly, "what does she mean by guilty? 
Do you think—" she stopped, and her pause filled up the sentence 
she dared not finish more eloquently than words. 

" We can not teil, my dear," said the curate gently ; then he 
kissed her, took up his bag, and walked off to the station. 

When some three hours later, he stopped before the little green 
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door of 3A, Charles Street, and glanced at the bright boxes of gera- 
nium in the windows, the red blinds, the fresh paint on the walls, 
he could not help contrasting in his own mind the gay outward ap- 
pearance of the house with the tragedy he expected to hear of within 

The crimson blinds were down in Carmen's chamber, and it was 
filled with a kind of rosy gloom which a wood fire, burning on the 
hearth, painted now and then with fitful gleams. This atmosphere 
of warmth and darkness, heavily scented, impressed the clergyman 
disagreeably. His first act was to walk to the window and pull up 
the bUnds, regardless of the figure reclining on the sofa, which at 
his entrance had immediately raised a handkerchief to its eyes and 
given vent to a faint sob. He was determined to fulfill the un- 
pleasant task he had taken upon himself to the best of his power; 
but it was one which admitted of no delay, and he sternly avoided 
ail those social usages which would have so liltle meaning toward a 
woman whom, judging from her own letter, he could not but con- 
sider as having committed a grievous wrong. 

He took a chair and sat down beside her. The vision of almost 
startling beauty she presented to his gaze, heightened rather than 
obscured by the sweeping folds of black lace with which she was 
enveloped, failed to strike him otherwise than again unfavorably. 
Nevertheless, his tone was kind as he addressed her, although the 
sense of the terrible importance of the hour filled it with a solem- 
nity which alarmed her. 

"Mrs. Kerr," he said, " I have come to see how I can help you ; 
I have not lost a moment since we received your letter. But, if you 
I wish me to be able to be of any real use, you must tell me every- 
thing without reserve. Have you heard nothing of George since 
the letter you wrote about, and which contained such a terrible 
threat ? " 

Carmen shook her head without speaking. 

'• Then I must see this letter first of all ; where is it ? " 

She pointed to an envelope on her dressing-table. 

Mr. Hillyard took it and went to the window, where he perused 
its contents with a face which grew sterner every moment, while 
Carmen watched him apprehensively and felt her fears increasing to 
positive terror. 

After a pause, which seemed to her an eternity, Mr. Hillyard 
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turned slowly round and looked at her with a searching condemn- 
ing gaze. 

" There can be no doubt, Mrs. Kerr, that your husband accuses 
you of conduct which has driven him to contemplate suicide. Let 
us hope, in God's mercy, that he has stopped on the brink of such a 
crime, though he seems to me terribly in earnesL When did you 
receive this letter?" 

"The day before yesterday," faltered she, 

" Great heavens I and you have done nothyig — sent no one after 
him ? This letter is dated Portsmouth ; why did you not go there 
yourself ? a timely effort on your part might have averted the calam- 
ity we dread. See, he even gave you his address; how do you know 
that he may not have been almost hoping for some explanation — 
an act of repentance from you ? At least you might have written 
instantly to his elder brother or to us." 

" I don't know ; I did not know what to do, 1 was so miserable 
and ill. I thought ... I thought George would be sure to come 
back, that he was only angry and wanted to frighten me. But I 
have heard nothing since ; oh ! what shall I do ? " 

The curate leaned against the chimney-piece, wondering indeed 
what could be done now. Such inconceivable frivolity took his 
breath away. He contrasted in his mind the unfortunate young 
husband, flying, as he thought, a dishonored home, with the resolve 
of not surviving his shame, and the guilty wife, lounging on her 
cushions by the fire in comparative apathy. 

It was, therefore, in a hard tone that, after a lengthy pause, he 
requested her to narrate exactly the events which had led to this 
climax, and with a great deal of impatient incredulity that he listened 
to Carmen's limited view of the whole affair. That any young man 
in the possession of his senses should threaten to destroy himself 
merely because he did not like living in London was too preposter- 
ous an idea to be entertained tor a minute ; such, however, was the 
gist of her narrative, for the simple reason that she herself was in- 
capable of seeing any deeper motive in their periodical altercations. 
The more the curate tried to induce her to give him some better 
clew, the more Carmen stiffened herself against any otherinterpreta- 
tion of events, and as she recapitulated them her natural combative- 
nes? gradually assumed the mastery. The very querulousness of 
her tone more than ever convinced him that this woman, who, while 
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she ought to be crushed to the earth with remorse, or at least sor- 
row, yet found nothing but protestations, and e\'en vituperations, 

must indeed be guihy of some unavowed misbehavior. 

With grear indignation he at length got up, and, holding out the 
letter and angrily tapping it with his finger ' 

'■ In my opinion, Mrs, Kerr," he cried, " your conduct is inex- 
pressibly shocking. With this letter before you — the last, probably, 
that the man to whom you have joined your life before God will 
ever have written, and in which, indeed, his principal thought seems 
to be that of sparing you merited sorrow and shame— you can still 
give way to these recriminations, hedge yourself in this useless re- 
serve. All that you told me is perfectly inadequate to explain the 
despair of my poor Susie's brother, once the gayest, most open- 
hearted fellow that ever lived ! At your own call I have come to 
help you, and to help him, if it be God's will ; but this 1 insist on — 
it is indispensable to success— you must tell me the offense your 
husband distinctly accuses you of. My character as a gentleman 
and a clergyman ought to satisfy you that any confidence will be 
sacred, and that I shall comply with George's generous wish that 
you should be spared all exposure.'' 

At these words, at what she thought was willful and insulting 
misapprehension, the anger which had been gathering in Carmen's 
heart during the last minutes burst forth. 

She glared at him fiercely, and. getting up in her turn, " Mr. 
Hillyard," she cried, in a panting voice, " I did beg for help from a 
friend, but I did not send for a confessor' You would come here 
as a priest, but you are no priest in my eyes. Even if you were, I 
have nothing to tell you. Under the hypocritical pretense of help- 
ing me in my dreadful trouble, you would merely try to worm out 
secrets that have no existence. Why did not Susie come ? She is 
George's sister, but she would not be so cruel ; she would have ad- 
vised me and consoled me, without lindingit necessary to make infa- 
mous insinuations. But since you will do nothing but insult me, you 
may leave me ! " 

She sank back on her sofa, sulking and glowing, while the curate, 
utterly bewildered, stood wondering whether he was indeed making 
a grievous mistake, or if the woman before him was really the com- 
monplace sinner he imagined. 

Be it as it might, he resolved to waste no further time in fruitless 
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endeavor; to obtain reason and assistance from her, but to devote 
all his energies to the task of finding out for himself what could be 
done in this desperate case. 

A knock at the door stopped him as he was about to take his 
leave. The maid enrered with a letter, which Carmen seized, opened 
feverishly, and read with dilated eyes. All color fled from her 
cheeks ; she fell on her knees with a wild scream. 

" It is true — it is true ! " she soblted, " He is dead I O my 
God, it is true I And he said it was I who forced him to do it. . . . 
Oh, what have I done — what does it mean ? Oh, my beautiful 
Geotge ! can you really prefer death to me ? " 

With the worst forebodings, Mr.Hillyard picked up and read the 
letter, which ran thus: 

" The Quebec Hotel, The Hard, Portsmoitth. 
" Sir or Madam : A gentleman, who gave his name as G. 
Kerr, and whose portmanteau bore the address we now send this 
letter to, came to this hotel on Wednesday afternoon last. After 
dinner he went out alone, in a sailing boat, announcing his intention 
to sail over to Ryde and return the next morning. The next day, 
however, the boat in which he had gone out was discovered some 
distance out at sea capsized. It is greatly feared — indeed, it is only 
too probable — that the unfortunate young gentleman has met with 
a fatal accident, as nothing has been heard of him since. 

" His luggage is still in our possession, and we should be much 
obliged by receiving instructions as to what we arc to do with it. 
The proprietor of the boat also has a claim for damage and salvage 
money. "We are. Sir or Madam, 

"Your obedient servants, 

"Lambkin Brothers. 
" To the Occupier of No. 3*, Charles Street, 
" Berkeley Square, London." 

This communication removed any hope or doubt : an accident 
which has been announced by the victim in one letter, and related 
by witnesses in another, is but too palpably an accomplished sui- 
cide. The curate looked at Carmen : she was rocking herself back- 
ward and forward in an agony of tears. To him this passionate 
sorrow, following on her anger and previous apathy, was almost 
mcomprehensible ; yet he was touched with pity. 
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" Mre. Kerr," he said more genlly, as he placed George's letter 
and that of the landlord in his pocket-book, " 1 shall imniediately 
go down to Portsmouth myself and see what can be done. I regret 
that any reproof of mine should have added to your misery at such 
a moment. The best, the only thing I think of to help you now, is 
io lake on myself the responsibility of investigating matters and 
carrying out George's last wishes. Therefore, as he mentioned in 
his letter to you a packet containing directions and money to be 
found in his study, I ask your permission to take il. 1 shall render 
you later an account of the trust." 

But seeing that he spoke to deaf ears, that the poor creature was 
incapable of comprehending, even of listening to him, Mr. HiUyard, 
thinking it cruel to abandon her in such a condition to the meicy 
of servants; resolved to pea a hurried letter to Susie before leaving 
the house, 

"Darling Wife (he wrote); I fear the bad news is but too 
true ; in any case, I am just off to Portsmouth, where the dreadful 
affair has taken place, to ascertain everything. Useless to bid you 
hope. Your sister seems in a terrible plight. I can not make her 
out ; but the one thing is certain, that she wants help and consola- 
tion. Might you not come up and see her through it? I leave all 
this to you." 

He rang the Ml, and gave the letter to be posted at once. 
Then, opening George's desk, he took possession of the papers in- 
dicated and hurried away to the station. 

Il was very late that night when he arrived at Portsmouth ; 
nevertheless, he was received with much satisfaction at the Quebec, 
where, as he anticipated, no better tidings awaited him, "The 
gentleman was surely drowned, though, of course, his body might 
never be found in such a tideway." 

The next day he had an interview with the boatman, and was 
still further conlirmed in the theory of premeditation by the old 
man's account of the manner in which George had insisted on 
starting alone on his ill-fated expedition. As a witness at the sub- 
sequent ofRcial inquiry, however, Mr. HiUyard easily reconciled it 
with his conscience to keep in the back-ground all he knew of the 
real nature of the accident, and the verdict found was, in conse- 
quence, of " Death by misadventure." ' 
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After having satisfied all claims at Portsmouth, Mr. Hillyard re- 
turned to London and went to the solicitor, with whom he had a 
long consultation. 

As he expected, he found Susie at Charles Street, unremitting in 
her attentions to her sister-in-law, whose violent and undisciplined 
grief was no doubt sincere, and whose miserable condition removed 
ail harsh feelings from Mrs. Hillyard's heart. 

The last business formalities were hastily gone through ; 
George's will was read, all debts were paid, and the announcement 
of his death by accident inserted in the Times. 

The next thing to be settled was Carmen's future. One of Mr. 
Hillyard's first acts on arriving at Portsmouth had been to write to 
Mr. William Kerr, informing him of all he knew, and asking for 
his advice. He was too well acquainted with the family pride of the 
Kerrs not to feel sure that the squire would be more anxious even 
than himself to keep secret the true cause of his brother's death. 
But although he did not anticipate much help from that quarter, he 
was nevertheless surprised at (he utter want of feeling displayed in 
the answer which was delivered to him next evening at Chaifcs 
Street: 

" My dear Robert : I have just recdved your letter of the 
17th inst., informing me of my step-brother's miserable and criminal 
end. Inexpressibly shocking as such news must be to me, the head 
of the family, I can hardly say that I am surprised. Neither am I 
willing to undertake any responsibility whatsoever in the matter. 

" When my step-brolher contracted his most undesirable alliance 
I found it my duty to forbid all further intercourse between him and 
us. I owe it to myself as well as to mine to persist in this course 
under the circumstances. As to his widow, I have never recognized 
her as a member of my family, and I do not wish even to inquire into 
the details of her conduct. I regret for your own sake that yon 
should have allowed your good-nature to draw you into this dis- 
graceful business, " Yours sincerely, 

"William Kerr (of Gilham)." 

All Mr. Hillyard's manly and benevolent feelings were roused by 
this narrow-minded brutality, and he immediately offered the shelter 
of his own house to Carmen, who, however, declined to avail herself 
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of It, announcing her intention to retutn to her father as soon as she 
possibly could, and pressing the moment of departure with feverish 
haste. 

In a couple of days more, therefore, the Hillyards returned to 
their quiet home. It was not till after dinner, as they sat together 
in their llltle dining-room, that Susie observed to her husband, with 
a certain diffidence, while she poured him out an extra glass of wine, 
" Do you know, dear, I don't think that poor woman so much to 
blame as you seem to. She ts really but a child in mind, and I 
believe her worst sin has been her utter inability to enter into an 
Englishman's life, especially poor Geoi^e's." 

Robert Hillyard answered nothing ; he looked very grave, and 
put down untasted Che glass he was raising to his lips. For nothing 
in the world would he have dispelled Susie's charitable innocence. 
As she looked at him wistfully, waiting for his verdict, he merely 
kissed her tenderly, and said, " I wbh there were more women like 
you, darling." 



CHAPTER VIH 

UNLOOKED-FOR LEGACY OF GEORGE KERR. 

May again ; a bright fresh morning, with dappled blue sky and 
a dash of east wind in the sunny air — just such a day as that which 
had seen the transmigration of George Kerr's soul into the person 
of David Fargus, three years ago. 

Gaiing from the other side' of the pavement at a certain deserted- 
looking little house, in Charles Street, Mayfair, by number 3A, ap- 
parently absorbed in the contemplation of an agent's advertisement 
which adorned (he ground-floor windows, stood a man whose Still 
young face, bronzed, hardened and weather-beaten, gave token of 
Other than home experiences, while his rough, unconventional attire 
bore the stamp of outlandish fabrication. - 

At length, rousing himself from what seemed a deep abstraction, 
and with the air of one who takes a sudden resolve, he crossed the 
street and rang the bell. A draggled, melancholy looking woman 
of the genus caretaker opened the door dubiously, after a somewhat 
lengthy delay, and requested him to state his buuness. 
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" I see this house is to be let furnished," said the stranger ; " I 
should like to go over it." The authoritative, relined voice was in 
curious contrast with the unfashionable attire; the woman hesi- 
tated, and measured him slowly with her pale eye. Had he an 
age:nt's card ? 

No ; the stranger had been merely struck with the house as he 
passed by. He was looking for something like it ; it did not matter, 
after all. 

The woman, true to her sei, became averse to let him go when 
she saw he cared so little to carry out his puri-'ose. 

" Well," she said in a plaintive firawl, " I suppose it won't make 
much odds for once. The 'ouse is a nice 'ouse; I'll bring you 
through it, if you please to come in." 

She led (he way, and he followed across a small tiled hall into a 
room on the right, where she pressed forward to push back the 
shutters from the dirty window, through which a much-neglected 
and sooty garden offered a dreary, contracted prospect. 

" This is the smoking-room," she said, and, crossing her hands 
on her waist, fell into an uninterested attitude of patient waiting, 
like a tired horse on a stand. 

The visitor gazed about him with a sort of dreamy wonder grow- 
ing on his face. With the dust and grime of town upon everything, 
and the mark of three years' wear and tear on faded curtain and 
threadbare cushion, with the chill, empty look which uninhabited 
places so quickly assume, changed though they were for the worse, 
every item of the surroundings was oddly and painfully familiar. 
He laid his hand on the oaken writing-table with a lingering touch. 
The caretaker looked at him with uriintelligent wonder, and he 
awoke from his dream of bygone days. 

" Who does this house belong to — now ? " The last word 
slipped out involuntarily, but his betrayal of former acquaintance 
passed unnoticed by the present dreary genie of that memorable 
abode. 

" It belongs now to Sir Reginald Vere, sir ; he bought it, furni- 
ture and all, from the former howner," she answered glibly enough. 
" That is to say on that gentleman's death : it was a regular trag- 
edy, I've heard tell— for he committed suicide 1 Oh, it wasn't here, 
sir! "as the stranger started slightly, "though people do say it's 
given the 'ouse a bad name, and that there's none will live in it 
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long. But the 'ouse is a nice 'ouse, and I can't say as I have found 
it haunted." 

She stopped and dragged a dirty forefinger through the dust o( 
the table beside her. 

"Sir Reginald Vere, he didn't seem to care for it, somehow," 
she continue<l, after a slight pause, encouraged by her visitor's silent 
look of inquiry, and as if glad to air the sound of her querulous 
voice ; " and the tradespeople say as how Mrs. Kerr, that's the 
widow of the gentleman as made away with himself, couldn't get 
out of it soon enough — though that's not surprising, considering she 
had his death on her conscience. She went to Spain, she did. I've 
heard them say she was a queer one — but she was a foreigner, and 
they are all queer. Anyhow, she took on awful — near went out of 
her mind — when she heard of her poor husband's death ; cried her- 
self ill, she did. They say she used to scream o' nights that his 
ghost had come back. But I can only say / haven't seen him, and 
I've slept here alone these twelve months now. The 'ouse don't 
let, though it's a nice—" 

But here the stranger interrupted the slow, monotonous trickle of 
words and the wearisome refrain by an impatient gesture. 

" I do not think I need trouble you to go upstairs," he said 
briefly, and took up his hat ; " I have seen enough, thank you." 

The woman stood and watched him, as he strode away up the 
street, with dull satisfaction. 

" I would never say anything against the place," she murmured 
conscientiously, " though I think the 'ouse is a nice 'ouse, and ten 
shillings a week is ten shillings a week. But who would have 
thought a big strong man like that would be frightened away by the 
fear of ghosts ! " 

And yet it was, indeed, the rising up of ghosts that drove David 
Fargus from the threshold of his old home, from the place where 
but three years ago he had suffered and struggled so keenly— ghosts 
of the past, of the dead George Kerr ; of Carmen, whom George 
Kerr had loved to such disastrous end. And with the old ghosts 
came a new one, one David Fargus had not yet known in his busy 
successful life, but which from that hour would haunt hirr 



So Carmen had grieved ; the theory of his death had been si 
broadcast, and she had borne the odium of it and the son 
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While David Fargus had thriven and flourished and enjoyed life as 
never before, and drank of his cupof liberty to delirious excess, revel- 
ing in the knowledge that it would never fail him again, till death 
dashed it from his lips, the abandoned wife had mourned in sup- 
posed and awfu! widowhood. 

Were it even only for ever so short a time, were she perhaps 
now happy, consoled, as glad of George Kerr's death as was 
David Fat^us, he could never atone tor the wrong he had done 
her. 

His was a generous nature, and conscience smote him keenly ; 
for the first time, also, failure seemed to breathe upon his brilliant 
scheme : he held meant to shield her from the world's blame — meant 
none but her to believe his death self given. Ah, how harsh had 
been that last letter of his ! He had not thought of her enough. 
What a memory for the solitary woman in the watches of the night, 
when — God help her, foolish, childish creature ! — she had screamed 
at her own sick fancy ! He could not regret his liberty, but it would 
forever be imbittered by the thought of this. 

And, as he wound his way in and out of the crowded streets, 
toward his hotel, the whole future and past seemed now — through 
the chance gossip of a maundering old woman^ — to assume a differ- 
ent aspect, and new plans began to agitate his mind. 

Everything had prospered with David Fai^s up to this. The 
three years spent in Mexico, Central America, and the Southern 
States had been full of adventurous exploits, daring enterprises, as 
congenial to his high energy as ihey had proved profitable to his 
material welfare. He had not known during iheir lapse one single 
moment of regret or"an instant of the old distaste of life. The wild, 
outdoor existence had restored his outer man to perfect strength 
and flawless health, his self-respect had been given back to him by 
success, and in the absolute freedom and independence which only 
so strange a position as his could insure, he had found a never- 
failing, almost savage delight. 

His return to England had been a freak arising from the very 
arrogance of his satisfaction. Finding himself the richer by as much 
again as the capital he had started with, and, for the moment, with- 
out any definite scheme, the idea of a visit to the old scenes in the 
new personality had struck him at once as humorous and attract- 
ively adventurous. The chance of recognition under his bearded. 
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altered aspect, though remote, added just a dash of piquancy to the 



He had gayly contemplated the prospect of seeing Caimen flaunt 
by in fluttering colors, all the brighter for her enforced year's mourn- 
ing, perchance with a bevy of humble adorers after her, or may be 
— the thought had brought a smile of cynical merriment to his lips 
— another poor fool to sufier, in legal bond^e, under all the caprices 
of her woman's ingenuity. Even to himself George Kerr was so 
irrevocably dead that the thought that this would be no less than 
bigamy never crossed his mind. But on his arrival at Liverpool, 
somethii^^ in the very air of the countrj* — in the aspect of the low, 
cloudy sky and narrow horizons, as the express flew Londonward 
with him through the green bosom of the land — had dashed the 
exuberance of his spirits. The sight of the little house, which had 
been once his prison, had struck him cold ; and a sullen depth of 
anger against his wife, a feeling he had believed dead with the old 
self, had stirred within him strangely. On hearing of her grief for 
him the revulsion of feeling had been all the stronger for the hard- 
ness of these thoughts. ^ 

It seemed to him, with that hot impulsiveness of his — of which 
David Fargus had to the full as large a share as George Kerr — as 
if he could never again taste peace till he had seen with his own 
eyes what had become of the woman he had abandoned in gayety of 
heart and mis-judged in all sincerity. She had gone to Seville. Well. 
Seville was as easy a place for David Fargus to reach as London 
had been ; and with his usual decisiveness the original plan of an 
Ei^lish tour was abandoned in favor of instant departure for 
Spain. 

A fortnight later the diligence from Cadiz— which in those pre- 
railway days rattled twice a week past the old Moorish walls of 
Seville at the headlong gallop of its eight mules, to come to an 
abrupt standstill in front of the parador of the Puerta de Jerez — de- 
posited, for the third time in his life, George Kerr, or, rather, his 
alias, within the gates of the eighth marxel of the world. 

But this was again a very diferent-looking person from either 
the smart subaltern of Highlanders in unimpeachable British clothes 
and regulation whiskers, or from the rough-suited American who 
went by the name of David Fargus. 

Thiity years ago it was still considered advisable for tnrelen, 
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whose knowledge of " things of Spain " was suflkient to bear out 
the disguise, to conform to the dress of the country ; and for the 
investigator's purpose it was especially needful that he should be 
free to come and go without exciting the curiosity of the populace. 
David Fargus's lite in Spanish America had sufficiently familiarized 
him with that swaggering indolence, that careless, amiable, self- 
confidence, supposed to be specially characteristic of the majo, 
and defined in his tongue by that word without foreign equiva- 
lent, 'aire,' to allow of his adoption of the garb without fear of 
ridicule. 

Therefore it was a very creditable Andaluz that emerged from 
the Cadiz diligence, clad in brown velvet, silver-buttoned jacket and 
embroidered leather gaiters, with silken sash binding his lithe waist, 
clean-shaven, but for a small bunch of scientifically darkened whisk- 
er on each cheek-bone. No doubt he looked the character well, for 
as he sauntered along the walls with his broad-brimmed gray felt 
jauntily cocked on one side, and the indispensable black cape, brill- 
iantly lined inside, carelessly thrown over his shoulder, many a 
well-favored cigar-maid — good judge in such matters — cast, as she 
hurried by from the tobacco factory, a provoking look at him from 
the bold languor of her eyes. 

His first care was to rcconnoiter the familiar neighborhood of 
Don Atanasio's house. In those days, even more than now, when 
increased traveling facilities have multiplied regular hostelries, pri- 
vate houses of the middle class were generally ready to supplement 
their income by the reception of " guests " ; and the same evening 
he had found and engaged a ground-floor room, the window of 
which commanded a view of that vPry gateway which was such a 
historic landmark in his life. A pure Havana to the host, a pretty 
compliment to the wife and daughter, and he was at home in his 
new quarters. His Spanish, without possessing the true native ring 
and sonorousness, was sufficiently fluent to support the volunteered 
information that he was an American from the Southern States, who 
had lived much in Spanish lands. 

Spaniards are. as a rule, reticent on the subject of their private 
affairs. It concerned nobody that the guest should spend his morn- 
ings with unvarying regularity in watching some opposite house from 
his grated window; that of an afternoon he should lake post on the 
shadow ^de of the street, " embossed " in his cape, puffing at the 
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eternal cigarette, waiting patiently for a glimpse of a well-known 
figure among the palms and pomegranates behind the ornamented 
gates. There is always a sufficiency of neat ankles and roguish 
eyes within any block of houses in Seville to justify such an occu- 
pation 

Yet the days dawned and closed without bringing any result. 
True, Don Atanasio and his wife passed daily under his eyes, walk- 
ing devoutly to Mass of a moniing, or setting forth on the sunset 
drive — but they were always alone ; and it smote the watcher with 
an odd feeling of guiltiness to mark how aged they had become, how 
they leaned upon each other as they tottered by. Few people came 
to the old house, and after a few days he knew them all by sight 
But of the beautiful form he had loved and hated so much too well 
there was never a sign. 

At the end of a week he began to despair of success — at least, 
on the discreet lines of conduct he had adopted— -and was medi- 
tating some method of carrying on his search in a less guarded 
manner, even at the risk of attracting suspicion, when the problem 
was solved in a way he iiad never contemplated. 

It was early in the day ; bringing in one hand the matutinal cup 
of chocolate, surmounted with a roll of whitest bread, and in the 
other a basket of dazzling linen— for your true Spaniard prides him- 
self especially on matters of cuff and shirt-front— his host had just 
entered the room. Depositing the basket on the bed and the break- 
fast on the sill of the window, he paused for a few minutes' social 
chat with his guest, who, at the moment, stood leisurely lathering 
his chin with his fingers preparatory to a clean shave, watching 
meanwhile, as usual, the sunlit street. 

"It will be a hot day, seflor, for the bull-fight. Chiclana will do 
it from the chair to-day." 

" Indeed," said the presumed American. 

The host refolded a Government cigarette between his finger and 
thumb. 

" Yes, seiior. I have never been in your country, and I should 
say you would hardly ever have seen the like of him. We, in Seville, 
never have since Montes, and never shall again." This was con- 
clusive. 

But somehow or other his listener did not seem so interested as 
he should have been in this momentous topic ; he was all absorbed 
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in looking at a woman who now emerged from the gated portal of 
the house opposite, leading with fenderest care a tottering little 
child. Half-way across the street she looked up and he recog- 
nized Dona Concepcion's face, transfigured by an an](ious, tender 
smile. 

FoUomng his visitor's intent gaze, the landlord came close behind 
him to look out over his shoulder with good-humored curiosity, puff- 
ing at the same time a rich fragrance of garlic upon him, 

"Aha!" he cried; so the little one is better to-day. and going 
out for a walk. Jesu 1 Maria ! how doting the grandmother is ! " 

The grandmother ! On hearing the unformed, fleeting suspicion 
thus corroborated, a wild medley of thoughts rushed upon the 
young man. Carmen was an only child. She had married again. 
then I Well, he was glad her grief had not proved so overpowering, 
after all. There was relief, a cold amusement— something of the 
past bitterness of amimosity— in the feelings that surged within his 

" It is a pretty child," he said, after a pause, resuming his 
shaving operation with elaborate indifference. " Whose is it ? You 
say the old lady is the grandmother? " 

"Yes, seiior, and the littte chap is the light of her old age. He 
lives with the old couple in that great house yonder. Ah, it is a sad 

David Fargus passed the razor over his soapy cheek, while his 
ear was bent to Usten in keen suspense. Leaning against the wall 
and unrolling another cigarette to make it afresh, the Spaniard pro- 
ceeded with an unctuous flow of rolling syllables. 

"Well, sefior, Don Atanasio de Ayala's daughter, who lived in 
that house, as pretty a girl she was as any in Seville — and you 
must know Seville has the prettiest in the world " — this very sen- 
tentiously — "married, some years ago. an Englishman. These 
heretical marriages never turn out well ; many wondered at Don 
Atanasio for permitting it. In this case, at all events, it did not 
prosper. A year later the poor young lady returned here, a widow. 
The townsfolk talked much about "it here in Seville; she was well 
known for her beauty. Some said the Englishman was killed, some 
that there was an accident. Anyhow, he had gone where heretics 
go ; dead he was. and she in widow's black, with a face white as a 
sheet, the image of dolor, and yet still so lovely that people stopped 
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in the streets to see her pass. But it is said she could not get her 
spirits up again, she who had been as blithe as the lark. You 
should have heard her sing, seAon in the old days ; many a time we 
listened from here ; it would have made a paving-stone gUd. She 
was always ailing and fretting, and not even the thought of the 
little one to come could draw a smile from her, and so she had 
no strength left. A month before the Easter following she died — 
of that pretty little boy you saw there. It was thought the old 
ones would have died too— never was seen such grief; but they 
had to live for the pobrecUo. No wonder the grandmother dotes 
upon him. I am glad he is better. Cispita! seiior, I must not 
chatter so while you shave. Ay, that is a slice ! ' 

The American had dropped hb razor, and was gazing, open- 
mouthed, ai space — a deep red streak lengthening down his chin, 

As the flowery voice ceased, he started to a remembrance of his 
position, and seizing a towel, buried his face in it under pretense of 
stanching the blood, but in reality to hide the pallor he felt upon 
him. And then some one within impatiently summoned his host 
away, and, to his great relief, he was delivered, with that burly pres- 
ence, of the strain of pretense. 

He fell into a chair in an agony of thought. Carmen dead ! — 
the child-wife he remenibered to the last as the very incarnation 
of youthful strength. She had returned to her old home, mourning 
for the man who had so selfishly deserted her ; returned, believing 
herself a widow, to die herself— in childbirth, of all pitiful ends — to 
die in giving life to his son ! 

He hid his face between his hands, and tried to put order in his 
thoughts. The clever scheme, the conduct which up to so lately 
had seemed so manly and decisive — so wise, indeed — what was it 
but cowardly, despicable, hideously selfish ? And then the child ! 
O God, what a miserable chaos it ail was ! He had said, In that 
cruel letter of his, that he could not thus give her back her liberty 
had there been children to consider, and he had never dreamed of 
that awful mystery, a new young life, already in existence. That 
last terrible scene between himself and the willful creature he had 
meant to subjugate came back to mind now with glaring \ividness; 
and to the old shame for it there was added a passion of remorse. 
How had he treated her, the mother of his child, and then left her 
to bear her burden alone and in sorrow I 
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And he who had abandoned his wife rriust now abandon tbdr 
child^ay, must. So skillfully had he encompassed the death of his 
old self that any other course would be mad, impossible. For the 
boy's own interest it was best so, perhaps. The child's fortune was 
well assured — better even than if the father had never deserted his 
place; it would accumulate during his minority. He would be 
brought up a Spaniard — well, that was possibly again an advant^e 
for him : it is easy to enjoy life in that sunny land, away from the 
constant battling for distinction which is the bane of an English- 
man's existence. Moreover, there was no other course open. Even 
if David Fargus could prove his identity with the George Kerr of 
old — even if he dared to face the old couple, could he rob them of 
their last remaining interest in life ? Prudence, honor, benevolence 
alike pointed to the same course ; he must remain forever dead to 
his child as he was to the whole world. 

Aiter a long battle with himself, he rose and rapidly finished his 
dressing. His resolution was taken, and he would not allow him- 
self to give way one instant longer to hesitation and useless regrets. 
As soon as he had seen the entry of his son's birth in the town 
registers, satisfied himself of the truth of the piteous story, that 
chapter of his life would indeed be closed forever. And afterward, 
bis one desire was to fly as soon as possible from a place which had 
had such a baneful influence on his life, and which was now filled 
with memories so bitter and so reproachful. 

At the Casa di Ayuntamiento he found that the simplest plan 
was to ask for an attested copy of the birth of the child, giving him- 
self out as a distant relation of the family anxious to verify the fact. 
With the help of a graciously-offered gratuity and a well-turned 
apology he obtained, without too much delay, the desired document, 
which bore witness to the entrance into this world on March 22, 
1858, of one Luis Joi^ Kerr y Ayala, son of D. Jorge Kerr, of Lon- 
don, England, deceased, and of Doiia Carmen Maria Concepcion de 
Ayala y Quevedo, of Seville, his wife. 

The many friends David Fargus had made during his three 
years' life in the New World remarked a change in him when he 
again returned among them. It was in no very marked way, per- 
haps, that he was altered; the pleasant manner, the indomitable 
energy were still the same ; but an infectious careless light-hearted- 
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ness, a certain boyish spring that had made him such a favorite 
with them, seemed to have gone from him, to give way to a. prema- 
ture sedateness of manner. Ttiere was no moroseness about him, 
he was still a genial companion ; but his laugh was more tardy, 
and the ring of his song and jest was heard no more round the 
camp-fire. 
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PART 11. 
DAVID F ARGUS. 



CHAPTER I. 

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE HILL. 

A QUARTER of a century may work wondrous change in a man 
when his life has been active and varied ; and in man himself, as in 
much of his handiwork, where the material is good, ihe touch of 
time is long beneficent; 

Twenty-iive years had elapsed since the imperfect play of a 
hair-trigger, while it marked the decaying hour of the frivolous, 
brilliant existence of Carmen Kerr, became the starting event of a 
new and vigorous career for one David Fargus. His had been on 
the whole a iine life since then, full of vast horizons, strong emo- 
tions, change, adventure, and success — a life of active independence 
which had stamped its character of decision and self-reliance upon 
him. 

In his hale middle age, as is mostly the case with people of 
sound temper, while his body was scarcely past its prime, his mind 
had but reached its full power. And though he had so resolutely 
neglected all opportunities of self-cult ival ion in his youth, his was a 
mind destined of its innate excellence to profit peculiarly by the im- 
proving influence of years and experience : to become, as time went 
on. riper in genial philosophy, calmer in well-balanced toleration, 
less self-centered, more indulgent — all qualities which render a man 
easy and pleasant of access and increasingly fascinating in inter- 
There was little of George Kerr left about him.; he was cm- 
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phatically David Fargus — an American first, of aristocratic, unmis- 
takably Southern, even Hispanicized type, something of an eclectic 
cosmopolitan afterward. As to figure, lean and erect as the George 
of old ; if less muscular, more wiry. As to bearing, singularly se- 
d te and commanding, yet of courteous, even kindly, address ; on 
the firm, clear-cut features, now accentuated by an existence of un- 
remitting activity, a curious mixture of benevolence and sarcasm ; 
in the eyes a searching, calm look — a warning to all manner of pre- 
tense ; on the determined, though far from hard mouth, a rare but 
sympathetic smile. It was undoubtedly the countenance of a man 
of generous instincts, who has seen and achieved much himself and 
learned to appreciate his fellow-men. 

His personality, too, had, under his new name, become famous 
in his adopted country. It was strange how most of his early visions 
of a congenial life had been fulfilled, and — rare case indeed — look- 
ing back on the career of David Fargus, there were but few pas- 
sages in its adventurous course he would rather not have gone 
through. 

On his first return to the New World, at the lime when the Se- 
ccders' resistance to the would-be autocracy of Lincoln was waxing 
ever fiercer, he was just in the mood to throw himself heart and 
soul into any great national movement, in the hope of losing, 
through the diversion of deed and danger, the haunting entity of his 
former self. 

The interest, moreover, of that many-sided question was deep 
enough in itself to engross a young man of romantic and chivalric 
tendency, and he naturally ended by attaching himself unresen*edly 
to the Seceders' cause. 

In improvised armies men of great vital power and obvious au- 
thority easily come to the front. David Faigus had these qualifica- 
tions, and had, moreover, not only a practical acquaintance with 
regular warfare, but already much experience in uncivilized track- 
beating. 

It could not be long before his special value as a leader of men 
made itself felt among the Confederates, and it was at the head of a 
corps of those unparalleled Southern Horsemen that he finally ac- 
quired the renown which students of military history have learned 
to associate virith the name of Colonel Fargus, Stuart's lieutenant 
and aUer ^o. 
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A shoulder lacerated by a splinter of shell during the masterly 
retreat of the last day of Gettysburg, and the great scar on the right 
cheek — the work of a half-warde<l Federal bayonet in that fatal en- 
counter which saw the last of Stuart's prowesses — were the sole 
mementos of his own personal dangers in the course of the three 
years' relentless contention. In that, as in all other moves, his luck 
had been m^r^elous. 

After these fascinating, yet terrible experiences, another epoch 
had begun in his life, and as an unwearied traveler, a cultivated 
writer on little-known countries and on wild sport, he acquired 
some reputation among the community which keeps touch with 
such matters. " A rolling stone gathers no moss," so says the 
proverb : he never made the colossal fortune popularly supposed to 
be so easily accumulated in the New World. But if not the tra- 
ditional millionaire, he stoodnevertheless, in course of time, possessed 
of what may be looked upon, measured by the more moderate Eng- 
lish standard, as substantial wealth. 

But at this period of his vigorous maturity David Fargus, seem- 
ingly the most successful of men, with ncariy every desire of his hot 
youth realized, and, according to the common idea, without a care 
in the world, came suddenly, as it were, to a standstill in his pros- 
perous career, and confessed to himself that it was not enough. His 
life had no doubt been well employed, but it was one which, for 
all its enjoyments, intellectual, physical, and social, was bound in the 
end, as years worked the inevitable change, to fail in satisfying a 
character like his. 

The glory of independence can only shine on solitary lives, and in 
the absence of those " hostages to fortune " which strong affections 
have to yield ; and, as youth goes by. its brilliancy begins almost 
inevitably to fade : a sense of isolation spreads apace, overshadow- 
ing everything, insensibly but surely, even as the gathering, all-em- 
bracing twilight. 

In the journey of life the beginning of the third score in a man's 
years is to him as the crest of the mountain's range to the explorer. 
The ascent may have been arduous, but the traveler was fresh and 
eager; the day increased in brightness as he went on, the horizon 
expanded— ahead was the goal, in itself the reward. Once reached, 
however, there comes a change ; though the descent be easier, the 
wayfarer has lost his keenness ; there are, it may be, scenes more 
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beautiful than he has yet beheld, a sky lit, perchance, by more har- 
monious tints, if more subdued, but at every step the prospect grows 
restricted, the world is darkening, the lonely wanderer feels his 
energy slowly but surely give way to a yearning for home and 

And David Fargus was now on the reverse side of life. Years 
and their memories had gathered on his head — not so many, nor yet 
so heavily, as to bring any foretaste of old age with them, but 
already enough to make him think more of the past and look less to 
the future. The change which always comes — and sometimes with 
curious rapidity — over a man's views and desires when it strikes 
home to him that he is done with the ascending portion of his life, 
had begun to show itself to him in an indefinite but haunting regret 
for the land of his youth. 

True, before this he had now and again felt these eerie longings 
for the old order of things, kith and kin, and family and home ; but 
then it was only as evanescent day-dreams, bom of scent or melody, 
or fortuitous coincidence of old associations with softer moods, not 
the persistently recurrent memories that of late he found impossible 
to dismiss, and which brought with them such disturbing trains of 
thought and feelings of disappointment, so bitter and illogical in the 
midst of his prosperous existence. 

In a state of unstable equilibrium, be it in the world of mind or 
of matter, trifling causes may produce great effects. The rolling of 
a pebble can start an avalanche ; an innocent word, under circum- 
stances of doubt and suspicion, may create an irremediable breach. 

It was an apparently insignificant phrase which brought David 
Fargus at this critical stage to a resolution strange in itself and 
pregnant with great consequences. 

On an expedition — connected, it is true, with some important 
speculation, but undertaken principally with a view to seeking in 
physical fatigue and mental labor the recovery of his wonted placid- 
ity — he was suddenly laid low somewhere out of the civilized beats 
by a severe fever. Hs vigorous frame repelled the onslaught with 
little loss of power, but five nights of bodily anguish left their mark 
upon him. 

The first time he found himself again in " a city," where he could 
confront a looking-glass, he was startled to notice sundry flashes 
of silver about his temples and mustaches. This was the first ob- 
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tnisive sign of the advancing age he had been given lo speculating 
about of late — the reality, the inevitable beginning of the end. 

Before so very long, then, he must resign himself to being " an 
old man." An old man. . . . 

Leaning his head on his hand and abstractedly gazing at the 
keen-featured image before him, he fell into a profound and pain- 
ful meditation. At the worst of his recent fever bout a rough com- 
rade, who had tended him in that filthy shanty where he lay with 
faithful, if uncouth, devotion, had one sultry, tempest-threatened 
night entertained grave doubts of his patient's recovery. It was in 
the darkest watch of those interminable hours, the fever-stricken 
man lay trembling between consciousness and delirium — in that 
state which is best described as waking nightmare — his pulse at its 
highest, burning with dry, scorching heat ; had it not been for the 
rain at dawn — who knows ? — he might now be lying under the red 
clay in that dreary waste, with a ruggedly-hewed stone, or, perhaps, 
not even that, to mark the grave of David Fargus. After half an 
hour's reflective staring at the twitching fingers, the ceaselessly 
tossing head, his sick-nuise had removed his pipe and delivered 
himself of the following remark: 

" I reckon. Colonel, if you wish to add a codicil or two to your 
last will and testament, you had better jot them down at once. Pity 
your folks ain't here ! " The patient, roused to attention, had smiled 
grimly to himself at this unvarnished statement of possibility, and 
while the words recurred again and again as a curious kind of re- 
frain to his feverish cogitations, was conscious of a dreamy self- 
congratulation at the absence of bemoaning relatives. 

Yet somehow the brutal phrase had remained in his mind, and 
now it came back with a revealing sense of his own absolute lone- 
liness, of his true position with regard to the outer world, that was 
strangely bitter. 

Friends he had in plenty; none very close, yet good ones and 
true, as men go ; but a relative, a being connected to him by Na- 
ture's band, his own flesh and blood— David Fargus, the lonely old 
bachelor, owned none such on earth. David Fargus? Ah! but 
George Kerr? He had had kindred. The sturdy young genera- 
tion, springing from the old tree and spreading far into the land, 
would have been no doubt something to be proud of now. And 
nearer and dearer, George Kerr had had a brave little aster ; they 
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had loved each other with the tenderness bom of childish associa- 
tions, of the best and purest part of life spent in close comradeship. 
Poor Susie ! 

And then there rose a vision of anotiier child-face, a baby-face 
with great dark eyes and an aureole of yellow hair — a face seen 
once under the blaze of a Spanish sky and though resolutely forced 
into the background of his mind, never forgotten. George Kerr 
had had a son, bone of his bone, flesh of his flesh, hii very own, 
and he had never so much as touched him ! 

At the end of so many years it was strange how the thought of 
the child disturbed him. The child ? — he must now be a grown 
man, if he still lived. With a contraction at his heart David Far- 
gus rose and paced the room. After all, what did it matter were he 
alive or dead ? If dead — and so large a percentage of humanity 
dies in infancy — it was but another fortunate creature spared the 
evil of existence. If living — Fargus had seen specimens enough of 
the modem golden youth of Spain : empty-headed, idle-bodied, self- 
sufficient scions of a womnaut race. What reason had he to expect 
the boy to have escaped the taint of the life he had himself con- 
demned him to ? 

Yet the Don had been a fine type of the old school. If he had 
been spared, he must have made a gentleman of his grandson any- 
how, taught him to be upright and brave, faithful and trae. And 
the boy came from a good stock on both sides — who could tell ? 
He might have developed into the sort of man fathers are proud to 

How idle were these speculations, how needlessly distressing, 
wearying, profitless I Fargus shook himself and set his strong will 
to banish the unwelcome subject, and stifle the foolish hankering of 
nature. He had, of set determination, cut himself irrevocably free 
from these ties of blood : the past was beyond undoing, and as he 
had shaped his life, so must it now run its courae. 

But man, who can rule an empire, has little power to control the 
small realm of his own brain ; he may lead an army of thousands, 
but he is impotent to quell absolutely a single persistent idea. That 
night he dreamed of a child of his, and rose more haunted than ever 
by varying conjectures and vague yeamings. For days he fought 
with the obsession. 

How and when he came definitely to the project of returning to 
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Europe to leam something of the fale of that lite bom of him, he 
would have found it difficult to say. But by degrees, the determi- 
nation taking root, he discovered himself, almost with surprise, 
making actual preparations for departure, and devising various 
schemes for tracing his relatives, and, perchance, playing the part of 
beneficent genie in their lives. The thought of breaking his incog- 
nito, of replacing by the dead, worthless George the living, success- 
ful FaT^s, was too repugnant at once to reason and feeling to be 
entertained a moment. Indeed, it was the certainty of his security 
that made the whole scheme not only so feasible, but so attractive. 

This resolve once come to, a definite object again before him, 
his trouble of mind disappeared. 

With all his old cool practicality, he set to work to concentrate 
and realize his scattered elements of wealth, and broke up his pied- 
4-terre in Washington— the only fixed abode he had ever organized, 
and which his nomadic tastes allowed him to utilize but seldom. 
And thus, on a certain June morning in 1881, he found himself once 
more on the way to the old country, and in that state of freedom 
from ties and trammels which had remained for David Fargus one 
of the necessities of existence. 

During the long course of years following his last journey to 
Spain, his visits to Europe had been few. A year in Paris ; a win- 
ter in Petersburg, with a prolonged stay on the estates of a quondam 
fellow-traveler, great slayer of wolves and bears ; a few months in 
Hungary to enjoy the oft-proffered hospitality of a well-known Hus- 
sar Colonel, who in bygone days, when watching for the benefit of 
the Austrian Staff the doings of the Confederates' calvary, had 
known Fargus's scouts at work. These visits had taken place at 
long intervals ; but his own native land, and the other country that 
had had such a powerful influence in the direction of his life, he had 
avoided, for no more definite reason than some unavowed aversion 
to saddening, possibly remorseful, associations. 

Now, as he stood on the quarter-deck of the Cunarder bound 
for home, and watched the shores of his adopted country slowly 
recede and fade into the horizon, the antithetical nature of his pres- 
ent errand, compared with his first crossing of the ocean, gave a 
kind of solemnity to the occasion. How different the spirit in which 
he was now setting out in mature age — on a venture as uncertain. 
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as mysteriously attractive, as that which had started his second self I 
Independent, even as he was then, but with the independence of 
position and fortune, not that of youthful, versatile, self-centering 
energy ; full of vague and pleasant anticipation, as in the far-ofi 
days — no longer of the wild unknown nor of ambitious enterprise, 
but of the softer, occult hope of returning possessed of some power 
for good, unrecognized, but full of kindliness, among his own. 

But as the days rolled by and the proud ship plowed her way 
through the salt furrows— every minute, every throb bringing him 
nearer to his desire — though his interest in the enterprise became 
more absorbing, the first sanguine glow of expectation gradually 
faded. 

Men who have seen and done much in life remain seldom long 
sanguine, and David Fargus, while determining his course of action, 
kept rigidly before his mind the possibility of the unknown son be- 
ing, after all, dead, or, if alive, unworthy. And he did not allow 
himself to reckon, save as a pleasant speculation, on the opposite 
chance. 

His scheme was simple, and he anticipated few difficulties which 
time and money could not easily dissolve ; and, unless fate went 
strangely against him, failure was the most remote of contingencies. 
The first stage after Liverpool was naturally London ; the next, as 
obviously, Seville, there to pick up the thread of his son's life and lo 
follow It whithersoever it might lead. 

But he had nol been in London more than a few days — a delay 
inevitable for the arrangement of his monetary affairs, and actively 
spent in settling the same— when one of those strokes of luck which 
are, after all, more frequent in life than pessimists would have US 
believe, saved him a long and useless journey. 



CHAPTER IL 

J FIRST LINK— A GOLDEN ONE. 



It was on the very evening before his intended departure. 
Waiting in the drawing-room of the Naval and Military — most 
comfortable of London clubs — for the appearance of the friend 
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whose guest at dinner he was to be, Fargus was absently perusing 
some Service weekly paper, when, under the rubric "Furloughs to 
England," he came across a name which instantly arrested his wan- 
dering attention. 

The eye is quick at settling on that familiar word, our own pat- 
ronymic, even in the midst of a maze of print. Fargus found his 
ga/e riveted on the small-type paragraph : " L. G, Kerr, — th Dra- 
goon Guards." The letters, that had once been so familiar to his 
pen, seemed actually to flash out of the paper. And when his host 
entered and introduced the fellow-guests collected to do honor to 
the American celebrity, Fargus had to make an effort to shake oft a 
spell of deep abstraction. 

So the young generation kept up the old traditions of devoting 
Iheir life's energy to the country's service. This pleased him huge- 
ly, though he had no. longer the right to feel proud either of the 
country or the family he had abjured. This unknown Dragoon 
Guard, L. G. Kerr, seemed to loom in the bacl^ound of every sub- 
ject of conversation, and engrossed, during the silent intervals, much 
of the attention which should have been bestowed on the exceptional 
cookery and select vintages provided for the guest of the evening 
by a true connoisseur. 

Was he nephew or cousin ? An unknown brother of that sturdy 
little couple who were once so fond of a romp with " Uncle George," 
or a more distant scion of the dear old family ? G. stood for George, 
of course. It was a favorite name among the Kerrs ; there had 
been George Kerrs and William Kerrs, William Georges and George 
Williams ever since the fall of the second James. But L. ? What 
did L, stand for? Where could he have seen those two letters in 
conjunction that they should seem so strangely familiar? L. G. — 
Lionel George, Lawrence, or Lewis? Lewis . . . Luis/ Good 
God! 

"Colonel Fargus, you are eating nothing. Waiter, give Colonel 

With a hand that shook in very unwonted fashion, David Fargus 
straightway drained the refilled beaker. Lewis George ! why, those 
were the names that had formed the refrain to his thoughts for the 
last month ! Lewis George, or. rather as the Spanish had it, Luis 
Jorge, the name of that white-faced babe, Carmen's child. Pshaw ! 
this fixed idea of his was really growing into monomania, to de- 
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duce such an absurd conclusion fram the chance coincidence of two 
initials. His son — if he lived — was a comfortable, easy-going Span- 
iard, with nothing further from his thoughts than England and 
England's army ! 

" Yes, as you say, Major Fraser, nowhere in the world does one 
drink a better glass of champagne than in England — the mother 
country as we call her— and I have traveled a good deal . . ." And 
so the dinner wore its dreary length tlD its close. 

Colonel Fargus's host was reaping the usual bitter reward of in- 
viting a lion to partake of his hospitality, with the hidden purpose of 
making it roar for the entert^nment of his friends. This American, 
who had been such a delightful, though casual, addition to his sport- 
ing party in the Rocky Mountains, who had then captivated all by 
his quaint humor and his strange stories — by his intimate knowledge 
of man and beast — would not now so much as vouchsafe half a 
dozen connected phrases to the select circle which had been prom- 
ised so rare a treat. The best effort of the chef, the Pericr-Jouct 
'74, the most delicate turning of the conversation to well-remem- 
bered subjects, were all in vain. The Colonel was abstracted, 
spoke with an efFort, and in that most convivial of hours, after a 
good dinner, left the '47 port untasted merely to toy with the olives 
on his plate. 

Nor in the smoking-room did matters improve. Puffing me- 
chanically at the superb Laraflaga, chosen for his especial delecta- 
tion with such minute care, Colonel Fargus sat cross-legged in his 
deep arm-chair, and let his eyes roam dreamily round the room. 
All at once he rose, and, addressing his host with the well-remem- 
bered and peculiarly charming smile that would have been sufficient 
to remove impressions even more unsatisfactory, " Excuse me," he 
said ; " I see an Army List yonder. I have a reason for wishing 
to consult one — the fate of an old friend I am anxious about. May 
I look at it for a moment ? " 

The disappointed entertainer gave the required permission with 
all the good grace he could muster, and watched his guest's pro- 
ceedings with a certain curiosity. 

Fargus withdrew to some little distance from the group, and 
holding the book under the light of the lamp on the chimney-piece 
with one hand, rapidly turned over the pages with the other. Pres- 
ently he started violently, and then became absorbed in the contem- 
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plation of one page for such a. lengthy period that Major Fraser lost 
patience, turned his back upon him and gave him up as hopeless, to 
devote himself to his other guests. 

Had he looked over the American's shoulder to read the few 
lines concerning one Lieutenant Lewis George Kerr, he would have 
wondered much what could prove of such extraordinary interest in 
the bald statement of the young soldier's services. 

But the celebrated Southern was, for the moment. Colonel 
David Fargus, the American, no more. He was George Kerr, Eng- 
lish of England's best blood, and he had a son who was a soldier of 
the old country. " Lewis Geotge Ayala Kerr, Bom March, 1858," 
Ay, that was the date, not the shadow of a doubt — there he was, 
even if the Spanish name beside the English ones had not been 
proof sufRcicnt. " Gazetted from the R. M. C. in July, 1878, to the 
— th Dragoon Guards." In three years the young man had seen 
service enough to warrant the pride that swelled the father's heart 
as, when sufficiently recovered from the first bewilderment of his 
discovery, he noticed the crossed swords before the names and 
turned to the War Service references. " Attached lo Sir H. Cough's 
Cavalry Brigade in Afghanistan ; present at the march from Kabul 
to Kandahar." And again: "Attached to the — th Regiment in 
the Transvaal." Tnily a goodly record for so short a time I 

Fai^s closed the book, and with a curious smile on his face, a 
bright, far-off look in bis eyes, returned to the smoking circle and 
joined in the conversation. And now he talked enough to satisfy 
all the expectations of host and guests. He displayed a deep inter- 
est lis the topic presently started, England's recent wars in distant 
lands, and spoke himself on the subject with an eloquence, a sym- 
pathy, that highly flattered the veterans then present, coming from 
what they undiscriminatingly called a " Yankee," 

But over and above the exchange of words, the interlacing of 
ideas and sound wisdom, bom of his own warlike experience, with 
which he delivered himself anent the mismanaged, disastrous, and 
bloody business of the-Boer campaign, were surging private brain- 
pictures of the little dark-eyed hoy he had seen but once ; the child 
who was now an English soldier — and a dashing one, since he had 
been twice allowed to see service away from his regiment — an Eng- 
lish horse soldier in that glorious old corps that for two centuries 
upheld the prestige of English valor in Spain, in Flanders, in France, 
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the Crimea, India. With the remembrance of its noble motto there 
came before his mind the gallant sight of heavy horse as they had 
dashed past the Highland Brigade to scatter the distant swanning 
mass of Russians on the morning of Balaldava. With what envy, 
what enthusiasm he, the beardless ensign, had watched them -as 
they rushed to the front I And his deserted boy was one of those ! 
It was a novel and delicate emotion to think, all of a sudden, with a 
sense of pride, of the son he had abandoned. 

By-and-by, as he paced slowly back to his hotel, over the broad, 
deserted flagstones of Pall Mall, the excitement of the great discov- 
ery began to subside, and he set to work to deliberate on the com- 
plete change of plan now required. He would have been ready, of 
course, to pursue investigations beyond Seville to far India, had fate 
required it ; but the lad was on his way home— there was no choice 
but to await his arrival in England patiently. Meanwhile his time 
need not be wasted. There were many links in the chain of that 
life he now took so keen an interest in which could, with a little 
ingenuity, be collected. And after that there was Gilham Court to 
be revisited, Susie Hillyard and her numerous family to be sougljt 
for. All of which could be done with impunity, since circumstances 
had so favored him that detection was impossible, while his stand- 
ing as David Fargus assured him, at least, of a good reception 
wherever he chose to present himself. 

Quite enough to do, at any rate, to fill up the three weeks that 
might ebpse before the young dragoon's return. 

In accordance with his new schemes, the very next day found 
the American alighting among the yellow sands, the heather, the 
fragrant pines of Sandhurst, and wending his way through that pict- 
uresque comer of Hampshire, which meets Surrey and Berkshire. 

Skirling the placid lake, hemmed in by greenwood and timber, 
on one side of which the mature students of the Staff College master 
the more recondite mysteries of warfare, while, on the other, downy- 
lipped cadets wrestle with its rudiments, he walked up the broad 
gravel road leading to the Grecian portico of the Military College, 
and quietly enjoyed his thoughts and his cigar. 

It was after working hours. On the wide grass plots all around, 
as far as the eye could see within the green frame of that sunlit 
picture, England's yearly tribute of educated youth to the guard of 
her empire was enei^etically employed in training and hardening its 
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muscles. The self-made American took m the scene willj a sense 
of pride in the land of his birth which was well in harmony with the 
latter-day tenor of his mind. And he paused for a few moments, 
drawing pleasure from the fancied vision of his son among those 
eager polo-players that were just now careering in wild confusion on 
the football plot ; or yet again wielding the bat among such a team 
of sturdy white-fianneled cricketers as now dotted the sward in the 
distance. No doubt ihe dragoon who was so eager for the hard- 
ships of active service had not been behindhand in the palestra. 
But those years of transition from boyhood to the dignity of man's 
estate are crucial ones, and the father's curiosity was not devoid of 
annety as he made his way over to a much be-medaled staff-ser- 
geant, who was standing under the portico, and realized with a 
strange mixture of feelings that, for the very first time, he was about 
to speak to some one who must have known his son. 

Accosting the veteran, he went straight to the point, with a sim- 
plicity that robbed the errand of half its strangeness. 

A young gentleman, by name Lewis G. Kerr, whom he had rea- 
son to be interested in, had been through the College three years 
back. He was most desirous for some information concerning him. 

The seigeant- major glanced sharply at the speaker — met a di- 
rect, authoritative, grave look ; then, after a second's hesitation, 
touched his cap and professed himself both able and willing to assist 
him. 

" There was a Mr. Kerr here, sir, some years ago. I remember 
him well. He was gazetted to the — th Dragoon Guards, I believe. 
Out ia India now. He was a fine young gentleman, liked by most. 
If you will come with me, I can find out a bit more about him for 
you, from the back registers." 

And acquiescing, Faigus was piloted through long, echoing pas- 
sages to the adjutant's office, where the register in question was 
soon produced. 

"Here you are, sir," running his forefinger down an alphabeti- 
cal column of names. " Kerr, L. G.. Gentleman Cadet, University 
Candidate, B. A., Edin. Bom in Seville, Spain, 12 March, 1S58— he 
had a bit of a foreign way with him, too, now I think of it, though 
he did not like to have it said of him — son of George Kerr, Esq., 
late — th Highlanders, deceased. Educated Edinburgh University ; 
Trinity College, Cambridge. London address : Staples Inn, Hol- 
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bom. Gazetted — a.nd so on. Is that the young gentleman you 
wanted to hear about f " 

Fargus nodded silently, drew out his note-book, and carefully 
jotted down the memoranda. " A scholar, too !" he' was thinking 
half sadly ; " it is almost too good to be tnic. How well the lad 
has got on ! Would it have been the same, I wonder, had he had 
wild George Kerr to bring up ? " 

"You say you remember him well, sergeant-major?" he went 
on aloud, in his quiet voice, as, the business completed, they turned 
away and strolled again toward the parade-ground. 

" Yes, sir, very well. A smart young gentleman ; good drill ; 
good at gymnastics and games. I remember him throwing the 
hammer. Highland fashion — not running, as they do here, you 
know, sir — no one could come near him at that. I am a Scotch- 
man myself, sir, and I have never seen it better done— SO was the 
instructor, too, for the matter of that, but Mr. Kerr beat him." 

The visitor had lit another cigar, and now stood on the steps of 
the portico, slowly puffing blue smoke and abstractedly gazing into 
space. The old sergeant, who, finding that the more good he nar- 
rated of the quondam cadet the more the stranger's face bright- 
ened, had lost all his vague suspicions concerning the purport of 
these inquiries, now warmed perceptibly to the work of airing his 
reminiscences, and, after a pause for approval, took a fresh start. 

" Good at book work, too, I believe ; but that had not much to 
say to things in that year, for they bundled out all the young- gen- 
tlemen at the end of their first term : we thought we were going to 
fight the Russians once more, as you know, sir. Pity we didn't. 1, 
for one, would like to have another shot at them," 

Fargus looked down at his informant's breast, and noticed on 
the broad expanse of the staff tunic the green-edged pink ribbon 
and the curly Crimean clasps — honorable badges he- had himself 
been entitled to of old. 

•'It was cold work in those trenches, there, was is not?" he 
■ 1, indicating the decoration with a significant gesture ; " I— that 

i have some old friends who went through it all. What regiment 

« you in ? " 

" It is curious, sir. but I was in the — th. the very regiment this 
Kerr's father belonged to. I think that was what made the 

ng gentleman take to me first — out of working hours, of course, 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



THE FIRST LINK— A GOLDEN ONE. 



91 



I mean " — with a sly look — " for on parade it is not a question of 
choice. Many and many is the talk we have had about the old 
times. Not that I could tell him much about his father, for I was 
not in his company, and I scarcely recollect him, save that he was a 
finely set-up young officer and wild like. Lord ! how he used to 
sing of nights ! But Mr. Kerr that was here, he would come and 
get me to talk of him and of our doings ; he seemed never to tire 
of hearing me speak about his father, little as it was I could say, 
though he never even saw him himself, as he told me. Yes, sir, he 
was a nice young gentleman, and steady — as young gentlemen go. 
They vrill be lively now and again ; but what of that ? I like them 
to have a little spirit myself." 

But here the worthy staff-sergeant, seeing that the other was too 
occupied with some absorbing thought to have heard a word of the 
latter part of his discourse, came to an abrupt stop and coughed 
discreetly. 

For a minute or two David Fargus stood gazing at the distant 
horizon with melancholy eyes and a tender relaxation of the whole 
face. Here was a link in the lengthening chain — a golden one. The 
boy had not been brought up in ignorance of or in indifference to the 
father who died to him before he saw the light. Discoveries such 
as these, made with facility now that he had the proper clew, seemed 
to bridge over the dark abyss of time. 

" Well," he said at length, gathering himself together for depart- 
ure, and turning to his informant with a smile, " I am really much 
obliged to you." 

" Don't mention it, sir. Thank you, sir " — dexterously slipping 
into his pocket the sovereign which the visitor pressed into his 
white-gloved palm — "glad to have been of use. You are a relative 
of the young gentleman, I suppose, if I may make so bold ? " 

" No," answered Fargus dreamily, after a. pause ; " his father — 
I knew his father well in my young days. I am only a friend — a 
well-wisher to the son." 

The veteran eyed him investigatingly. 

" Perhaps you would like to see his likeness — a photograph of 
him ? Each batch of young gentlemen have themselves taken regu- 
lariy in York Town. They are so pleased when they first get into 
their uniforms, you know. It is just over the road, sir. 1 can show 
you the way." 
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II was evidently a happy thought, for the stranger accepted the 
proposal with alacrity. 

Sergeant-Major Short would have been more than human if his 
curiosity had not been thoroughly aroused. Having conducted his 
interlocutor to the photographer's door, he retired into the shade of 
a neighboring public-house to watch his further proceedings. 

After a while the stranger emerged from the studio, and walked 
vciy slowly along the road leading to the station. He held a small 
catd in his hand which he seemed to contemplate from every point 
of view with absorbing interest. 

■' If it had been a young lady, now ! " said the bewildered warrior 
to himself, jingling the change of his sovereign in his hand as he 
wended his homeward way ; " but for a mere friend— a well-wisher 
... it beats me." 

With such notes as Fai^s now carried in his pocket-book, 
under the private rubric "Dragoon," his further course was one of 
very plain sailing. The same afternoon he pushed as far as Cam- 
bridge, and the next morning, beneath the July sunshine, saw him 
strolling down the majestic, but at this vacation time deserted. 
King's Parade toward the well-remembered Gothic archway of that 
noble college which had known so many generations of Kerrs. 

That important personage who rules the incorruptible squad, 
chaiged with enforcing academic enactments anent dogs and grass- 
plots, the wearing of gowns and the public burning of the herb nico- 
tian — the head porter— was soon forihcoming, and at his courteous 
request condescended to show the stranger over the venerable insti- 
tution, little wotting how familiar every stone rose before his gaze. 

Cambridge was a more likely place for Lewis Kerr to revisit on 
his return home than Sandhurst, and David Fargus deemed it pru- 
dent to adopt more devious methods of inquiry than in his previous 
voyage of investigation. He therefore suffered himself to be con- 
ducted tourist fashion through dining-hall, hbrary and chapel ; he 
admired, criticised, and wondered, and finally succeeded in produc- 
ing in his decorous guide the desired loquacity. It was easy to get 
him on the subject of generations of students, and a not unnatural 
transition to mention, as an instance, a certain family— the Kerrs of 
Gilham— whom the tourist had known in days gone by. 

The porter took the bait readily enough at first. 

Yes, there had been some at Trinity to his own knowledge. But 
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there were none now. No ; there had not been any since a Mr, L. G. 
Kerr ; and that was four or five years ago. He (with some disgust) 
had left before his degree— had gone, it seemed, into the arniy. 
He could not say if he was of the family Che gentleman had known 
—they came from Yorkshire. This Mr. Kerr used to go there, now 
he remembered, by the way, with his cousin, Mr. Hillyard, a lect- 
urer ai one of the colleges, very highly thought of in the University. 
Perhaps the inquirer knew him ? No ; well he was away now, any- 
how ; Gilham, he believed, the name of the place was. 

David Fargus seized with avidity upon this first piece of news. 
So, despite the squire's enmity to his scamp of a younger brother, 
the posthumous son had after all been made welcome, and acknowl- 
edged in the old home. It was a piece of luck to have made out 
so much, for, notwithstanding all his ingenious pumping, the official 
seemed not in the least inclined Co dilate on the particular virtues of 
the person in question. The great man waived the trivial personality 
of the youthful undergraduate — B. A. though he was of some 
Scotch University or other — condescendingly aside: he had lefc be- 
fore his degree — an act of obvious folly, for he might have made a 
career at the University. 

This was all that the visitor, after much manceuvering, could ob- 
tain, beyond a view of Che windows chat had been his son's, and a 
lofty recommendaCion to refer to back University almanacs and 
calendars for information as to the achievements of any student he 
took an interest in. 

It was with a feeling almost of tenderness that he stepped into 
the smajl green-paneled room, with muUioned ogee windows look- 
ing over the old court— the rooms where his bof had passed so im- 
portant a part of his life, and which, by a pleaang coincidence, 
were situate on the same stairs as those where George Kerr had 
spent his short and profitless spell of University life. Then the 
caressing thought came that perhaps there was more than mere 
coincidence, that the boy had probably found out where his unknown 
father had lived, and had taken a sentimental interest in establishing 
himself near the place. But the unsympathetic and obtrusive 
presence of the guide, and the irritating hints concerning the flight 
of time, conveyed by means of jingling keys, were not conducive 
to the enjoyment of such dreamy fancies. 

After a short conversation on general topics, undertaken with a 
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I view to draw the other's attention from the subject of his inquiries, 
Fargus thanked him and took liis leave. 

But he failed not to stop at tlie first bookseller's and purchase 
the reference books of the required date. Here he found informa- 
tion which amply compensated him for his lack of success with the 
lofty head-porier. 

That evening— for he had determined to remain another night, 
the empty old town, where his son had dwelt, having a curious 
fascination for him — Fargus ate his solitary dinner to the accom- 
paniment of many pleasant thoughts, anticipations quietly and har- 
moniously seductive, and memories mellowed by the opalescent mist 
of time, vaguely melancholy and tender, according as they fitfully 
attached to his old dead self or to the young life that had taken his 
place so well. 

Before leaving the table he drew the photograph from his pocket- 
book, and gazed at it long and with keen scrutiny ; then he filled 
his glass to the brim and drank, with a mental toast, to the originaL 



CHAPTER III. 

MORE LINKS IN THE GOLDEN CHAIN. 

In a highly civilized country nothing is easier for a man, abso- 
lutely unfettered in his personal movements and fairly independent 
of money considerations, than to please himself as to his surround- 
ings. 

" Pending the boy's arrival in England," had thought Fargus, 
while maturing his plans at Cambridge, " I may as well carry on 
my investigations at Gilham." 

To do so without betraying himself or his purpose only required 
a little management. The most direct way was, if possible, to settle 
within convenient distance of the Court for a few months ; this ac- 
complished, he would be, In some respects, even more fortunately 
situated than the best supported detective, having the advantage of 
really belonging to the society he intended to milt with. 

The present is essentially an age of advertisement and agency, 
and in a few days he had manipulated these two main levers in the 
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machinery of supply and demand to satisfactory purpose. Glancing 
through a list of suitable residences in that part of the Riding 
which is associated with Gilham, the familiar name of Widley 
Grange arrested his attention, Widley Grange — the " Lone Grange," 
as it was popularly called — the very place ! It had been a well- 
known scene of his youth, the last dwelling-place, unless things 
were now much altered, on the eastern side of the Manor. He re- 
membered the solitary, ivy-grown, old-fashioned house on the bor- 
derland between heather and cultivation, low-roofed, red-tiled and 
moss-covered, nestling behind a thick cluster of trees within gunshot 
of the road to the county town. It had been used as a shooting- 
box at times, when it was not tenanted by humbler relations of the 
great folks at the Court. . 

" The very place ! " thought Faigus. " The boy is pretty sure to 
run down to jee his uncle as soon as he comes back ; how lucky it 
is I know of Ihtse Yorkshire visits of his ! As an established 
neighbor, how easily I can meet him ! What more natural than to 
offer him a couple of days' shooting for a mixed bag, and then to 
make good acquaintance P " And without further search he ^:reed 
to take the place on a convenient renewable lease, together with the 
few hundred acres of rough shooting that went with it. 

Thus did Fargus find himself, within a week of his arrival in 
England, a tenant on the paternal estate. 

The house was, in its old-fashioned way, in solid repair, and fur- 
nished comfortably enough. The local agent had, at his request, en- 
gaged two reliable female servants, sufficiently past their prime for a 
bachelor establishment ; and he had secured for himself in London 
a competent factotum, destined to act as coachman and valet, and 
with recommendations high enough to warrant the corresponding 
altitude of salary. Tp this discreet and capable person he intrusted 
the installment of his luggage, the choice of the few rooms to be in- 
habited out of the numerous and rambling suites, and the general 
preparation of house and stables. He himself remained a few days 
longer in town to settle private ptoints of business — among these 
one which had cost him many hours of anxious deliberation. 

He was too much alive to the risk of missing his son, despite the 
elaborate and plausible scheme by means of which he meant to 
come across him naturally, to leave such a contingency unprovided 
ag^nst, and there seemed to be but one safe way out of the diffi- 



g6 CONSEQUENCES. 

cu]ty. Finally, though not at first without repugnance, he entered 
into negotiations with one of the more respectable private inquiry 
offices, where he obtained the services of a trustworthy agent, who 
was to watch for the arrival in England of a certain subaltern of dra- 
goons, and to furnish a daily report of his subsequent movements. 

Satisfied on this important point, Fargus took the road ^^ to 
enter upon the possession of his little estate and commence the opera- 
tions which were to bring him once more into contact with his neit 

He was much attracted by the aspect of the andent dwelling- 
place and the wild beauty at its surroundings when he now beheld 
them after so many years. And the familiar coat of arms, weather- 
beaten and defaced by time, on th? crumbling key-stone over the 
hall door, made him feel, for the first time after his long wander- 
ings, as if he had come home at last. 

His newly discovered attendant received him with the respectful 
confidential greeting of an old retainer, and with self-satisfied gravity 
marshaled him through the rooms. 

"I hope you will approve of my arrangements, sir; I thought 
you would prefer these four ground-floor rooms, which open into 
each other en suile. Vou see, the bedroom for yourself next to the 
visitor's room, as you ordered ; the dining-room and the study ac- 
cording to your directions. The kitchens and the female servants' 
rooms are quite at the other end of the house. I myself occupy a 
room over the stables." 

Fargus looked round the large beam-ceiled, wainscoted hail 
allotted to him as study with decided approval. It had cheerful 
cross-lights from low. deep-recessed windows, looking over the 
for^round of rank grass and the thick hedge of the inclosure to 
a wide panorama of undulating purple heather. With a smile of . 
commendation he noted the odds and ends of the best furniture 
sagaciously collected from different parts of the house, and the 
trophies of heterogeneous weapons he had accumulated during 
many wanderings arranged on one side of the mantelpiece, not 
without a show of experience, to balance the rack containing guns, 
rifles and rods, on the other. " Opening out of this "study" were 
the two curious, irregularly shaped bedrooms, with climbing roses 
peeping in at the windows, and full of the sweetness of the old- 
fashioned flowers in the neglected garden beyond. 
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On the threshold of that destined for ■' the guest " Faigus again 
paused. If things prospered him, here he might one day hope to 
harbor his son. 

" Yes, Turner, everything is as I wish ; you could not have done 
better." 

His gaze rested on the man's face as he spoke ; he had not 
been mistaJcen in him — indeed, it would have been curious if he 
were not something of a physiognomist after so varied an inter- 
course with his own species— here was one who would serve him 
discreetly so long as he was in his pay, a being persuaded of the 
all- importance of his stale in life, and with no higher ideal than to 
excel in it 

Turner bowed with great dignity, and volunteered to show his 
master over the rest of the house. A passing glimpse of the dining- 
room, now illumined by the setting sun, then down never-ending 
passages to the kitchen, where the other servants indulged in many 
courtesies, and took their measure of the new master as a " real gen- 
tleman " ; then up-stairs and down-stairs through a curious labyrinth 
of rooms which were to be once for all closed during his tenancy, 
and finally David Fargus returned to his sitting-room with the sat- 
isfactory feeling that he was now ensconced in a suitable coign of 
vantage. 

The new habitat was, moreover, thoroughly congenial to his 
tastes ; it was singularly in harmony with his present pursuit, the 
charm of which was such a curious blend of anticipations and 
memories ; here, while it tied him down in no way, he could remain 
as long as necessary, look about him without exciting comments, 
and on occasion dispense hospitality. 

He had not long to wait for an opportunity of pushing the first 
reconnaissance in the neighborhood. 

Two days after his arrival, on returning from a ride to the local 
town, he found that his first visitor had called; Major-General 
Woldham, Woldham Hall, as testified the card, which Fargus fin- 
gered with a dreamy retrospective search for identification. Wold- 
ham Hall, the property adjoining his old home, was naturally almost 
as familiar to him as the latter ; but in his days it had only been 
tenanted by an old lady, a widow, and his visits there were inextrica- 
bly associated with memories of home-made cakes, a fat spaniel, 
and an ear-trumpet. Of course, the childless and aged dame had 
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now made room for some collateral, and this anny di^itary was 
her successor. 

Well, it was even better, perhaps, to make his first appearance 
in county society elsewhere than at the Court itself ; and there could 
be no more favorable opening than this. After a due lapse of time, 
he rode forth to return Ihe call. 

There are no spots in the kingdom, in "this precious stone set 
in the silver sea," where the special beauty of prosperous English 
scenery combines more harmoniously with undisturbed associations 
of the past than in Gilham and its neighborhood. Woldham Hall 
itself, albeit a building of no pretentious dimensions, is one of the 
most perfect specimens of fifteenth-century half-timber— so-called 
black and white — houses now extant. With its gables and bay 
windows, latticed casements, its oaken panels and ceilings, stairs 
and galleries, and the wondrous fancy of the black timbering on its 
white plaster-work, this ideal mansion rests with quiet but conscious 
pride between a tenderly nursed terrace lawn on one side — the 
velvet-nap bowling-green of former days, bounded now by a flower- 
grown baluster where, in less secure times, the moat ran its sluggish 
course — and on the other a luxuriant demesne of orchards, rose and 
kitchen gardens, hothouses and shrubberies, which encompasses 
and screens with pleasant motley growth such marring adjuncts 
as offices and stable yards. The only Intruders tolerated on the 
lawn are a couple of historic cedars ; but the park which has risen 
into existence since the days when the moat was drained away, 
and which now surrounds this model of a lost architecture, is 
rich in varied timber, and extends as far as the Githam grounds, 
being only separated therefrom by a crtimbling, ivy-racked low 
wall. 

Through this park the carriage-drive meanders in a capricious 
way, suggestive of short-cuts to independent wayfarers. David 
Fargus, turning from the white dust and glare of the highroad into 
the cool green shadiness of the grounds, promptly fell a victim to 
the temptation, and started across the short tuft at a hand canter. 
But arrived at the clump of fir-trees which he had thought must 
mark the part of the avenue he aimed at, he found he had lost his 
bearing, and was about to retrace his way, when a deep-mouthed, 
interrt^atory, minacious bark made him rein In his horse and look 
in the direction whence the challenge seemed to proceed. 
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Here, half in shadow, half illuininated by the flicker of sunshine 
filterii^ through the interlacing branches of the aromatic flr-trees, 
a graceful picture met his eyes : a tall girl, whose bright brown head 
was bared to the summer breeze, whose shapely figure, clad in white, 
detached itself vividly from the somber background, Stood leaning 
^^inst the trunk of a giant fir. Her clear large eyes looked with 
quiet inquiry at the intruder; one slender, buff-gauntlcted hand 
was twined restrainingly round the neck of a large retriever, who, 
golden-orbed, sable-coated, quivering with defiance, stood ready to 
spring forward in his mistress's defense. 

For a moment, bathed in the full splendor of the sun, Fai^s, 
curbing his impatient mount with liriii though unconscious hand, 
paused to enjoy the picturesqueness of this unexpected vision. 
Then, uncovering himself, and bowing, with the somewhat cere- 
monious courtesy habitual to him, he advanced a little closer on his 
dancing bay, and, bareheaded, addressed her: 

"I fear I am a trespasser," he said, looking down at her with the 
grave eyes that always lent a touch of melancholy to his smile ; " I 
must beg your forgiveness for this intrusion ; the thick turf was so 
tempting, and 1 was rash enough to try a short-cut to the house. 
General Woldham kindly called on me, at Widley Grange," he 
added, as a sort of self-introduction. " I hope I may find him at 

The girl, coloring a little and yet returning his gaze with an easy 
directness charming in its modest absence of self-consciousness, an- 
swered, smiling back : 

" I am Maude Woldham — my father is out driving ; but he can 
not be long now." Her voice was singularly harmonious, and it fell 
pleasantly on the exile's ear, unaccustomed to hear his native lan- 
guage spoken with vernacular purity and refinement. Then she 
added, releasing the retriever, who, satisfied that his interference 
was no longer needed, bounded up to make friendly acquaintance 
with the horse : 

" But will you not come up to the house ? Papa will be so dis- 
appointed to miss you again — Mr. Fargus, is it not ? " 

Bowing acquiescence, he accepted the offer. She picked up her 
straw hat and stepped fearlessly to his side. 

" I must show you the way," said she, laying one hand on the 
satin-smooth neck of the horse. "No; pray do not dismount. I 
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like walking fast, and I am sure your horse hates being led— I know 

The frankness of her manner, the maidenly freedom of her wide- 
set gray eyes, that looked up so brightly at him from under the 
shady hat, the delightful ease of movement with which she stepped 
over the uneven ground and bravely kept up with the steed's impa- 
tient gait — all this compelled Faigus's interest and admiration, 
though in that absolutely impersonal way in which he now regarded 
all human bangs under the thrall of his all absorbing thought. 

His fair conductress brought him round by the stables, modem 
in their irreproachable neatness, while delightful in their carefully 
restored antiquity : here, at her call, clear and true as a silver bell, 
appeared a white-haired groom to take ihe visitor's horse ; then they 
proceeded together through the iiy-grown postern on to the terrace 
and into the great, cool hall— in summer-time the usual sitting-room 
— the wide doors of which were open all day to the Hower-scented 
air and to all comers. 

Maude tossed her hat on one side. A smiling butler, ancient 
like the groom, promptly appeared with a silver tray laden with tea 
and other good things; Fargus sat down and looked around with 
increasing content — everything was homelike, hospitable, simple 
with the simplicity which only the most perfect refinement can pro- 
duce. The old hall, all oak from floor to ceiling ; the bowb of roses 
on the carved tables, darkened and polished by age alone ; the girl 
in her young, warm-blooded beauty, daughter of the old stock and 
the old house, fitting in with the time-honored surroundings while 
gracefully contrasting with them— it all formed an attractive picture 
of English home-life at its best. As a son of the land, and at the 
same time a self-made American, with his strange dual personality, 
the visitor appreciated the scene. 

On her side, Maude Woldham, as she poured the yellow cream 
into his cup and cut the home-made cake, observed her new ac- 
quaintance with a little wonder and a good deal of approval. 

At closer quarters, and bareheaded, not by any means the youth- 
ful-looking man he had seemed at first ; but the silver dashing his 
hair, and the commanding, thoughtful look given by those deep lines 
on his face, in contrast to the vigorous, still supple build, seemed 
but to enhance the charm of a very novel physiognomy. The soft, 
deliberate speech of the Southerner,, as unlike the conventional 
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" Yankee " twang as it is to the minced, blurred, halting vernacular 
of latter-day " smart " English society ; the pleasant manner, grave, 
benevolent and easy — the manner distinctly of a man who no longer 
looks upon himself as young — filled her with unwonted interest 

Rather given to a certain sharpness of speech and to a disposi- 
tion to snub the unwary, Miss Woldham had oevertheless a sweet 
graciousness of her own when she chose. This afternoon she was 
all womanly and charming ; and the slight brusqueness, the quick 
repartees which now and again gave character to her conversation, 
was but as the wholesome touch of frost which lends such delicious 
keenness to an early autumn morning. 

" Yours is a wonderful mansion ! " said Fargus, taking his cup 
from her slender hand, sunburned over its whiteness with delicate 
amber. " Apart from its actual beauty, there is that ideal charm of 
old associations and memories which fail us so completely in our 
surroundings. Wc Americans who are unpractical enough to 
hanker after such things have to seek them in the mother-country — 
and lovely she Is to us," 

" I am glad you like our country," answered the girl, with kin- 
dling cheek and eye ; " and still more that you like my home. I 
love it — every stick and stone of the old place, every blade of gras^ 
is dear to me. Vou can not think what a relief it was to come back 
to it after three months in London." Then, glancing at him curi- 
ously and a little shyly, " I did not know, however, that Americans 
were ever unpractical," she added with a mischievous smile. 

"1 can hardly lay claim to being the typical Jonathan," retorted 
Fargus, smiling too ; "and America is a large place, you know. 1 
come from the Soifth, where practicality is scarcely the predominant 
national virtue." 

" I am afraid we show ourselves rather apt to class every Amer- 
ican we meet among the Yankees," laughed the girl in her frank 
way. " Papa and I have been wondering what you were like." 
Then, with a sLght blush, she explained apologetically : " To coun- 
try follf the arrival of a new neighbor is a great event. How do 
you like the Grange ? " 

■' Better and better every day. I congratulate myself on having 
been fortunate enough to secure it; when I first thought of settling 
in England, it was pure sentiment made me think of this part of 
the world, as some not too remote grandparents of mine have trans- 
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mittcd Yorkshire blood into my veins. Now, however, I like the 
place so much for itself that what stood as a mere pied-i-ierre for 
the purpose of looking about me I am almost resolved to keep in- 
definitely." 

" And have you made out your relatives ? " asked Maud with an 
interest which robbed the question of its seeming intrusiveness. 

" I have made them out right enough," said Fargus slowly, " I 
could claim kinship, I believe, with no less a person than the squire. 
By the way, I like the homely fashion in which every one hereabouts 
talks of Mr. Kerr as ' the squire,' just as your father, I hear, is ' the 
General.' But I am certainly not going to do so. All that is ancient 
history, and I prefer standing alone too well — here the American 
comes in. you see, MLss Woldham — to do anything which might 
hamper my complete independence." 

" So you are kin to the squire," Maude said musingly. " Wel> 
I think you are quite right in not caring to claim the connection- 
Have you seen your landlord yet ? " flashing a merry look at him ; 
" horrid old man ! " 

" Then I may infer the Kerr family does not find favor in youl 
eyes ? " said Fargus with renewed attention. 

"The Kerr family? I did not say the family." And the bright 
face softened. " Oh, Lady Gwendolin was charming, and Susie — 
dear Susie Hillyard, I loved her." A mist came over the star-like 
eyes. David Fargus put down his cup, for it rattled in his hand. 

" She was the squire's half-sister," continued Maud. " Mr. Hill' 
yard was the Rector of Gilham for five years, that was how I knew 
them. Susie was like a mother to me. Her death was the iirst 
sorrow I ever knew." 

'' So she is dead ? " said Fargus, after a long pause. His voice 
rang hoarsely ; he coughed to cover it, and bent down over the dog 
to place his face in shadow. 

" She died last year," Maude proceeded — " only six months after 
her husband. Her daughters live in the village ; they are dear good 
girls," with an expressive movement of shapely shoulders. " Yet so 
unlike the mother. Then there is Charlie, the brother — very hand- 
some, very clever, a great man, they say, at the University. And 
. . . oh yes ! there is another Kerr 1 like. Dear old Lewis ! " She 
indicated with a smiling gesture a framed photograph, half bidden 
behind the roses on the table. 
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" May I see .' " asked ihe visitor quieily. Something in his voice 
attracted the girl's attention. 

" Mr. Fa.t^s, how foolish you must think me ! As if all this 
could possibly interest you." 

" I assure you," said the other, still extending his hand, " it in- 
terests me exceedingly, on the contrary, to hear about these people, 
as much for their close neighborhood as their distant relationship. 
Now this other Kerr, whose portrait— thank you." 

He took the photograph to the light. The same face as in the 
Sandhurst one, which even now, in a hidden recess of his pocket- 
book, lay on his breast ; but older, manlier, more vigorous. What 
true, good eyes, looking out of the frame with a straight, frank 
gaie! 

■' You seem quite absorbed in your soldier couan," said the girl 
in a tone of light mockery. 

Fargus put down the portrait. 

"Your English uniforms, with their perpetual changes, are a 
puzzle to me," he said with an effort. Then, seeing that she was 
observing him with curiosity, he went on more easily, giving another 
look at the portrait. " I dare say I, too, should have liked that — 
extremely distant relative of mine. Now, where does he come 
in?" 

" Oh, he has a strange history. His father, poor Susie's brother, 
was, it seems, a very wild young man — the squire thinks him too 
wicked to be mentioned ; but I think he must have been rather 
nice. Anyhow, he married a lovely Spanish woman, and a year 
had not gone by when he was drowned off Portsmouth. She died, 
in Spain, when Lewis was a baby, and Lewis was brought up by 
his grandfather, and only came to England on his deaih. Susie 
loved him so — 1 think she really loved him better than her own son ; 
and it was when he was staying with her that I saw him first. 
Such a funny mixture of a foreign and English boy ; but he and I 
always hit it oft. I think it was seeing how disgusting the squire 
waS'With htm that made me take to him first, Mr. Hillyard brought 
him over to the Court, and you can not conceive his uncle's rude- 
ness to him— at his own table, too. We were there — papa and I— 
and it made us so angiy that we had the boy to Woldham on the 
spot. Dad and I always think alike." 

She stopped, settled the frame steadily, dusted it lightly with her 



v,,,^ Google 



104 CONSEQUENCES. 

film)' pocket-handkerchief, and leaning her hands behind her on the 
table, went on merrily : 

" That finished the squire with me forever, you know. Besides, 
I never did like him, from the time I was a tiny thing ; I remember 
he used to poke me under the chin with his stiff forefinger, and say, 
• Well, little girl ? ' and I would have bitten him had I dared. So I 
do not think Lewis had much loss there, and we saw all the more of 
him here. He went to papa for advice in everything, and now my 
dear old dad, who has no boy of his own big enough to be worth 
mentioning, having done such a lot for him, is as proud as Punch of 
\a'& protdgi, follows all the Cassttes, and thinks him on the highroad 
to glory. It seems he has done really wonderfully well for the short 
time he has been in the service." 

The father listened in. silence. Biiler and sweet combined ! 
. . . Susie dead ! He had feared to meet his sister — partly for the 
perspicacity of her loving eyes ; partly, on the other hand, from an 
unreasoning repugnance to be greeted as a stranger by her who had 
been the one pure affection of his youth. Thus, when the time 
came when he was free to do so, he had forborne to seek her, for- 
1 ,jj inquiries, with an irresolution very foreign to his usual 

now that she was beyond his discovery ... I Well, 
slender pink-cheeked little sister of his young days would 
'or him, replaced by no careworn gray-haired widow, witii 
it of years and sorrow upon her. But he would yet devise 
>d for her children. She had not deserted his— bless her 
ven as he — the father — had done ; ay, and like the highly 
td of the house, the virtuous Squire of Gilham, who had 
I visit the father's sins upon the innocent son ! Fargus's 
wed at the indignity he would have smiled at had it been 
himself. 

at was bitter. Vet sweetness was there, too, coming from 
'aced, starry-eyed girl, who spoke so bravely of his boy, 
fied his portrait with such tender fingers. This was a 
Lewis to come to, and if one day he were to find a wife 
y, the boy might well go further and fare worse, 
a smile, as he suddenly realized the length his reflections 
Ting him to, Fargus aroused himself from his lit of ab- 
in time to see Maude turn joyfully to a white-haired, erect 
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old man who had appeared at the open door, and proudly lead him 
forward to introduce him as her father. 

" Glad to see you, sir ; glad to see you ! " said the General, who 
had little bright-blue eyes under immense bushes of white eyebrows, 
and an ^r of extreme military severity which ill concealed a kind- 
ness almost amounting, as all said who were fortunate enough to 
know him well, to weak-mindedness. " This puss would not let you 
go. she tells me : I am glad of it." 

"1 did not need much pressing," said Fargus, returning the 
cordial handshake. 

The old man, snorting once or twice, after an odd way he had, 
subjected him to a scrutinizing, twinkling survey, and seemingly full 
of approval after this inspection, marched him off to the smoking- 
room in a most friendly manner. His comfortable opinion was 
enhanced on the production of a deep-colored pipe from the 
stranger's case, and when, after half an hour's genial conversation, 
Fai^s rose to take his leave, the General seized the pretext of a 
passing shower to press him to remain and dine there in so 
homely and hospitable a manner that refusal would have seemed 
ungracious. 

It was a pleasant meal. The host presided in a smoking suit. 
out of regard for the guest's morning attire, at the cosy round table, 
bright with old silver and scarlet geraniums — a bunch of the latter 
flowers in the front of Miss Maude's white dress betraying whose 
hand it was that had so tastefully settled them. The venerable 
butler and a chubby-faced footman, evidently grown on the estate, 
attended with perhaps more goodwill than strict decorum ; but 
the most severe formalist would have found it hard to take ex- 
ception to the confidential little conversations of the major-domo 
with his master, or to the smiles which Maude's sallies produced in 
both retainers. 

Fargus heard nothing more that evening on what lay nearest to 
his heart. On the contrary, the turn of conversation obliged him to 
talk much himself and often about himself, The General's inno- 
cent curiosity about the New World and his own experiences were 
such that he could not, without affectation, have avoided doing so. 
He had. however, the rare talent of keeping himself in the back- 
grouTid while narrating personal adventures graphically and with 
picturesque humor. 
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Presently the General made a discovery which brought his de- 
light in his new neighbor to a culminating point. 

In due course the conversation turned upon military questions — 
the old soldier, as Maude said, was never thoroughly happy unless 
he talked shop. After delivering himself of divers very sage re- 
marks on the War of Secession, in which he displayed the most 
guileless state of fog on the conjplicated history of that movement, 
and after being tactfully set right by Fargus, he suddenly exclaimed 
good-humoredly : 

" You seem to know a terrible lot about it ; you must have been 
something more than a looker-on, I'll warrant." 

" I raised and commanded a regiment of horse under Lee," an- 
swered Fargus in his quiet manner. 

Maude looked up quickly at the long scar which started &'om the 
iron-gray wave of hair at the temple and disappeared in the close- 
trimmed peaked beard ; her father was silent for a moment, open- 
mouthed in sheer astonishment. But as the visitor attempted, un- 
obtrusively, to launch another topic, the General exploded. 

" Why, damme ! " he exclaimed, in his excitement forgetting his 
manners and snorting violently, "you do not mean to say you are 
tke Colonel Fargus ? How stupid of me ! I should have recog- 
nized the name at once. But why have you dropped your rank? 
why give yourself out as plain Mr. here? why hide a glorious title, 
sir?" 

"Oh," rejoined Fargus lightly, "remember we were rebels— as 
they said — and most of us retired into private life when our side was 
definitely crushed. Moreover, among the Yankees, colonels, even 
generals, are rather common ; it is avery different distinction here." 

But the General was started. He would have no evasions ; the 
Potomac, Gettysbui^, all the tecrible and gallant episodes of that 
obstinate struggle, had to be descanted on, until Maude saw, per- 
haps with some relief, the quartet of small Woldhams trooping In 
for dessert. 

This created a diversion. It was pretty to see them run to 
Maude, to see her bright girl-face soften with a maternal tenderness, 
to watch the liberality, tempered by prudence, with which she dis- 
tributed good things among the little folks. The children, chubby- 
faced, clean-skinned, curly-locked, and, generally, satisfactory speci- 
mens of the young generation, hung round the elder sister, and 
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peered at the stranger's cammanding face with round blue eyes. 
But his smile and gentle voice soon won them from their fears, and 
before long the two youngest hopes, extremely sturdy young men, 
in white frocks of a starched and scarifying description, found them- 
selves seated, one on each knee, absorbed in the contemplation of 
bis repeating watch. 

Presently Maude rose, observing that Billy WInky was coming. 
she thought, and marshaled the little battalion bedward, 

Fargus watched the beautiful creature, who seemed to take such 
tiring responsibihty on her young shoulders so cheerfully and ably, 
8S she walked out of the room, the smallest in her arms, the second 
by the hand, and two boisterously holding her skirt, and bidding 
her imperatively to trot ; and there was an unwonted warmth of in- 
terest in his eyes. There was the presiding genie of that house 
that had, it seemed, always held out its hospitality to the fatherless 
boy, where he had found friendship and support, where Susie was 
talked of in loving words. , . 

He held the door open for her, and, as she laughingly passed 
him with her armful and looked up to bid good-night, she met his 
kindly gaze with a bright confidence, as if aware that in this ac- 
quaintance of one day she already possessed a friend. 

When the last rosy pair of lips had babbled the short night's 
prayer at " Muddle's " knee, and the last curly head was safe on its 
pillow, Maude went into her room and sat at the open window to 
ponder on many things. She heard the champing of Colonel Far- 
gus's horse and the beat of a restless hoof on the grave! beneath the 
window; then her father's cheery "Good-night," then the retreat- 
ing sound of the horse's feet along the winding road until it faded 
into the night's stillness. 

And on his side Fargus, as he found his way back through the 
cool, odorous darkness of the park, was lost in conflicting thoughts ; 
thb first visit to the more immediate scenes of his whilom life was 
full of revelations. All the old generation, save the squire — from 
whom theie were now new wrongs to add to the former grudges — 
Susie, the dear sister, her husband. Lady Gwendolin. his secret 
friend— all these had been swept into the abyss of eternity. The 
world belonged to the young : to Maude Woldham, the light of the 
old Hall ; to that unknown boy of his for whose sake he now was 
trying to resume the thread of a discarded existence. Those were 
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truths to make a man feel old ^id turn his thoughts, in softening 
mood, toward the younger self—that young self whom he now saw 
in imagination stretched on the deck of the mighty white troopship 
at that moment cleaving its homeward way through the Indian 
Ocean. 



CHAPTER IV. 

IE DANCE OF DEATH. 



Before a week had elapsed, the tenant of the " Lone Grange " 
had glided into close and friendly relations with his neighbors of 
the haif'timber house. The General had stopped once or twice, on 
his way to or from the county town, to smoke half a pipe and have 
another interesting chat with his new acquaintance, each time con- 
veying him back in triumph to lunch or dinner at the Halt, where 
Maude always gave him the welcome — sweetest possible to a home- 
less, childless man — of an old-established friend of the family. The 
Hall party, children and all, had come to tea at the Grange, where 
Maude had taken possession of the tea-table under the spreading 
chestnut, and ministered to her host's comfort, while he looked on 
in aesthetic enjoyment of the situation. 

He returned the openly displayed liking of the Woldhams as 
fully as his preoccupied mind would allow ; the childlike simplicity 
of the General appealed to something not unsimilar hidden in his 
own more developed, cultivated nature ; the happy family life espe- 
cially interested and attracted him, who had never known that placid 
kind of happiness. Round the central figure of the group, that 
image of radiant girlhood and womanly sweetness, he had already 
begun, half unconsciously, to weave a series of rosy schemes, in 
which a certain unknown son of his played a prominent part. For 
Maude spoke of Lewis frequently, and always with aflectionate in- 
terest. It was Lewis who had given her the black reUiever, her 
faithful guardian ; it was Lewis who had set up the basket swing 
for the children — they were then toddling babies ; Lewis who had 
first ridden her bay pony, etc., etc. 

His name came constantly and naturally to her lips, and though 
she had frowned and flushed with quick vexation, and dropped the 
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subject markedly when her father once jocularly comroented on 
their young attachment o( years gone by, Fargus, with much private 
satisfaction, had drawn his own surmises— as much from her con- 
fusion as the General's banter. Indeed, he ended by settling quite 
comfortably in his own mind that the young mistress of Woldham 
was an attraction which must inevitably draw the boy there as soon 
as might be on his arrival, and that the coign of vantage now se- 
cured by himself was still more singularly well-placed than he had 
first conceived it. 

It was therefore a grievous blow to all his plans, as well as a 
personal regret, when, after some three weeks of this pleasant in- 
tercourse, Maude's immediate departure for a month's stay at Hom- 
burg, with an invalid aunt, was announced. The girl herself evinced 
a vexation which corroborated his own private ideas. There was a 
cloud on her face, usually so bright. 

" Oh, how I do wish I could stop here ! " she cried when it came 
to saying good-by, and there was a quiver of her pretty lip. " But 
Aunt Annie is so delicate, and as 1 half promised her in London, 
and now she counts upon me, 1 can not leave her in the lurch. As 
for dad, though he has the boys, he is always miserable, I know, 
when I am away. Happily, he has got you ; you will go and set 
him now and again, will you not.* It may be more than a month 
for all I know, and I can not bear to leave dad alone — and— and — " 

She gently drew her fingers from the friendly grasp which had 
grown warm and close round them, and blushed as, looking up to 
him with swimming eyes, she met his kindly, searching glance. 
But he could not put his sympathy in words — could not tell her 
how well he understood and felt with her. It would be sad indeed, 
when the young soldier came home in the first flush of his joy, to 
find his mistress, the light of the old place, gone ! 

The next morning came a letter to the Grange, which, while it 
filled Fargus with a joyful anxiety of expectation, doubled his regret 
that the eariy train, whose departing shriek was faintly audible in 
the blue distance of the still, summer air, was, even now, carrying 
away Maude Woldham at the top of its speed. 

Not an interesting missive to look at : a long envelope, indited 
in a clerk-like hand. But its contents, dated from the " Private In- 
quiry Office," set forth that the troop-ship on board which, as had 
been ascertained. Lieutenant L. G. Ketr was a passenger, had been 
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spoken off GibralUtr on the previous Saturday, and was expected 
to-morrow at Portsmouth, whither an agent was about to proceed, 
to report daily the movements of the g;entleman, 

'■To-morrow — that is this morning I" thought the father. "At 
this moment, perhaps, he is landing or about to land ! " And, be- 
tween two puffs of his cigar, in the brilliant blue, framed by the 
open window, a vision of the scene rose up before him. 

The stately white trooper, lightened out of the water and stained 
by the long voyage, is gliding majestically with slackened speed 
throu^ the granite mouth of the harbor. The air is loud with the 
strains of the " Welcome " band on yonder training-ship — " Home, 
sweet home," that tiresome, hackneyed tune, as we usually think it, 
yet so rife with tender meaning just now to those bronzed exiles 
who might, so lightly, never have seen more the dear coasts of their 
own land, that there are few eyes quite dry among the swarms of 
eager faces peering over the bulwarks. There is a waving of hand- 
kerchiefs — the semaphore w£^s his occult words of greeting. Then 
cheer upon cheer — that shudder-breeding, almost terrible sound of 
hundreds of voices sending out. as one voice, the utterance of hun- 
dreds of hearts under the same impulse- What wonder that even 
the most callous, the most lonesome, should at such a moment feel 
a tightening of the strings that bind him to all humanity? And 
there is now no one to meet his boy ! Brave fellow ! no doubt his 
spirit is light with the joyousness of the first long leave. After a 
well-filled period of active service it is a goodly thing to return to 
the country one has offered one's life for. 

Fargus turned from the window with a sigh and a smile. Was 
he building on sand, after all ? He knew that his son was a scholar, 
a keen soldier — also a favorite in a certain guileless, warm-hearted 
family ; but that was all. There might yet be bitter disappointment 
for these hopes which had wajted so strong of late. Well, well, these 
first movements of the boy — which, poor fellow! he little suspected 
were to be noted and reported on — would no doubt reveal the young 
man's real character. 

This plan of spying on his son had been prompted by a desire 
so free from all vulgar curiosity, so pure and unselfish in its ends, 
that it had now lost all its odious significance to the father. He 
waited for the morrow's letter with deep anxiety. 

It is strange to watch what proportions a desire which has sprang 
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to life through mere fortuitousness will sometimes assume in a man's 
life. As the day wore on, Far^s found himself connecting even 
trivial detdls with the cherished plans which seemed so near their 
fulfillment. When he sat to his solitary lunch, he ordered bacli a 
bottle belonging to a certain precious vintage, one of the few in his 
cellar, with the thought that be would reserve it and its fellows for 
the time when the boy would, unconsciously, be his father's guest. 
He made inquiries of the occasional stable help as to the prospect 
of game on his unpreserved acres of rough shooting. He wandered 
into the spare bedroom, where some trifling alterations su^ested 
themselves ; then back into his sitting-room, where he gazed ab- 
stractedly at the trophy of American curiosities, cynegetic, warlike 
and savage, anticipating the interest of showing them to the young 

" This alone would be sufficient pretext to vrile him over from 
Woldham," he pondered. " The lad must be fond of curious arms 
— I am sure be has never seen a gimlet-icnife. Ah ! I will make 
him a present of that redstone pipe, if he gives me a chance." And, 
taking it down from its rack, he turned it over with a gentle touch. 

As he stood thus absorbed in thought, again feeding upon the 
future, despite all wiser determinations, the door was opened by 
Turner's noiseless hand, and the latter announced, with his usual 
soft impressiveness, " Mr. Hillyard." 

Fai^s laid down his pipe. With some emotion rose before him 
the image of the toddling infant boy at Susie's knee. And he turned 
round with a cordial smile to greet his sister's only son. But the 
first glance was a disappointment. There was naught in the vis- 
itor's features or countenance which recalled the dear memory. 

The keen face, with its pallid beauty ; the gray eyes, observant 
and secretive; the powerful forehead and the firm mouth, the cool 
self-possessed bearing, of the stranger for whom he had that instant 
felt a movement of spontaneous affection, although eliciting his ad- 
miration at once, made a chilling Impression. There was naught 
of Susie there. It was only a presentment— with fair hair and light 
eyes and an almost too purely intellectual countenance— of the 
father, a man whom Fargus knew to have been both good and true, 
but for whom Gcoige Kerr had never had other sympathy than that 
produced by the knowledge of his little sister's happiness. 

The light of pleasure went out of Fargus's eyes under his dis- 
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appointment. And the two men's glances crossed coldly and for- 
mally, like sword-blades in a courteous bout. 

" While I am happy, Colonel Fargus," the visitor said, as they 
shook hands, speaking in a clear, precise, rather high-toned voice, 
" to profit by this opportunity on my own account, I must first of 
all inform you that I come here as the representative of my uncle, 
Mr. Kerr, with'whom I am stopping a few days. He has asked 
me to call upon you, and to enpress his regret that his present weak 
state of health — he has been quite an invalid since the death of his 
second son — should debar him from coming himself." 

" I am very glad to see you," returned David Fargus, motioning 
his guest to an armchair, and pushing the box of cigars toward 
him. "As for Mr. Kerr, I shall myself, if I may, visit him at the 
Court." 

"That is just what I was going to ask you to do. Colonel," said 
Charles Hillyard, inserting his long thin fingers into the cigar-box, 
and shaking himself comfortably into his chair, keeping his host 
under his gray eye the while. " The squire wants to know if you 
will waive ceremony and come to lunch to-morrow. In the country, 
you know, people do not stand hard and fast on etiquette, so you 
will excuse formalities. I believe, however " — with an easy smile 
at his entertainer — " that is not what you suffer from most on the 
other side of the ocean." 

" Pray tell your uncle I shall have great pleasure in coming," an- 
swered Fargus, with that grave simplicity that always proved a bar- 
rier ag^nst undue familiarity. 

For a moment there was silence, during which the two eitamined 
each other with covert intentness. 

" An excellent cigar. Colonel," began the younger once more, 
with an unconscious change from his former somewhat flippant 
manner. 

" They are last year's crop — a special one, as you no doubt arc 
aware. I brought them myself from Cuba." 

Here the conversation languished again. Charles Hillyard looked 
curiously round the room, then, in a puzzled way, at the stranger, 
who sat in a dignified silence that bad nothing of awkwardness, 
waiting for him to speak. He made a fresh start. 

" We have heard a great deal about you from General Wold- 
bam," he said, with well-assumed cordiality, which had not, how- 
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ever, the g;enuine ring to his listener's ear. " Dear old foozle, is he 
not? He rode over to see the squire yesterday, and spoke mainly 
about you and your prowess. You have quite won his heart. 
Colonel," 

Under the grave gaze fixed on him Charles Hillyard faltered a 
little, and the cheeriness of the last remark was slightly overdone in 
consequence. 

•' Pardon me," interrupted Fargus, smiling, " did not the General 
abo tell you that when I had done with my military life, such as it 
was, I bade good-by likewise to military rank ? I do not call myself 
Colonel." 

The gentle rebuke brought a quick flush of surprise and a light 
glow of annoyance to the visitor's face. 

"Pray forgive me," he said, with instinctive good breeding, 
" though my mistake was a natural one. To those who have read 
something of your great national conflict, it is hard to dissociate the 
name of Fargus from the prefix under which it has become so well 
known." 

The elder man acknowledged, in his own mind, the cleverness 
wth which his nephew had disengaged himself ; he appreciated, too, 
the tact the young man now showed in not resting on the compli- 
mentary amendment, but changing the subject naturally by a ques- 
tion about the Lone Grange. 

" It was my home for a short time ; we lived here some months 
after my father's death — until my poor mother followed him, in 
fact." The sadness that deepened in Fai^us's eyes was absent 
from Charles's unsottened face. " I know every nook and comer of 
the old place," he went on. " Do you not find it rather large and 
rambling?" 

" 1 have made a nest for myself in these four ground-floor rooms ; 
the rest is condemned, save, of course, servants' offices, which, I am 
glad to say, are sufficiently remote to be ignored altogether. I am 
perfectly content with my habitation." 

" It is a curious choice," commented Charles tentatively. " The 
shooting is not particularly good, and there are two or three far 
better boxes, with really good preserves attached, to be let in the 
neighborhood. As a rule, my uncle found it difficult to dispose of 
this place ; it is too remote, too lonely, too large, people say." 

David Fargus acquiesced in these statements with another of hie 
8 
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placid smiles. Charles looked at his cigar meditatively tor a while, 
then, after another rather hard stare at his host, rose to take his 
leave. As again they shook hands, there was a kindly gleam of 
amusement in Fai^s's eye. 

"Well, then, to-morrow at one o'clock," said Charles, with his 
spasmodic friendliness. 

The other accompanied him to the door, where he remained a 
few seconds after his guest's departure, lost in thought. 

As the young man's slight, well-balanced figure rounded the 
grass-plot and passed by the overgrown garden, a shrill, childish 
voice cleaved the air. 

" Well, Charlie, have yoo measured him'? How long b he ? " 

Charles stopped and glanced over the hedge with a slight 

scowl, 

"Playing truant again, I see!" he said sharply, then shook his 

finger and passed on. 

"Who is it. Turner?" asked Fargus, in some surprise, turning 

to the servant, who was hovering near the door after letting the 

visitor out, 

oung masters from Woldham Hail, if you please, sir," 
t discreet person, heroically repressing a tendency to 
hey said they preferred to wait till Mr. Hillyard had 
Jiey would stroll in the garden meanwhile. The cook, 
to interfere, as they was eating the peaches, but I s^d 
^t you would be displeased if they was disturbed." 
right. Turner," said his master warmly. "Tell the cook, 
11 the peaches, such as they are, are to be reserved for 
jentlemen. And ask them to come in, please." 
hat moment there put in an appearance on the green- 
sturdy little figures, which made up for shortness of limb 
ness of cheek by a prodigious amount of mouse-colored 
s very much buttoned, and other manly attributes, such 
carriage of the hands in trouser pockets, and an inde- 
mner of walking with legs as far apart as was consistent 

afternoon, sir. How do you do ? " said the elder of these 
lO had three more buttons to his gaiters than Che younger 
r copy of himself, lifting his cap, and extending, as he 
lall, veiy dirty hand. 
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" How do you do, my man ? " said Fargus, heartily shaking that 
member, in far too complete sympathy with the spirit of his small 
visitor to think of kissing the fruit-stained face. 

"We just rode over to see you." continued the sportsman, 
" 'cause it's so dull at home without Muddie. Yes, thanks, I'd like 
tea, and so would Tom. We've had fruit in the garden. Cook came 
out with a rolling-pin, but Turner said we might go on ; didn't you, 
Turner ? We like Turner. We didn't come in at once, you know, 
'cause of Charlie. We thought we'd wait, 'cause we don't like 
Charlie." 

"We don't like Charlie," said Tom, the echo. 

Then the pair sat down side by side on the sofa, with the gait- 
ered legs a long way ofi the ground, and smiled confidently at their 
host, who looked back at them with pleasure and tenderness. 

Lewis, too, the unknown, had no doubt t)een just such a sturdy, 
brave-hearted little lad. What pleasures, of the purest in existence, 
had not hb father deliberately denied himself, when he had left to 
others the task of leading the litOe spirit from childhood to boy- 
hood ; of watching the innocent mind develop day by day ; of sow- 
ing the sound seed in the vii^ soil, to see it fructify in later years 
to good and noble uses I 

" Did Charlie measure you ? " burst forth the elder boy again, 
after a pause for breath. " I suppose you didn't let him, 'cause he 
looked so cross when he went away. I shouldn't have let him 
measure me ; I'd have hit him in the eye, I would. Did you hit him 
in the eye ? " 

"Not exactly," said the man gravely; "but I did not lei him 
measure me, either." 

The boy swung his legs ecstatically. 

"He came last night to dinner, you know. Father talked of 
you ; father likes you, so do we ; we think you are the nicest man 
we ever saw. Father said you were a great traveler. He said you , 
were the only man here who had anything to say. Charlie said he 
thought you would turn out a fr — a fr — it wasn't frog, but it was 
something like it. And he said he'd soon take your measure. And 
father said you were a great man, and Charlie said he thought it 
was fishy of you to be here, and he wouldn't say why. And father 
got quite red and rapped the table, and we laughed, and Muddie 
looked so cross and told us to keep quiet. Muddie and Charlie 
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walked up and down on the terrace afterward, and when Muddie 
came to put us to bed her face was quite red too. And she wouldn't 
talk a bit. And when she kissed us, 1 said, ' I hate Charlie, Muddie ; 
I love Mr. Fargus.' We do love you, you know, 'cause. . . , But 
Muddie said, 'You mustn't hate Charlie,' and I said, 'Why?' and 
she wouldn't tell. And now I'll have tea, and so will Tom.'' 

" And so my clever nephew thinks I am a fraud ! " said Fargus 
to himself, as the little pair, escorted by the respectfully protective 
Turner, at length departed full of cake and bliss, and proud joint- 
possessors of an Indian arrow. "Why this suspicion? It ill be- 
comes so young a man. I am glad my dragoon does not look like 
him, handsome fellow though he be." Then, laughing aloud at the 
recollection of the boys' ingenuous disclosures: "Poor Charlie! I 
am afraid he did not find it so easy to measure me, after all." 

Next morning the bay horse carried his master across the purple 
heather, on to the well-known Gilham road, tree-shadowed, meadow- 
bordered, beautiful with wild hedge-rows and long vistas of waving 
cornfields; through the great gates, under the limes and chestnuts; 
finally before that picturesque massive pile that had seen the dawn 
of George Kerr's strange life. 

" All comes in time to him who can wait," thought Fargus, as 
be dismounted before the porch he had not seen, except in imagina- 
tion, for some thirty years. " But it did seem as it, but tor poor 
Charlie and his curiosity about the new neighbor, I might have 
waited an unconscionable while for a plausible opportunity to return 
to this estate. Ah 1 good -morning," This aloud to his nephew, 
who appeared on the steps and gracefully came forward to receive 

The young man, looking handsomer than ever in his loose brown 
velvet coat, made the guest welcome to his uncle's house with an 
easy courtesy, faultless of its kind ; there was not a trace in him now 
of yesterday's subdued irritation. 

He ushered the visitor into the dining-hall ; but, on finding the 
great room deserted, left him with an apology. " I thought my 
uncle had been already here," he said. " If you do not mind watt- 
ing a second or two — this is the most ancient part of the Court, con- 
tains the best pictures, and is generally supposed to be the show- 
room — I will go and announce your arrival" 
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And thus did David Far^s, the cosmopolitan, the citizen of the 
world, the hero of endless adventures by flood and field, find himself 
once more under the converging gaze of his ancestors. 

" Yes, he is here, back at last, after thirty years ! " he muttered 
in answer to their mute greeting. "Thirty years during which he 
swore never to return — and only home, after all, under a false char- 
acter. What do you think of him ? " And slowly he went round 
the room, stopping to interpellate each vigorous old Kerr face with 
half-smiling, half-sad recognition. There were the gentlemen in 
demi-armor and white scarfs, flowing locks and peaked beards, 
who had well-nigh brought ruin to their descendants by devotion to 
the royal cause— this one had given his life at Naseby, that one at 
Marston Moor ; there was the sallow, clean-shom personage in high 
peruke who. family precedents notwithstanding, had wisely acqui- 
esced in the '■ glorious Revolution " ; and after him the rosy-gilled, 
powdered descendants who patriotically loved port, cocked their 
hats after Dettingen, and fought in the rear guard at Fontenoy; the 
commodore, round the comer, with inevitable chart and telescope, 
and an impossible ship on an impossible sea in the background; 
next to him his father, with gold medal and many-clasped Peninsu- 
lar ribbon, grasping on canvas the gilt-bladed sword which hung in 
reality under the frame, enveloped in smoke popularly held to be 
that of powder burned at Waterloo. 

The stem blue eyes of William Kerr looked down reproachfully 
at his son. " How could you give up our name." they seemed to 
say — "deny our country and our forefathers? Such a name, such a 
country, such ancestors ! " And yet the kindly mouth whispered to 
the mind's ear another greeting : " It is well you have come back at 
last — do not go again ; look to the future of our own race ; let me 
see no flesh and blood of mine estranged from our house." 

It was a noble portrait. Beside it the presentment of the living 
squire looked unutterably meaningless and wooden — correctly con- 
ventional in his pink as Master of Fox-hounds. 

Full of unwonted emotion under the memories of that long-for- 
gotten affection of his childhsod, Fai^s turned to seek, in the fem- 
inine gallery, for the delicate, vaguely remembered outline of the 
young mother who had died in giving him birth. 

But although female ascendants figured in goodly array and 
almost unbroken sequence, from the languorous-eyed, curly locked/ 
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very bare-bosomed beauties of Restoration days, to the smiling, 
good-naiured image of her who had been his step -brother's faithful 
wife, the sweet young face which in former days had hung in the 
place of honor over the high mantel-board had disappeared. 

" William all over!" said he to himself, with a sudden uprising 
of the fiery spirit he had believed dead this many a year, and a curi- 
ous return to the old fraternal animosity. " And it tallies well with 
his treatment of my boy. But may be he has not done with that 
obnoxious branch of his family yet, disown them aad banish them 
as he will." 

The opening door and the slow advance of a gaunt and totter- 
ing figure broke in upon this angry train of thought, and David 
Fargus, turning, saw the present head of his race, and_ buried all 
resentment forever in feelings of pitying indulgence. He had been 
prepared for a change, of course ; but this wreck of a strong man, 
this great broken-down frame, this lack-luster eye and enfeebled 
speech, he had not looked for. The squire was, after all, but six- 
teen years or so older than he ; but while he felt, in mind and body, 
all the vigor of maturity, his brother was indeed an old man. Like 
most of those who age suddenly, William Kerr had aged terribly ; 
his face bore that drawn, distressed look which so painfully betrays 
the loss of vital power when the natural placidity of age has not 
gradually taken its place. 

He received Fargus with a feeble reflex of the mechanical cere- 
moniousness and pomposity which had once been so irritating to 
the latter. They exchanged the few meaningless commonplaces 
usual on such occasions. For one instant, as they took their seats 
at the table, Fargus felt his self-possession fail him beneath a curi- 
ously intent look which appeared suddenly, like the up-leaping of a 
dying flame, in the squire's eyes. But the danger was over almost 
as soon as perceived. 

" I thought, at first, I had seen you somewhere before this," the 
old man muttered, half apologetically, while his gaze resumed its 
former inertness ; " but it was a mistake — a mistake." 

Then he drew himself together with the pitiable effort of one 
who strives against decay of mind and body, and addressed his 
visitor on the broad subject of America, after the condescendingly 
interested manner of an English county gentlemen who has a proper 
appreciation of the vested superiority of his own status. 
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"My son, sir, has just been there," he explained with compla- 
cent civility, to account for his interest in that country. " He is a 
great traveler, and is making the GranJ Tour — in our days a Grand 
Tour must needs be round the world." 

" Lucky fellow 1 " put in Charles in his diy way. 

"He has been two years away now/'theoldman went on; "but 
he will be home soon, I trust, He is my only son now, and we 
English landowners think our heirs should remain as much 3.1 pos- 
sible on the estate, that they may learn the duties of their position 
in life. But I suppose young men must travel too, and see the 
world, if only to appreciate the more what they find at home." 

There was something touching in the way in which the broken 
man's pride seemed to struggle with his paternal sense of injuiy. 
Fargus admired, as the meal proceeded, the tact and patience with 
which Charles humored his uncle. For his part, he strove to main- 
tain the conversation at a tolerable degree of interest. But the 
elaborately served and lengthy repast was so Hke those which used, 
in days gone by, to try his boyish patience so terribly, that it pro- 
duced an almost dreamlike effect upon him. There was the same 
immense waste of table, the same mathematical center decoration, 
the same slow, grating voice — now tremulous and feeble — with 
never an inflection to heat its monotony; the old room unchanged, 
the sunlight streaming in as of yore through the stained diamond 
panes, to draw its prismatic patterns across the white expanse of 
table-cloth. He halt expected to see the door open and Susie slip 
in, blushing, with her timid excuse for unpunctuality, or to hear 
sweet-mouthed Lady Gwendolin meekly deprecating her lord and 
master's severity with their chubby boys. Ah me ! those two gen- 
tle women, who had smoothed the path of his boyhood and intract- 
able youth, under the sod, as was also already one of those merry 
children who had given so fair a promise! And the squire, wid- 
owed, lonely, stamped with the mark of dissolution, broken down 
by sorrow, all the more melancholy a spectacle that the same old 
narrow ungenial spirit still lived in him to make his age unbeautiful. 

Fargus fourtd it hard to combat the melancholy that was taking 
possession of his soul, though the fare was of the best, though 
Charles spoke brilliantly and interestingly — as though with the de- 
sire of effacing the disagreeable impression of the previous day— 
though the squire himself, when they adjourned to the terrace for 
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coffee and cigars, had wonderfully unbent to his guest and seemed 
a little brightened and invigorated. And at that peaceful hour, 
under the noble shadow of his old home, under a sky of deepest 
summer blue, the oppression and sadness increased upon him every 
minute until to speak or even to listen was an effort. 

Suddenly a tall figure, black from head to foot, appeared on the 
sunbright sward and hurried toward them. At sight of him Fargus 
started to his feet with an unreasoning presentiment of evil. It was 
only the Rector, after all, but his was a pallid, disturbed face, and 
he held an orange-colored envelope in his hand. The squire, undis- 
turbed by such forebodings, called out, for him, quite cheerily : 

" Halloa, Mr. Mivart ! this is an unexpected pleasure. You are 
just in time for a cup of coffee." 

The poor unwilling messenger of evil gave a piteous look at 
Charlie. 

" What is it ? " whispered the latter hastily. 

" Bad news, bad news ! " 

The old man caught the words with surprising quickness. He 
rose at once, straightening his feeble form to rigid attention. 

" My son ? " he cried in a loud voice. 

After a terrible and bungling attempt to break gradually the 
whole misfortune to the unhappy father, the brutal, irrevocable 
truth had to be told. His son, the last remaining child, was 
dead. 

For a moment the squire stood bolt upright with outstretched 
arms, in his first attitude of agonized inquiry ; then his face all at 
once grew purple ; suRused with blood, his eyes started from their 
orbits ; they ran to gather round him, but before they could receive 
him in their arms, so swiftly came the stroke, he had fallen forward 
on the gravel walk. 

As they raised him, and beheld the distorted countenance 
streaming with blood, the swollen discolored neck and upturned 
eyes, Fai^s alone retained enough self-command to give immedi- 
ate help. 

" I have seen this before — cerebral hasmorrhage," he said, quick- 
ly loosening the old man's collar and raising his head. " I should 
bleed him if I dared. Charlie, send some one for the doctor. Sir, 
you and I must at once bring him into the house." 

It was only afterward that he remembered how, in the urgency 
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of the moment, he had addressed his nephew as it came familiariy 

Charlie, however, did not appear to have noticed the slip. He 
appreciated the calmness and authority of the stranger at this crisis, 
and begged him to remain till the doctor should have made his 
appearance. The clergyman, a nervous man who seemed pro- 
foundly disturbed by his own enforced action in this painful scene, 
soon made an excuse to withdraw. Thus Fargus and his nephew 
found themselves silently watching in the darkened room by the 
stricken father's bedside, listening to the stertorous breathing which 
alone betokened life, and busily renewing the ice bandages they had 
laid on his forehead. 

When the doctor arrived, and he no longer could be of any use, 
the visitor from the Lone Grange, in his turn, was glad to leave 
behind him that abode of sorrow, and be free in solitude to ponder 
over the full bearing of this unforeseen development in Kerr of Gil- 
ham's affairs. The doctor's look as he had bent over his patient 
had been ominous, and confirmed his own opinion of the case : 
within a very short time the last but one, ostensibly, of the direct 
line in that ancient house would have joined the majority. 

To one who, like Fargus, had seen in his career so much of life 
and death — who had so often himself trod the narrow, uncertain 
path on either side of which lies the gulf of eternity— the sight of 
approachmg dissolution, especially in a man for whom he had never 
felt any sympathy, could net be the cause of deep emotion. But 
the impending catastrophe added a new Interest to the scheme into 
which he was now weaving, daily closer, his own existence. 

At the moment when all life-energy would have finally radiated 
away from that prostrate body, the rightful ownership of those noble 
lands, the headship of " name, arms, and estates," would devoh-e, 
de jure, on the stranger of the Lone Grange, but rfrf/arfc, unless 
the latter chose— ay, or were able— to prove his identity, on a cer- 
tain young soldier who, surely, was far from dreaming of such an 
accession of fortune. 

The letter which awaited him on hU hall table— in the elongated 
envelope of the " Argus OBice "—was, at such a juncture, invested 
with a new solemnity of interest. He hesitated to open it with a 
dread of its possible contents, which, in calmer moments, he would 
have almost smiled at. It ran, however, thus : 
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" DeaK Sir : In accordance with your request, one of our a-ents 
yesterday attended at Portsmouth on the arrival ol the Crocodile 
troop-ship, and thus reports on the movements of the ofBcer whom 
you wish us to watch. 

" The gentleman in question did not seem to have any duty to 
see to. Soon after disembarking, about 1 1 A. M., having arranged 
about his personal luggage, went to the Naval Club in company 
with a friend. About an hour later he came out alone, look a long 
walk by himself along Southsea Beach, returning in time to catch 
the afternoon train to London. 

" From Waterloo Station he drove straight to Staples Inn, Chan- 
cery I-ane (where he has rooms inscribed with his name). He came 
out, three hours later, in evening dress, drove to the Army and Navy 
Club, Pall Mall, and, after an interval, apparently for dinner, walked 
over to the St. James's Theatre, where he engaged a stall. He had 
no Intercourse with any one, and after the performance walked leis- 
urely back to his rooms in Staples Inn. 

" We will continue to acquant you daily with the results of our 
observations. We are, etc, etc." 

With a sigh of relief Fargus laid down the letter and took a few 
meditative turns round his room ; then he once more, less hastily, 
read it over. Simple enough, these " movements " of the freshly 
disembarked "sub," yet pleasing in their very simplicity, and, 
coupled with what he already knew concerning the young man's 
energy and courage, completing the favorable portrait he had so 
laboriously collated. His boy was no commonplace young man, 
with the usual vulgar notions of pleasure-seeking, using up his 
manhood in unmanly dissipations : he was worthy of all the hopes 
and thoughts centered on him ; he would be worthy of the new and 
weighty position he would so soon be called upon to fill. 

The father passed the evening and night— for sleep came to him 
but little— in reflections not unpleasant, though tinged with some of 
the melancholy the day's impressions had induced. 

The next morning early he rode over to the Court. Chailes 
Hillyard was standing in the porch, as on the previous day ; but his 
face bore traces of Immense fatigue and mental preoccupation, and 
Fargus's heart softened to the young man, whom he had not cred- 
ited with so much feeling. 
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The squire was dead— had passed away at dawn that morning. 

To such an announcement there is no answer possible but the 
commonplace expression of sympathy; and Fargus tactfully short- 
ening the interview, rode away in a very reflective mood. 

Once more in his own room, he sat down to write a short note 
to the " Argus Office." 

" Dear Sir '. Be pleased to look at the obituary notices in the 
morning papers during the next few days, and, as soon as you 
notice announcement of the death of Mr. William Kerr, of Gilham, 
Yorkshire, to forward at once a copy of the paper, with the entry 
very conspicuously marlied to Mr. L. G. Kerr, at his chambers in 
Staples Inn. 

" You will understand that this must be done in a strictly anony- 



" This, I fancy, will bring the boy down — for the funeral, at 
least," he said to himself, as he closed the letter. 

But, three days later, when that ceremonial took place, and Far- 
gus attended at the Court with a stirring sense of expectancy, 
among the numerous guests assembled to render the last honors to the 
host, who, in former days, had dispensed so much hospitality at that 
very hall, there was no one to be seen who could in any way be 
taken for the person he so longed to meet. 

After that solemn rite, with its painful, unnecessary, attendant 
pomp and show, much disappointed and perplexed, the father 
walked back with General Woldham until they reached the point 
where their homeward roads diverged. 

"By the way. General," he asked, as if casually, "who comes in 
for the place now ? " 

The General snorted and puffed. 

" Why, I suppose it will be Lesvis Kerr, now in the — th D. G. 
Curiously enough, I was just this instant talking about him to 
Charles Hillyard, who says he ran up against him in town yesterday. 
He is home from India ; I knew he must be coming back, though I 
did not expect him so soon. But he apparently declined to come 
down for the funeral." 

" That is curious," said Fargus. 

" Very, It is the last thing I should have expected of him. I 
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am suT)rised. It is not like Lewis. Though the squire did behave 
badly to him, poor old man ! an event like this should bury all feuds. 
Decency, sir, should have brought him down." 

Fai^s returned to his lone house in a discontented mood. His 
bright prospects were overclouded, his plans disturbed. 

He was turning over in his mind the advisability of pushing his 
investigation up to London himself, when the evening post brought 
a partial explanation of the puzzle, and further decided his own im- 
mediate course of action. The agent's daily letter ended by the 
statement that, on the evening of the previous day, Mr. Kerr had 
driven, with luggage, to Charing Cross Station, booked for Hom- 
bui^, Germany, and started for the Continent by the mail. The 
agent bad parted company with him at Dover, " not having received 
instructions to follow the gentleman out of England." 



CHAPTER V. 

STRANGE ABODE Or A SCHOLAR AND DRAGOON. 

In that stupendous accumulation of bricks and mortar, that 
cluster of towns welded by circumstances into the vast unity called 
London, how tew of our surroundings represent lo us those of our 
ancestors' lives ! Where are now the splendors of Clare Market 
and Drury Lane, of Covent Garden or even Bloomsbury? What 
has become of the fashion of Lincoln's Inn Fields and of Holbom, 
when Gray's Inn Gardens were a meeting-place of Society, and 
Pepys would repair thither to cull the latest gossip and leer at the 

eems to be one of the inevitable results of the conditions of 
I town life that the " moneyed classes " must steadily migrate 

and farther away from the ancient town and all its associa- 
md we may expect our descendants to create, in unknown 
5, new centers of fashionable existence, while old Mayfair, 
: pride of link-extinguishers and lamp-post doors, shares at 

the fate which has successively overtaken Clare Market, 

Garden, and Bloomsbury. 

although Society has been crowded out of the mansions of 
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its past glories by the swarming influx of the toilers who supply its 
ever-increasing demands, it can yet count one class of men who, of 
necessity, live much of their life in the original dwelling-place of 
their older— the students and adepts of the law, who still people . 
those ancient colleges, the Inns of Court and their dependencies — 
even as did their predecessors of Tudor, Stuart, and Georgian limes. 

There stood in days gone by a goodly number of such hostels 
or inns, forming the individual colleges of what our old annalists 
termed the " Third Universltie of England," but few have retained 
to the present time their collegiate character; many, indeed, have 
disappeared altogether, while others have been appropriated by the 
general public ; and most, however ancient they may appear to the 
nineteenth-century eye, have terribly suffered under periodical im- 
provements. 

Yet among those institutions which have passed from their high 
- estate as houses of learning and dignity to the degradation of de- 
pending for existence on lay patronage, there still remains one 
whilom Inn of Chancery — in parts, at ?11 events — very much as it 
was beheld of Shakespeare and inhabited of Johnson. Its aspect 
on the Holbom front presents its seven gables, its bulging corbeled 
stories of stout beam and hard petrel, untouched by the rav^es of 
time, practically unchanged since the last Tudor; and clinging to 
its flanks, as moss to a mighty tree, may be seen just such a para- 
sitic growth of booth and open shoplet as it, no doubt, always 
shielded from the days of its first erection. There are the winding, 
craay stairs that creaked beneath the great lexicographer's ponder- 
ous tread, the paneled rooms filled with the memories of four centu- 
ries, the quiet courtyards, oak-ceiled hall, capacious ghostly kitchens 
and cellars ; but how altered now in their resigned decay from the 
time when Stow wrote of the "Fayrest Hall in this great law Uni- 
versity," when ruflling mootmen and utter barristers fiUed cham- 
bers and gardens with as much rollicking life as does the modem 
undor-graduate his more prosperous college on the banks of C^m 
or Isis I 

This is old Staple Inn, a too rare relic of " Old London " archi- 
tecture, built oa the original site of that Hall of the Wool Staple 
Merchants where Chaucer dealt with Custom receipts, the obsolete 
cognizance of which — a staple of wool — is even now borne on its 
escutcheon. 
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Like so many other ancient institutions swamped by the tide of 
London Ufe, Staple Inn has become rather shabby in itself and in 
its inhabitants. Fallen from the honorable intentien of its founders, 
it has had to seek support from such as choose to give it, and few 
men who can afford the comforts of modem chambers seem to care 
for the thought of settling in that aged haunt — poetical though it 
be. Yet, motley and shifting as are its occupiers, no room lonjf 
remains vacant ; and any one capable of appreciating the charm of 
seclusion in the very heart of London — the charm of living amid 
scenes sacred to the doings and thinkings of so many bygone gen- 
erations — could with but httle expenditure of trouble and money 
make for himself such a nest in the old rookery as he would be loath 
to exchange for all the nineteenth-century Queen Anne glories of 
sky-threatening mansions in more favored quarters. 

This is precisely what had been done with a set of attic-rooms 
oiTrlooking Holbom on the one side and the sleepy courtyard on 
the other. They had been cleaned and painted for the first time, 
perhaps, in this century ; their dingy, shivering casements replaced 
by new frames and light-stained diamond panes; the dilapidated 
outer-door had made way for a solid ' oak ' of college-pattern, over 
the lintel of which the name of the enterprising tenant was plain to 
see, in white letters on a. black ground. The old chambers had first 
assumed this unprecedentedly rejuvenated aspect on becoming the 
town-residence of Mr. Lewis G. Kerr, B.A. Edin,, during his under- 
graduate days at Cambridge. And so dear to the heart of their 
occupier did they finally grow, that when, in the course of events, 
he exchanged the gown for the sword, and went over the seas on 
bis country's service, he could not make up his mind to part with 
his quaint pt'ed-i-ier re, but kept it on as the shrine of his household 
gods, with the comfortable feeling that here he would, at least, 
always have a home to return to. 

And now, on a hot July day, the young dragoon, back i^^n at 
last, bronzed out of all recognition by the Indian sun, thinned, hard- 
ened, something battered by long months of Central Asian cam paigtt- 
ing and a spell of South African experience, withal more vigorous 
than ever, stood in the middle of his attic abode, between portman- 
teaus and bullock-trunks — gazing with dreamy pleasure on the dusty 
surroundings which brought him back im imagination to so many 
cbaipters of bis life now closed forever. 
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Here, after his regiment, was his home : to him congenial, how- 
ever humble and solitary. Here were all the witnesses of those 
good days of yore. The antique furniture, much worn but solid ; 
the few pictures and etchings, picked up at odd times and places, 
each representing some particular phase of taste, some embodiment 
of fancy ; in a comer, the half-suit of armor worn by some Castilian 
ancestor, about which there still hung the quaint old-world atmos- 
phere of the proud though tumble-down home of his boyish days ; 
the Sahagum rapier and the basket Ferrara crossing their true blades 
behind a Sevillian broquel ; on three of the four walls the black-oak 
bookcases, crammed with the most motley collection of volumes, 
some in the gorgeous armorial bindings of college prizes, others in 
the sober, substantial covers affected by choice editions — others, 
again, of venerable age, in their original dress of Calf or vellum, 
much yellowed by time and rubbed by loving thumbs. Accommo- 
dation being the main object, classification was naturally somewhat 
neglected ; and on the same shell slumbered, in amicable propin- 
quity. Bain's " Mind and Body," Mill's " Inductive Logic," and other 
working tools for a philosophical degree, side by side with an orig- 
inal edition of " Pickwick," a calf-bound Ben Jonson, Heine's 
" Book of Songs " in florid begilt German cloth, or a very tattered 
dog-eared Byron. But there was method, however occult, in the 
seeming confusion ; and the owner could, blindfold, have laid his 
hand, even now, on any one of the thousand odd, oft-read volumes, 
the contents of which had had so much to say to the furnishing of 
his mind. 

On the high mantel-board and in odd comers, blued and browned 
by the reeking London air, a miscellaneous array of inscribed cups 
and tankards testified to the achievement, of sundry athletic deeds 
and the conviviality of clubs long since dispersed ; while tail cov- 
ered Schoppen and china-bowled pipes stretched their long stems 
'and drooping mouthpieces behind a picture of Heidelberg Schloss, 
and revived memories of a joyous, boisterous, dreadfully irregular 
Semester at the Ruperta Carolina, pleasanter to think on now than 
it'Jiad been in reality. 

Mr. Kerr traversed his domain with a restless step, now lightly 
fingering some dust-covered chattel associated with a thousand un- 
important memories, now pau^ng by the door to open the solemn 
" Grandfather's clock " and restore its suspended animation, or by 
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the bookshelves to wake up some old acquaintance from its three 
years' sleep, reading a line at random here and there, as one ex- 
changes greeting with a comrade after lengthy absence. He reached 
for the guitar which hid its olive face against the wall as if ashamed 
of its broken, curling strings, but tossed it away, half mended, and 
sighing long-forgotten vibrations, to possess himself of a more fa- 
, miliar, once tenderly cherished object, his first meerschaum — not by 
any means to be compared with the eiquisite harmony in tawny 
brown which now reposed in his breast-pocket, but a good friend 
for all that. 

This pipe he now filled with due attention, and, lighting it, sank 
into the depth of his old dusty arm-chair with a sigh of peaceful 
content. The sound of traffic from the great street below reached 
him, muffled to a monotonous rumbling more soothing even than 
complete silence ; the yellow light of evening poured in chastened 
through the delicately tinted panes of the dormer window, and 
through a glamorous illumination of shafts of dancing motes there 
came back upon him, one after another, each different phase of his 
past life, inextricably associated with the memorials surrounding 

There, before him, hung the water-color sketch of his father, in 
HigMand uniform, and the miniature frame containing his Crimean 
medal and clasps ; the exquisite head, also in water-colors, of the 
young mother who had died in giving him life ; they had hung in 
his nursery in far Seville, where he had been taught to kiss them 
night and morning and babble a prayer tor the dead Padrectto and 
Madrecita ; round them were woven almost his first memories. 

And in a comer of the bookcase, affectionately preserved in all 
their shabbiness in a row to themselves, there were the queer old 
school books in which he had first begun to learn under the good 
old English monk, chosen for the high post of tutor to the orphan 
boy as much by reason of his nationality as of his attainments. 

What delightful hours those were in the shady court! what 
stories, what glowing descriptions of the distant Thule fell on his 
eager ears ! how proud he was when he began to understand that 
strange tongue that he was told was his father's ! how passionate a 
devotion toward what should have been his native land gradually 
grew up in his heart, fed by the romantic pictures drawn by the 
exile of the scenes of his youth I He was a great man, that Morth- 
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em monk— stores of science, mines of erudition, he had possessed 
in the eyes of his pupil ; and looking back on it now, how touching- 
ly elementary all his learning became to the successful English 
student I 

How he had longed for that unknown, far-off England, to be 
sure I Don Atanasio had promised to bring him there himself 
when he was old enough for an English school. The dear old 
grandfather I It was for his conscientious self-abnegation in bringing 
up this, the last scion of his own race, as belonging by greater right 
to the dead father's country, that surely he, Lewis Kerr, owed his 
memory the keenest gratitude. And yet when the time came at 
length for him to go, and that by himself, all in his new mourning — 
for but a fortnight before they had laid the great hidalgo in his 
grave — how bitter had been the parting ! How terrible it was to 
feel so alone on the threshold of a new life, with no one but a brand 
new guardian, one Reverend Mr. Hillyard, unknown but as the 
writer of two stifl, cold letters, between him and absolute isolation ! 

He saw himself again on the deck of the mighty steamer as she 
throbbed away in the blue and yellow dawn from the misty coast 
of Spain ; a small, shivering boy, for all his thirteen years, trying 
hard to combat the tears that would rise to his eyes, to struggle 
against the heavy pain at his heart, which, nevertheless, beat high 
with the thought of seeing England, his country, at last. And then 
the arrival. How well he remembered it all — the gray, murky at- 
mosphere, the cold welcome, the sickening disappointment, until 
" Aunt Susie " first dawned upon his life, and her warm arms 
opened to the desolate little foreigner, never to close to him again 
until they grew cold in death. 

Had it not been for that one spot of comfort, he could never 
have borne those first dreary months of his new existence, of that 
terrible school where — poor, small, backward stranger ! — he had so 
much to suffer from both masters and boys, but suffered, he was 
glad to recollect, in dogged, uncompromising silence. , 

Well, bad as those days were, the straggle was good to look 
back upon now. He had been determined to assert his claim as an 
Englishman, in spite of his disadvantages ; and he had succeeded 
in the end. Even before the happy spell of student life at Edin- 
burgh, he had forced himself to the front, made himself respected 
in class-room and playground, in spite of the unpardenable crime of 
9 
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his foreign accent. But, oh ! that glorious feeling of freedom when 

at sixteen he found himself practically his own master in the severe 
old Northern city where the rough but genuine cordiality of his 
older (ellow-students made him, for the first time since his arrival 
from the distant land of his birth, feel at home, and no longer an 
outsider ! That was a happy era altogether, for it was during his 
first session there that Robert Hillyard was presented with the 
Rectorship of Gilham, and that thus was brought about the meet- 
ing with Maude. 

Eight years ago I It was quite a 'journey down the stream of 

life to look back upon, and strange to think that the love of a little 

lass of fifteen should have outlived all the experiences, the long ab- 

Kfnrf^ the many changes — at the sanguine age, too, when life is so 

at each year is an epoch in itself ! 

e had come upon him at a very bitter moment of his young 
■his pride had been sorely hurt, and in a way that admitted of 
taliation — but the warm partisanship of the gray-blue eyes, 
g from under a cloud of tumbled brown hair, the thrill of the 
iroice, as he had first heard it, calling to him in pretty, eager 
iation, had more than made up for the offense : his star had 
or him, what did all else matter 7 

ith a tender smile at the recollection, he turned half round in 
air to look for the shield oE arms, displayed over the chimnej'- 
in the fashion affected by University men, between the es- 
;on of Alma Mater and that of his particular college. There 
sable bend, engrailed, on the field or," of Kerr of Gilham, 
red the foreign and more canting arms of Ayala, a " caravel 
tormy sea, in the heavens a solitary star." These were the 
; which, in his boyhood, he had many a time heard the old 
;nlargc upon as forming the coat which, as "Kerr y Ayala," 
s not only entitled to, but bound to maintain, 
t to him these emblems had come to mean far more than 
be interpreted by the most profound herald. And now the 
nplalion of the "bend engrailed " brought him back to that 
Table forenoon, the first and only occasion on which he had 
ot in Gilham Court, when Aunt Susie and the Rector had 
ed him forth to introduce him to the head of his family. As 
aeed through the prosperous country scenery, under the glow 
August sun, he had been amazed to bear that so many of the 
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broad acres of rich pasture-land, of the brovvn stretches of plowed 
fields, of green woods and fem-grown covers, belonged to Mr. Kerr 
of Gilham, that hitherto unknown relation of his, who had never be- 
stowed so much as one sign of inlerest on him. And then a wind- 
ing in the high-hedged road brought ihem in front of a towering 
gateway of florid iron-work set in massive pillars of red sandstone, 
and a curious emotion crept round his heart as he recc^ized in the 
weather-worn escutcheon over the keeper's lodge those very arms 
of Ken by which he had been taught in the distant land of his 
birth to set such store. So there was the home of his English fore- 
fathers; there they had been born, lived their days, and died! 
Blood is thicker than water, when all is said and done, and his heart 
had swelled with so many feelings that he could not trust himself 
to speak. In silence he had threaded his way up the windings of 
the avenue of century-old lime-trtes to the noble, time-mellowed 
manorhouse that had been his father's home. And then — would he 
ever forget his reception ? How the squire had all but disowned 
him, almost shown him the door ! 

He was more philosophical about it now, and yet it was a vexed 
subject still, the only circumstance in the bygone days which he re- 
viewed with a tinge of bitterness. There was no glossing over the 
fact ; the head of his family had practically refused to acknowledge 
him, for no better reason, ostensibly, than that he carried in his 
veins, mixed with the blood of Kerr, the papistical and foreign fluid 
— idl blue though it might be — transmitted to him by his fair young 
mother. But, after all, it was on that occasion that the subtle per- 
fume of his love had first come into his existence. 

As, crimson with the indignation he had no means to express, 
he had risen to take his leave, and shake from off his feet the dust 
of that inhospitable house, there sprang up in the far end of the 
great room a littie figure in a blue riding habit, with a mane of gold- 
brovm hair. Too contused then to notice all that passed, he had 
retained but disjointed memories ot the sweetest face ever seen, child's 
as it was ; of the pressure of a little bare, brown hand ; of a tall, 
white-haired man who likewise loomed upon him in some unex- 
pected way, and to whom Aunt Susie, pale and with a troubled 
countenance, introduced " my brother's son " ; of pleasant words 
and warm proffers of hospitality ; and over all. his gray-faced rela- 
tive, coughing in a diy embarrassed way; and finally forcii^ out a 
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halting invitation to stop and lunch, which the humiliated studiosus 
bad at least the small triumph of refusing. This was the begin- 
ning of the inlimacy at Woldham Hall, of those happy days when 
life had assumed such a new meaning under the light of Maude's 

The dreamer laid down his bumed-out pipe and glanced once 

more at the coat-of-arms. His star ! before him always, in fair 

weather or foul, now in the harassing fatigues and dangers of his 

bustling soldier's life, even as of yore in the quiet college rooms, 

where this very horologe had ticked off the studious night-hours — 

in the days when he had fancied by academic distinctions to win 

his fastidious little lady's favor, before he had discovered her para- 

mount weakness for "buff and burnished steel," and battlefield 

honors. His eyes wandered to the Trinity escutcheon with its 

golden book, closed, on the chief of gules. Those were good days, 

inn He did not regret his present choice, tor all it had cost him 

iss of that high degree he had once aimed at, but he would 

s be glad of his years in the great quadrangle. 

tried and keen is the distinctive happiness of college life: it is 

in the potent, rhythmic pulse of oars, while the bracing air 

the bare neck and arms ; on the green velvet of cricket field 

;nnis lawn ; in sonorous racquet court, or in more independent 

leditative sailing-craft ; on towering bicycle which scorns dis- 

along well-metaled roads ; in fantastic figures cut into frozen 

ad besides this wealth of enjoyment for the physical man, those 
n student's days have yet a subtler charm — charm of a quieter 

and which dwells nowhere else — it belongs to the college 

at all times, but mostly in the dead hours of the night when 
oak " is " sported," the fire bums low and clear, the green- 
d lamp pours its steady beams on inviting books and papers, 
g the surroundings in dreamy twilight Distant noises, musi- 

the reverse; of merry-making neighbors discreetly filter through 
e-doors and closely drawn curtains ; and the mind gradually 
Is itself untrammeled to its chosen pursuit, yields itself to that 
' so rarely known in after life — study for its own sake. It 
js to the antique college courts, when, on some still starry 

we walked the cloisters with a kindred soul, while the chimes 
ghboring clock towers told of fugitive time, and the sociable 
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echoes answered our tranquil tread as they did that of so many 
generations before. It belong to those grand and sober college 
gardens where we lingered and mused in harmony with that con- 
cert of nature which is only heard in the spring of the year, and of 
life ; when a pulse of the breeze, merrily flustering the water, hum- 
ming a passing note through the rejuvenated boughs of ancient 
beeches, was sufficient to carry our soul, still young and romantic, 
on soft pinions over the hills and far away, into the special dream- 
land of our fancy. . . . 

Thus on scenes resuscitated by the old surroundings, on the old 
friendship and the old love they had been the frame of. did Lewis 
Kerr long meditate in his phantasm-filled solitude. At length the 
boom of St. Paul's, rising over the great monotonous murmur of 
the town, rolled into his attic with a puff of east wind, and shook 
him from his reverie by recalhng that yet another hour of the world 
had fallen through the glass of Time. 

He rose and stretched himself, and passing suddenly from his 
absent mood to bustling activity, according to his noted character- 
istic, began to unpack his luggage, and to lay out the dusty furniture 
for prolonged residence, distributing, as a finishing touch, writing 
materials on the working table, a few photographs of special good 
friends in places where they would meet the eye most often, re- 
arranging pipes in the rack, and depositing in the smoking cabinet 
a handful of cigars which had been maturing since his departure, 
carefully stowed away between layers of tea. 

One of the latter he then lit, after critical inspection, and for a 
while stood inhaling its perfect fragrancy, legs wide apart, knees 
braced and hands behind his back, after the approved style of dis- 
mounted dragroons. 

" I wonder who would have enjoyed the ripeness of this superb 
Villar had chance decreed that my bones now should be blanching 
on Afghan gravel, as those of so many better fellows. Ah, I sup- 
pose you would, old chap, and likewise lord over the rest of my 
goods and chattels ! I wonder how you would have taken the news 
of my demise to begin with, and of your being my universal legatee 
to finish up? Philosophically, I'll be bound, on both counts. Vou 
would have said : ' There is a good fellow the less in the world ; and, 
though a little mad, he knew a good cigar.' " 

This mental apostrophe was addressed to one of the portraits he 
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had just installed on the writing-table : that of his cousin, quondam 
coach, and bosom friend. 

Charles Hillyard, Fellow of his College, lecturer in Moral Sci- 
ences, a writer already of some note, was one of those men who 
never can pass unnoticed anywhere. The head Lewis was gating 
at through the smoke of his cigar was such as a Vandyck would 
love to paint ; with aquiline features, high forehead, and deep-set 
gray eyes ; a thin but powerful face, surmounted by a wavy growth 
oE light hair, and accentuated by a light moustache, curling upward 
in a way that gave a curious permanent look of sarcasm to the grave, 
compressed lips. It was a face that might have seemed equally 
typical of cavalier, artist, or thinker. Indeed Lewis's impression of 
him, the first time he had seen his cousin, was that here was a man 
bom to command. 

" Not one of the least pleasant events of my return will be the 
first evening we spend again together, dear old chap, and have 
another of those long jaws which used to follow our coaching in the 
tutor and pupil days. And, by Jove ! I must write to you this very 
evening. I dare say you will not be sorry, either, to see my bullet 
head again." 



CHAPTER Vh 

MIDNIGHT CONFIDENCES. 

Late in the evening of the next day Lewis was leisurely wend- 
ing his way back from his club to his chambers, his thoughts (or 
the moment much and pleasantly occupied— as they had mostly 
been since his arrival— with anticipations of prosimate meetings 
with his old chum and his friends in the North. 

As he came through a certain dark passage — convenient short 
cut for foot-passengers from Lincoln's Inn Fields — which opens 
into Holbom just by the glaring portal of that choice place of enter 
tainment yclept " The Royal," there appeared, across the torrent of 
light which makes its entrance so obtrusively resplendent, a certain 
taL, familiar figure, a well-known, keen-featured, pallid face. 

"The very man himself, by Heaven !" 

And he was rushing forward, hand outstretched in all glee, when 
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a second look brought him to an abrupt and somewhat blank stand- 
still. Charles was not alone ; he was doing escort duty, and that 
to a tall, unmistakably young woman, whose face was concealed 
behind a thick lace veil, and who held him with close familiarity by 
the arm. She was quietly and neatly dressed, but as ladies — in the 
invidiously distinctive sense of the term — do not generally peram- 
bulate such quarters of the town in company with bachelor friends 
at eleven of the night, Lewis, in some amazement, discreetly drew 
back into the doorway of a small tobacco-shop behind him, not to 
put his grave and reverend tutor of yore out of countenance. 

The couple took a step or two into the comparative darkness of 
the alley, where the young woman lifted her veil and raised her 
cheek for what was evidently a farewell kiss. When they again 
emerged into the light, her companion hailed a hansom, in which 
he proceeded to install her carefully, closed the doors without get- 
ting in, and called out to the driver some address which had no 
meaning in Lewis's ear. But as the hansom swung round, and its 
occupant, bending forward, sent another kiss from the tips of her 
fingers to the stationary figure of his friend, the young man caught 
a fair view of her unveiled face for the first time. He started vio- 
lently, i^ain made a step forward, and again restrained himself. It 
was not imagination, not the play of love-ridden fancy — features, 
smile, look,, the wave of the hand itself, the little toss of her head, 
ay, the very voice, now crying out, " Good-night, good-by "—it was 
Maude, as she must be now in the bloom of her three-and-twenty 
years! And yet not Maude — emphatically not— thank God ! Let 
alone the absurdity of meeting her under such circumstances, an- 
other glance at the handsome creature, whom, during a short pause 
of waiting, occasioned by the usual block of vehicles, he had time 
to examine more critically under the crude electric light, was suffi- 
cient to prove the folly of his first headlong impulse : there was no 
sympathy between him and this flesh-and -blood copy of his darling, 
although the marvelous resemblance increased rather than dimin- 
ished on scrutiny. 

For a minute, as he gazed after the retreating hansom, a thou- 
sand conflicting thoughts rushed wildly through his brain, as torches 
flash through the darkness without illuminating it. What was the 
meaning of this ? What mystery connected these two beings, the 
image yet the antithesis of each other— Maude, the refined maidert, 
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isolated in her romantic home, and this very independent young 
woman, so indescribably not a lady, who composedly drove away 
alone in a hansom at midnight ? 

A creeping uneasiness, an inexplicable suspicion, came clouding 
over all Lewis's joyousness. 

" If it were not for the likeness, of course I should not bother 
my head about it," he thought, looking toward his cousin, who still 
stood in the same place, abstractedly rolling a cigarette. " I don't 
want to pry into his private lite ; 1 dare say he is no better or no 
worse than other men. If it were not that he knew Maude so well, 
I should be tempted to think it was a mere — however extraordinary 
— coincidence ; but there must be something beneath it," and 
through the jostling confu^on of his ideas there suddenly broke the 
memory of a certain night, years ago now, when his friend had 
spoken strange words to him, conveying nothing to his loyal mind ; 
unheeded, then, as a mere cynical outburst, but which now, in the 
light of this curious meeting, returned upon him pregnant with bale- 
ful meaning. 

Good God ! could it be that Charles, too, had fallen in love with 
Maude? could it be that, loving her hopelessly, he consoled himself 
thus — his friend, whom he had set on so high a pedestal ! 

But the old habit of admiration was too deeply rooted to be 
shaken by what was, after all, mere surmise. 

" I must not, I will not, judge till I hear his story," and, reso- 
lutely emerging from his concealment, he sprang up to the object 
of his thoughts, who just then, having lighted his cigarette, was 
looking around him, coldly regardless of the Insinuating " Cab, 
sir ? " of divers hansom-drivers, as if to select his next course. 

" Why, Charlie 1 and what can a man of your serious and philo- 
sophic turn be doing at such a time in the neighborhood of these 
haunts of frivolity ? Anyhow, and anywhere. I am glad to meet 
you, old man I" 

" Hallo, Lewis ! " exclaimed Mr. Hillyard, drawing back a pace, 
with a perceptible start ; while a close observer of his handsome 
countenance would have not only missed any reflection of the honest 
pleasure beaming from the other's, but even have delected signs of 
very opposite feeling. But the discomposure was too transient to 
attract his companion's notice ; in another instant their hands were 
warmly clasped, and, surveying his quondam pupil from head to foot ; 
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"So you are still in the land of the living!" cried the "coach " 
heartily. " The last I heard of you was that you were skirmishing 
with Afghans and dodging cholera." 

" I am, even as you see, and devilish glad to be of this world 
still, especially at a meeting like this. You did not get my lelter, 
then ? I sent it to Cambridge, but 1 suppose you have been gad- 
ding about. Well, Charlie, you are a greater man than ever. I 
read about you in the Times, even out in far Asia ! And, otherwise, 
how is the world behaving to you ? " 

" Much as before— overworked as usual ; you need not have ex- 
pressed so much surprise at meeting me here. I came up for some 
tiresome business connected with the ' Philosophical,' and afterward 
felt the want of something nice and idiotic to vary the entertainment 
and sweep the cobwebs from my brain — on the contraria contrariis 
principle. This sort of thing," eying his cousin closely, and con- 
temptuously pointing his cigarette to the gaudj posters panegyric 
of " Jolly Jack Mash," " Lion Comique," " The Sisters Varia," " Tot- 
tie Fly" (serio and danseuse), invitingly displayed on the portab of 
the " Temple of Varieties.' 

Though the deliberate lie set all his uneasy speculations afloat 
again, Lewis evinced no. sort of consciousness under his friend's 
scrutiny, and the latter proceeded more easily ; 

" And so here you are again, I think I can guess what has 
brought you back," 

"What do you mean? What should have brought me back 
but my first long leave ? " 

"Indeed! nothing else?" glancing at him quickly; then, after 
a moment's reflection, in a careless lone, " In that case 1 think I 
may have news for you Oh, don't be agitated ; it is not really 
pressing, nothing that won't keep, I assure you! Where are you 
staying? I am meditating supper before catching my train at 
Euston — will you come with me ? " 

" I am at my old rooms at Staple's, of course. Look here, old 
chap : they are close by ; why shouldn't you come to me ? If hare 
pic, caviare and bread and butter, and that sort of thing, wU satisfy 
you, as it used in the old days, you can wash it down with hock or 
burgundy, instead of your eternal Pilsener— I presume you are still 
devoted to Pilsener. And, I say, now I have found you, I am not 
inclined to let you go in such a hurry ; if you don't disdain an im- 
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provised couch, I can accommodate you with lodgings as well as 
board. Must you really go to Cambridge to-night? You will have 
a choice of trains in the morning — fast ones, too." 

" That sounds plausible enough," said Charles, after a little re- 
flection ; " done 1 " 

At a pleasant sauntering pace, in keeping with the warmth of 
the July night, they walked the little length of street which divided 
them from their goal, and, passing throi^h the iron-knobbed an- 
tique gateway, soon exchanged the bustle and glare of Holbom for 
the quiet courts and restful silence of the old Inn. 

Ascending the rickety corkscrew stairs, they entered the attic 
room, where the slanting rays of the moon on one side, and the re- 
flection of gaslights on the other, capriciously illuminated stray bits 
of bright arms and picture frames, and cast gliostly shadows on 
wall and ceiling. 

After feehng for matches and lighting his lamp, the host relieved 
his guest of hat and stick, exchanged his own evening coat for a 
round velvet jacket, and, perceiving sundry letters and papers strew- 
ing the floor beneath his open letter-box. picked them up and turned 
them over in some surprise. 

"Hullo! who the dickens has sent me a MomiMg Postt 
I'm sure 1 never ordered one ; some way of advertising, I sup- 
pose. What are these ? Circulars, circulars, price-lists — rubbbh ! 
How in the world do these creatures hear of one's return so 
soon P " 

And, tossing the collection on to a side table, he turned gayly to 
his friend : 

"Now, Sir Cavalier, make yourself at home in this your house, 
as they say in Spain, while \ get supper ready." 

And he proceeded to bustle out of the cupboard sundry plates 
and glasses, together with the promised good things, while, leaning 
against the mantelshelf, his cousin surveyed the amphiCryonic prep- 
arations with an air of amusement and that slightly condescend] ilg 
cheeriness which had grown upon him in their old relation of coach 
and "pup." 

" So you have kept up this den of yours. I see you will always 
be the same. What on earth could induce any one in your circum- 
stances to fix upon a ramshackle Inn like this, when there are 
chambers to be had in St. James's and other civilized parts, I can 
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'e : who ever heard of a ' leather and iron dr^oon ' hang- 
ing out in such an old curiosity shop ? " 

"Without noticing your disparagement of my residence," said 
Lewis good-hum oredly, " as certainly more than it deserves, I may 
poiot out that, although I could afford, as you say. West-end cham- 
bers if I always lived in London, under present circumstances it would 
lie absurd for me to keep up an expensive establishment I should 
only live in for very few days at a time. Furthermore, were I ten 
times a millionaire, I would not give up this haunt of mine for any- 
thing, 'leather and iron dr^oon ' though I be. And lastly," he 
went on, as he selected some very special wine-glasses from a cup- 
board, " the ownership of these rooms at the time when I threw in 
my lot with ' Tommy Atkins ' bridged over the difficulty of storing 
away all my books, old oak. old arms — all the ' kickshaws ' you used 
to scoff at, in fact, you Philistine ! " 

" ' Dc gustibus ' ! I should have thought Taylor's Pantechnicon 
for your chattels, and club chambers for yourself when you came 
up, more rational," said Charlie, nonchalantly ; " but you were 
always held to be a little cracked, you know 1 and I am sorry to see 
that you have not changed." 

" I'm glad I have not," returned Lewis simply, peering through 
the glass he had just been polishing. 

■■ It's very pretty," continued the other, looking about him criti- 
cally, " but it must be eitremcly uncomfortable. Now, give me a 
nice square flat, with plenty of window and gas and hot water and 
electric bells. Why, my dear fellow, there isn't a straight line in the 
place, and, besides, the whole erection will come dovm about your 
ears one of these fine days." 

" Geometry doesn't infest my life, I am glad to say," said Lewb, 
dragging forward to the table a three-legged stool for himself, and 
a four-legged one, that usually served as smoking-lable, tor his 
guest ; " and as for solidity, the Chestnut battery itself galloping 
past in Holbom would not so much as shake my old panels ; whereas 
in your nice, square modem houses a single growler .... but 
come, you don't seem to be in a sympathetic mood ; sit down. As 
you said, 'De gtistibus.' Now, you know my weakness; ancient 
things have a perfect fascination for me. I believe a poor ' creature ' 
drunk out of this slender Niircmberg beaker would assume for me 
some rich flavor which, perhaps, Clos Vougeot would lack in a bar- 
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barous modem dock glass — but, never fear, I will pour no inferior 
stuff in your cup to-night. Now, let us see. Turn about, and look 
into my cellar. Choose your tap ; I have still some of those choice 
friends you made acquaintance with up at Trinity— like us both, a 
few years older ; and the better for it, I hope, old man." 

Carefully fitting a ponderous black key into the lock of the seven- 
teenth-century coffer under his window, he lifted the lid, and, with 
a twinkle in his meny brown eyes, beckoned to his friend. 

" Here you see, on the right, some of the richest juice the sun 
distills from Burgundian hillsides — Gallic^, Chambertin; recom- 
mendable with hare-pie. These slender flasks on the left imprison 
the golden elixir of the Rhinegau, Marcobriinner — ' aurum potabile.' 
Riidesheim, besides Steinwdn, in its own Pranconian flagons ; suit- 
able companions to oysters and caviare. Here is sherry and port, 
or, as I might call them to suit my antique cellar, ' sack ' and ' malm- 
sey ; ' but these I will leave to less refined palates. Keeping guard 
over all, behold the square face of the Dutchman, also the sturdy 
Scot's usquebaugh : either of the latter will come in well with a pipe 
afterward. Well now, choose your particular ' wanity,' " Lewis con- 
cluded with a laugh, suddenly changing his style. 

" Pour me out some of your ' aurum potabile,' since caviare is to 
; the first thing." said Charles, with his slightly contemptuous 
lile, sitting down, notwithstanding, readily enough, and helping 
mself to the toothsome conserve ; while Lewis, with manifold pre* 
utions, opened one of his long-necked bottles, and filled the slender 
isses with fragrant amber liquor. 
" See how blithely it runs, singing, down to the nimmer, to fuifiH 
last its destiny and warm the heart of man. Now, Charlie, I ex- 
ct you to drink this with due compunction ; it is not meant for 
dinary friends — indeed, no ordinary friends enter into my lair, 
hen this glides down your throat, shut your eyes, and you will 
eathe the fragrant air of the Rhine hills, feel the warm sunset that 
ds the vineyards round frowning Burgruinen; for the moment 
t turgid blood but ethereal ichor will course your veins, and you 
II feel like — well, like a melody of Schumann or a song of Heine. 
a-e is to our old days in Heidelberg !" So saying, Lewis pledged 
> friend and drank with grave and complete satisfaction. 
Charles, on his side, took up his glass and closed his eyes 
th njock solemnity as he swallowed the contents ; but the straight 
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ends of the red mustache still flickered upward to his superior 

"I can't say I experience all that at once," he said, shaking his 
head as he extended his glass to be refilled. "As an ordinary 
mortal, however, I appreciate a more than fair drink — what is it ? " 

" Marcobrunner, '58. Man does not know what wine means 
until he can make acquaintance with such Rhenish. This is the 
sort of stuff to rake up one's ideas — to pledge old friendship in, is it 
not?" 

Again Charles raised his glass, to replace it empty, with a sigh, 
on the table. 

"Ah ! what a fine thing it must be to be able to gratify one's 
epicurean tastes 1 I never was over-wealthy, as you know, but since 
my poor governor's death, which you heard of when you were out 
in India, I have had to rely entirely on my own exertions. I have to 
compute even my necessaries iri terms of • pupils or papers ' ; a suit 
of evening clothes, one pup, two months, three hours a week, and 
so on. A congruous state of things for a man with my capabilities 
for real enjoyment — or real work ! " 

In former days Lewis would have felt a pang of sympathy, and 
even an unconscious sense of shame, for his own welfare as com- 
pared with that of the Admirable Crichton of his fancy. Now, how- 
ever, perhaps because some of his youthful proneness to enthusiasm 
had been rubbed off by more varied experiences, perhaps because 
the evening's meeting had already in some unconscious manner 
altered his opinion of Charles, the tone in which the remark was 
made, more than the words themselves, grated on him. With a 
brief assent he deliberately changed the subject, and started more 
general topics, on which the conversation rolled briskly till the con- 
clusion of the meal. 

The Cambridge Don had that rarest of gifts for a learned man, 
he was a brilliant talker — when he took the trouble. And just then, 
conscious, seemingly, of not having produced the wonted good im- 
pression on his cousin, he seemed to lay himself out to please. Lewis 
was the last person who could resist htm under such circumstances ; 
with a warm revulsion of feeling he rejoiced to find himself falling 
once more under the old spell. 

When at length they had done full justice to the improvised 
meal, the dragoon sprang to his feet, and, for the sake of greater 
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strMching room, pushed the little dining-table away into the pantry, 
ensconced his friend in the arm-chair, chose his best cigar for him, 
and filled a favorite pipe for himself with a lightening heart. 

" Now, Charlie," he remarked cheerily, dropping on the stool in 
front of him, and stretching his hands on his knees, " this is indeed 
like old times, isn't it? What a piece of luck to meet you to-night ! 
Dear me ' to sit again in front of your old face, smoking and talk- 
ing after a good feed and a good bottle, make? ail the variegated 
intervening period appear like a dream. Do you remember how 
you used to lecture me, extra horas, on the necessity of seeing the 
world and giving up my silly habit of day-dreaming ? " 

" I do ; and now that you liave knocked about a little more, and, 
as I hear, had one or two narrow squeaks of it at the hands of Asi- 
atic savages and filthy Afrikanders, you have no doubt learned to 
look at life from a more pra;tieal point of view," 

"Perhaps i have, in certain things, though I'm afraid I shall in 
others, as you pertinently remarked just now, always be the same. 
But let us hear more about yourself." 

Charles was lazily lolling back, enjoying his Havana, and criti- 
cally examining its unimpeachable ash. 

" About myself I have little to say ; my life is quite as monoto- 

deed I " said Lewis, puffing meditatively, and hesitating for 
ent to go on with what he had on the tip of his tongue, for 
' entering on delicate ground, of bringing about an unpleas- 
sion. But until he had cleared up what was on his mind, he 
could not remain at ease with his friend, and he was longing 
; things straight between them again ; to sweep away the 
i that seemed to have risen in his absence to mar their sym- 
" Do you remember," he began slowly, as if choosing liis 
" a certain sultry evening, a little before the final, up at 
? I had that day announced my intention to enter the serv- 
i came to your room just as one of your new pups was 
o leave you— Wagner-like— in Dr. Faustus" den, full of awp 
r severe wisdom. 1, however, who knew your private self 
ely, found you in an unwontedly soft and melancholy mood. 
. remember that evening ? " 

rles turned his head rather suddenly, and looked keenly at 
aker. 
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"Yes— I think I do; well?'" 

" Do you remember how, instead of going through even that 
pleasant, desultory conversation on ethics, and other departments of 
philosophy we used to call coaching, we began to talk of equally 
abstract but less logical topics? We drifted into poetry, music, 
romance, not to say sentiment. I believe you actually quoted 
Heine, I can see you still, sitting at your window, gazing out at the 
softness of the twilight, forgetting even to mix the fumes of your 
German pipe with the sceot of jasmine which rose from the creeper 
outside." 

'• Quite a graphic picture ! Well ? " 

" Well, then you rose and sat down again to the piano and 
played some dreamy melody of Schubert — and that seemed quite to 
finish you. You, who never spoke of your own inner thoughts, so 
much so that I believed you really were blessed with an adamantine 
indifference to sentiment — blessed state of affairs I marveled at 
and envied — for once you unbosomed yourself and told me that you 

An indefinable smile curled Charlie's thin lips ; he turned half 
round on his chair and looked stra^ht at his friend. 

"Your story interests me much. Proceed." he said mockingly, 
after the manner of the stage confidant. 

There was a moment's pause. Lewis, doggedly bent upon satis- 
fying himself, resumed with an effort : 

" Well, we found out that the music told us the same thing; I 
wondered who was the lady of your hopeless dreams — for you spoke 
of them as hopeless; wondered much, indeed — don't blush; who 
could resist you ? — in fact, built a whole romance, with an incon- 
venient husband, barriers of honor, and all the rest of the old story. 
But I was too discreet to question you." 

" I think I see now what you are aiming at ; but Still, go on." 

" You spoke again, out of the dark comer where your piano was 
stowed away. I cati remember almost every one of your words, 
they were so unlike what I was accustomed to expect from you. ' I 
sometimes wish,' you said dreanly. ' I had never had music instilled 
in my soul. When I hear melodies like this, with all their yearnings, 
their impossible suggestions, it sets me mad for the unattainable ; 
in fact, old fellow, it plays the devil with my common-sense. Un- 
fortunately, just as. I was worked up to an intense state of sympa- 
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thy for you, in came your gyp with your lamps, and the whole scene 
underwent a complete transformation. You laughed, ended up 
your playing by two or three commonplace chords, pulled down the 
blinds, and relit your pipe. ' Pray don't imagine, my boy,' you then 
said, ' that 1 am a soft idealist, a gentle lunatic like you. I have 
been bard hit, I grant you that ; but as the soothing dock grows 
near the stin^ng nettle, I trust I have found my antidote to hand.' 
Thereupon you went on to talfe what I thought — excuse the word — 
confounded rot ; bitter, stupid nonsense, excusable only in one des- 
perately and hopelessly enamored, about the absurdity of idealizii^ 
love. And you suggested the case of a man who should come 
across a woman the very image, the ' double,' the phantom of her 
who had ensnared him, ' Now, your idealist,' said you, ' would go 
moping about forever for the want of his particular bunch of grapes, 
but your sensible man takes the one that is within his reach, and is 
thankful, and so on. f never dreamed you were really speaking of 

wn experience — stop me if I am wrong — never dreamed that 

:aordtnary a coincidence had come your way, nor that you 
sympathetic though we were in so much, had had the misfor- 
I fall in love with the same girl — until to-night ! " 
irlie remained silent for a moment, knocking the long ash oft 
ir with his little finger. 

h ! so you did see her, then ; I could not make out at first 
;r you did or not. Well, I confess," he continued deliberate- 
at you are about the last person 1 could have wished to meet 
h that girl. London is lai^ enough to justify me in hoping 
ine of my acquaintances, let alone my intimates, would run 
me under the circumstances; As for you, freshly landed 
udia — However, a total absence of coincidences in this hap- 
world would, after all. be stranger than the least likely of 
its. And now, since an accident has revealed to you this 
; business, I have no objection to gratify your evident curi- 

vas indeed typical of the man how soon the erstwhile coach 
ed to resume the tone of ascendancy. 

he little I told you," he went on. throwing himself back in hi? 
lir, •' at a time when my mind was so full of this extraordinary 
lat I forgot my usual discretion, the shadowy suggestion I 
irew out, encompassed the broad facts. These broad facts 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



MIDNIGHT CONFIDENCES. 



145 



woidd have seemed a proper theme for a weird story of the Poe or 
Hoffman school of fictionists, had there been any mysterious atavic, 
psychological connection between the two women ; but there was 
none. It was simply an astoundingly complete instance of personal 
likeness ; less perfect cases are met almost every day, but you were 
able to-night, I believe, to judge for yourself of what my feelings 
must have been, my mind being filled with one particular image, 
when 1 first came across — well, across the girl you saw me with an 
hour ago. So the real story, if properly handled, would be more 
tike a tale, say. of the Heptameron." 

Charles mused a while, to resume reflectively : 

"When I saw Maude Woldham, after a long interval, she had 
grown from a litde girl into the handsome woman who, by the way, 
has turned many heads, it seems, since she bewitched you. 1 musf 
say that, for the first time, I understood the general infatuation, and 
even felt alarmed to find myself falling in the same way. To cut 
the tale short — an uninteresting one to any one but mine own self — 
I realized one day that as long as I remained within the reach of 
her influence I should do no good. I went away ; but somehow or 
other I could not shake off the impression after all, even in the midst 
of the hardest work. In fact I saw myself, to my dismay, becoming 
as abstracted as you were, a contingency which would have been 
even more deplorable in tny particular case. And, with that de- 
cision, which you are, I believe, pleased to admire in me, I resolved 
never to return to Gilham more. That summer, therefore, I spent 
my vacation, instead of going home, on a boating trip from Oxiord 
to Maidenhead — you perhaps remember I aslced you to join me, but 
you could not ? Well, here is the story : One hot afternoon I was 
silently sailing past those meadows below Cookham, where we 
camped out in one of our expeditions. I was smoking and wool- 
gathering, neither more nor less than you might have done, and 
probably did at the same time, when, on the bank, within four yards 
of me, I suddenly saw her, as I thought — there she was, in youthful 
flesh and blood, fast asleep among the buttercups and the rank 
grass, in the shelter of the hedge. In my stupor — for at the mo- 
ment 1 thought it was an hallucination (I had been overworked of 
late) — I let my craft run aground, and the grating of the keel awoke 
the vision, who started up and looked at me, blushing like a poppy. 
Then my sail entangled itself in some overhanging bough rA the 
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hedge, and the stream turned my boat round, so that I had to land. 
She was lovely enough in a fresh summer dress — you have seen her, 
and know the original ; more I need hardly say— and I must sup- 
pose my midsummer madness was contagious ; at any rate, the ac- 
cident sufficed for an introduction, and that meeting by the wato-'s 
edge, on a languorous day, was the turning-point of two lives." 

" By all that is absurd, you have not gone and married her?" 
cried Lewis. 

"No ; but it is nearly as bad," returned Charles, with a kind of 
sneer; instead of letting that curious eiperience remain an idyll — 
that is, as the prosodists have it, I believe, a highly-wrought, chast- 
ened pastoral piece^-I allowed it to form the first canto of a long 
history, yet to be concluded. Yes, the day is evidently past when I 
could lecture you on the subject of foolishness. The midsummer 
madness became chronic. I willfully entangled myself in the new 
meshes woven by fancy ; not more surely could the Sylph or Undine 
or the Paracelsists have paralyzed my sober reasoning. The long 
and the short of it all is that 1 never could make up my mind to give 
up that easy prize. Haunted as 1 was by what I thought an im- 
possible phantasy, I hankered for its commonplace, but palpable, 
image, whose love had not cost me even an effort to win. This, as 
you may observe, was quite contrary to the canons of the art of 
love, but it was so." 

'• Here is mdeed a pretty kettle of fish ! " ejaculated Lewis at 
length ; " and who is she ? " 

"The daughter of a comfortable hotel-keeper somewhere up the 
river, and who, by the way, is apparently not at all reconciled to the 
present state of affairs. Pretty for a college Don ! " This was said 
with a light cynical tone, through which, however, Lewis could per- 
ceive a certain ring of bitterness. 

" And how on earth can you ever get rid of this poor girl now ? " 
he said seriously, "when you find, as you must some day, that you 
have to break?" 

" My good fellow. I hold it a wise aiiom that says, ' As you 
make your bed, so you lie." True, had 1 to begin again, I might act 
differently ; as it is, well, it is not so bad. She is the handsomest 
creature I know, one excepted, and devoted to me. When I come 
down every week, tired out, I find a cheerful companion with no too 
exalted ideas to fret herself or me. There are undeniable advantages 
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in such a state of things. She is perfectly satisfied with matters as 
they are, and dnce I have chosen the path, yau see. I make the best 
of my journey." And he laughed rather dryly. 

Lewis did not answer. He was certainly no precisian in matters 
of morality, but there was unmistakable disenchantment in finding 
the friend he had been in the habit of looking up to, as the arch- 
type of intellectual refinement, so cynical in acknowledging a 
common-place intrigue. Yet, on the other hand, actually revolting 
as the bare connection of such a lofty ideal with such vulgar reality 
was to one of his temperament, the discovery that his fidus Achates 
of old cherished the same love as he would no doubt have been in- 
finitely more distressing but for the gulf this weakness bad created 
between him and the real object of his passion. 

For a long time the pair remained in reflective silence. 

Had Asmodeus, the Bottle Imp, been liberated in London by 
some modem Don Qeofas, and alighted with him during his indis- 
creet explorations on the roof of old Staples Inn that night, he might 
have thought it curious to bid his companion look into the attic- 
room, while, for his benefit, he read the inner thoughts ot the two 
men who alone were still awake at that late hour. 

" That slim, graceful figure you see there, lying his lazy length in 
the armchair, the pale, romantic beauty of whose face would seem 
lit as by an intense inner life, is at this moment brooding over some 
secret temptation. 1 can not tell you, Don Cleofas, what his plans 
are, for they are only half formed, and I can read but what is ; but 
his thoughts are full of doubt and desire. 

" As tor the other, with the close-cropped brown head, and the 
unromantic breadth of shoulder, who is squatting on his three- 
legged stool, with a short pipe hanging under his thick, bristly 
mustache, and mth his round eyes staring abstractedly at his lamp, 
he is back ^^n to memories, and far away from here. A winter 
scene in a Yorkshire glen, under a dark gray sky ; a small lake im- 
prisoned below smooth black ice, surrounded by silent pines, asleep 
and solemn under masses of hoar-frost. A slender girl, freshly 
blossomed into maidenhood, whose black velvet skirts, heavily 
furred, are swaying rhythmically to and fro, revealing the daintiest 
foot as she skates in long entrancing sweeps beside him, her little 
hands imprisoned in his, while some rebellious locks of brown hair. 
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escaping from her fur cap, flutter ever and anon across his face. 
Now she stops, panting and tired, and the breath from her parted 
lips condenses in iridescent beads on her long eyelashes. How he 
loves her — loves her very shadow ! Can she hear the sweet accom- 
paniment playing in his heart to his occasional impersonal remarks ? 
' How grand that slaty sky ! and that mysterious, silent wood, under 
the dazzling hoar ! Do you not like to hear those crows calling to 
each other the news from distant parts ? ' Witch as she is, fairy- 
like, surely she hears his meaning righlly. ' How beautiful is the 
place where you are, for i love you ! Were you away, how desolate, 
despairing this snow-!aden sky, what a dirge of misery those calls ! ' 
Would you hear more, Don Cleofas, of the youth's love-sick fancies, 
or shall we flit further ? " 

" Why don't you tell me something about Maude herself ? " wd- 
denly asked Lewis, starting from his abstraction, and speaking in the 
elaborately natural voice of one who has just awakened from a 

"About Maude Woldham herself? Oh, yes, of course," said 
Charles, turning half round again, and surveying his friend through 
■" ■ l(-closed lids. "What can I tell you about her? That she is 
aude Woldham, you know yourself, I suppose ? " 
'es, I know that. But where is she ? What has she been 
all these years ? Or are you ashamed to talk of her ? " cried 
mpanion, rather petulantly. 

lot at all, my dear fellow. Where is she? She is now, I 
at Homburg, combining fashionable amusement with a cure 
r aunt's nerves. As to her doings in general, what can I tell 
it that she has gone through the usual mill of girls after they 
ought to town to be presented — London seasons, you know, 
the guidance of that same respectable aunt ; tremendous 
IS, as I hear, for beauty and dress ; balls, crushes, dinners, 
igham, Ascot, Sandown, Cowes week, and all the rest, f am 
;1I up in those matters. Half a dozen proposals, it appears. 
igend is, that she does not want to marry, on account of her 
Jier, My opinion, however, is that the right man has not yet 
forward, " 

aries noted with a smile the effect of this last remark on his 
's countenance. 
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" 1 am Sony to see," he went on, " that you have not been cured, 
as I should have thought, of that youthful folly of yours. But, 
cured or not, is it possible that after all this time you are still reck- 
oniug on a similar state of mind in her ? " 

" WEat do you mean ? " 

■' I believe it is openly" admitted that the girl was tond of you, as 
the sayii^ goes. But she was then almost a little girl, and a 
country girl, and now — well, I leave you to imagine what changes 
three years of young womanhood are likely to have made in her 
views of life. But even if she were still the same—" 

" Oh, I know your cynical talk about the folly of marriage," in- 
terrupted Lewis. 

•' Well, perhaps I ought not to preach wisdom now," Charles 
went on, with a short laugh, "after the confession which accident 
ha$ forced from me. All 1 wanted to say, as your friend, is this : I 
wish there were such a thing as mental surgery. I would attempt 
the operation on you, and excise this abnormal growth of your 
imagination, which upsets your intellectual balance. A man can 
not live in that unnatural state of idealism and remain sane. To 
cure this monomania of sentiment, since more radical remedies are 
not available, 1 should prescribe — what shall 1 say?— a little every- 
day, dragoon-like dissipation. I think it would prove invaluable in 

"Oh, master!" interrupted Lewis with a forced laugh, for the 
drift of the conversation seemed to have taken a turn which irri- 
tated him considerably, "you are skilled in disputation on moral 
sciences, but 1 fear your utilitarianism obscures your appreciation 
of morals in lite ! " 

" I am talking sense, my good fellow, and your head is filled 
with high-falutin and moonshine. The question in a nutshell is this 
—Marriage being recognized by the experienced portion of the com- 
munity as a very disastrous affair, as a rule, it were even better to 
remain poetically sad in independence than willfully to let yourself 
be tied by the leg. But there is something better still, when a man 
is as moonstruck as you seem to be, namely, to seek a cure in alter- 
natives, counter-irritants." 

" In the company of some confiding inn-keeper's daughter, I 
presume? " put in Lewis, now thoroughly vexed. 

" I own you have an ai^mentative weapon against me," an- 
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swered Charles lightly ; " and undoubtedly you are the most aiigu^ 
lar dragoon I ever heard of. But take all I have said as meant for 
your good." Then, abruptly changing the subject. " Now," he said, 
"about the news I announced I had for you. Is it really a fact that 
your return is a simple coincidence, or have you heard about the 
Gilham affairs P " 

•' No ; what about Gilham ? " asked Lewis, his mind still running 
on ruffled thoughts. 

"What about Gilham! why, this simply, my friend," said 
Charlie, slowly rising and throwing away the stump of his cigar 
after a final puff. " Listen. In March last Guy, the youngest, you 
know, who was wounded in one of your precious engagements out 
in South Africa — Laing's Neck or Majuba, I don't remember which 
— died on his way home. That's one. You know that, of course ? 
Well, about a week ago the news arrived that Bob, the eldest, who 
was yachting with a friend in the Pacific somewhere, had a sun- 
stroke on some savage hunting expedition, and died in two days of 
meningitis. The news did not reach us for some sin weeks after it 
happened ; but'when I asked what had brought you back, I thought 
i^ht have heard of it yourself, sooner, in some roundabout 
Now do you begin ti^ understand ? " 

Ireat God ! " cried Lewis, who, with undefined insight into 
issibilittes, sprang from his seat in great agitation, 
'hat is not all," continued Charles, " Do you ever look into 
iteresting column, 'Births, Marriages, Deaths'? No. Few 
lo. There was one entry, though, in this morning's paper 
would have interested you. By the by, where is that Posit " 
s stepped across the room and took up the paper, which he 
ed. "Hallo!" he cried in astonishment; "why, here is the 
ling itself marked out for you, and in red ink. How dramatic I 
;ould have sent it ? " 

wis eagerly seized the newspaper from his friend's hands, and 
mitted brow sought, among other announcements, for the 
i paragraph : 

n the i6th inst., at Gilham Court, Yorks, suddenly, William 
Esq., D. L., J, P., aged sixty-three." 

in the 1st of June, on board the yacht Daphne, Robert Will- 
err, eldest and only surviving son of the above, from the effects 
stroke, aged thirty-two." 
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Lewis looked up with wondering eyes. 

" Yes," said Mr, Hillyard, in answer to the look ; " the old man 
himself had a fit on hearing the news, and is now lying dead in his 
bed at Gilham. Now, you know the tenure of the estate, no doubt. 
This is the news I had to give you. I thought it would spoil your 
supper if I gratified your curiosity before." 

Lewis had grown very white, and stood staring at bis friend. 
The latter examined him anew with a strange smile. 

"This is a kind of clearance which it would hardly do to con- 
template, as a rule," he went on dryly ; " and yet how easily it could 
have extended even further^had your sturdy figure, for instance, 
intercepted the trajectory of a Boerish bullet or the sweep of a 
tribesman's knife ! " 

Lewis, however, did not grasp the meaning of this suj^estion in 
the midst of his giddiness ; he was only beginning to realize all the 
news meant for him: "Levkis Kerr of Gilham," a fortune, one of 
the finest esUtes in the Ridbg; and then the old refrain came once 
more to the fore— neW to Woldham, too, and Maude. Why, Maude 
could be mistress of Gilham ! Good God ! what a prospect open to 
a simple subaltern, who never had thought of having aught else but 
his wealth of love to offer ! 

While the young man thus lost himself in soaring fancies, 
Charles, taking the paper from his hands again, examined it wist- 
fully, wondering whether there was more to be seen in that unsolic- 
ited information, scored under and forwarded by some unknown 
hand, than a mere piece of officiousness on the part of a casual 

" Have you any idea—" he began, looking up from the print. 
But Lewis, apparently becoming half silly m the wild flight of his 
thoughts, suddenly grasped his hand. 

" And you, too, old man," he cried in an altered voice— "you, 
the only one of the family who has been good to me— you know 
that wherever my home is yours must be too, whenever you like to 
make it so. Ah, no ! poor old chap, you can't." He already saw 
Maude by his side, mistress of his house. " But never mind, you 
shall have a share in this stroke of luck, all the same." 

" Stroke of luck ! " laughed Charles, as with an unpleasant twist 
of the lips, he threw the paper aside. " Is that all you have to say 
to this decimation of your kindred? ' 
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"Oh, why pretend ? they all hated me, all disowned me. The 
only intercourse I ever had with any of them, but your family, was 
of the angry kind. Even had it been otherwise, i never knew them 

Charles remained a moment lost in thought. 
" Then, I suppose, you are not thinking of going North with me 
to-morrow ? I should have returned Co-night — for it was Gilham, 
not Cambridge, I was bound for — and intended to do so when I 
met you." 

" What do you think ? " pondered Lewis ; " I ought to go, ought 
1 not? Heaven knows I would willingly pay the poor old man the 
last respects, I can bear him no grudge now for all his discourtesy 
(to call it by no harder name) to me." 

"Well, I don't know," said the Other slowly. "'Do you not 
think it might look rather — well, rather curious under the circum- 
stances ; as if you lost no time to assert your position, considering, 
you know, that he never would have anything to say to you ? How- 
in this matter you must use your own judgment." 
Oh ! if you think that," cried the younger man, flushing a little, 
'et drawing a breath of relief, "of course 1 should not dream 
I rather want to be free just now, too," he added, half to 
:lf. 

Of course, /must go," resumed Charles carelessly. "My sis- 
ind i are his nearest relatives — after you ; moreover, the old 
has been rather good to me than otherwise of late. And, by 
'ay," he went on, yawning, " it is time I took some rest, and I 
ask you for that promised couch. I am half done with fatigue. 
I you, you must be anxious, if not to sleep, at least to ruminate 
iet over your new prospects." 

L his present state of febrile tension, Lewis was glad enough to 
himself in mechanical labor, and, entering the adjoining room, 
came very busy in converting that cunning article of furniture 
n as a settee bedstead into a bed for his friend. 
There, I hope," he remarked, as he finally turned down the 
iheets with the neatness he put into everything, "you will find 
eedful rest. As for myself, I prefer this arrangement." And 
oceeded to unroll a wide canvas hammock, which he hooked 
malty across a comer of his small third apartment, and, after 
ihing it open with a pair of bowed spars, arranged in it one of 
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the pillowB of the settee, and covered it with a rug with experienced 

" Now we are taut for the night ! " 

" So you sleep in a hammock m the heart of London, you lunatic, 

you ! " laughed Charles, as he undressed. 

"Judge not without experience, my friend," sententiously re- 
turned the host ; "a good hammock is a TCry nest tor 'unfeathered 
bipeds,' " 

"Well, why don't you get into it? Where are you going?" 
said the other, yawning again, as his friend put on his cap and 
prepared to leave the room. 

" Sleep ! Oh, I could not sleep ! I must go out and walk a while, 
and cool my head, and have a good think. Have you all you want ? 
Yes. Well, sleep on. I shall not wake you when I come in." 

For a long while, however, Charles heard his steps through the 
open window sound on the flagstones, diminishing in the distance, 
and returning regularly, as he paced meditatively from one end of 
the inn to the other. Dawn had made way for brilliant morning 
sunlight, and the busy hum of the awakening thoroughfare was ris- 
ing up to the dormer windows of the attic before the noctambulist 
at length returned to seek his suspended couch. 

He stopped a moment to gaze with a wistful look, through the 
open door, at his friend, who, though still wide awake, not wishing 
to renew the talk, was feigning sleep. Then he proceeded to ensconce 
himself in his paragon hammock, to which he imparled for some 
time a soothing oscillatory motion. To neither of them, however, 
did restful sleep pay a visit that day. Within the brains of that 
curious pair in that curious old abode, for all their eyes were closed, 
continued to live in vivid light the special world of reminiscences and 
anticipation of which man is forever the center. But the thoughts 
and schemes that were revolving on the pillow of the couch would 
no doubt have jarred considerably with the equally fleeting but more 
harmonious plans and hopes which succeeded each other as dissolv- 
ing-views in the hammock. Both hailed with pleasure the time for 

After attending to his friend's comforts, preparing his breakfast, 
and seeing him off at the gateway, Lewis returned to his room 
with a sense of keen relief at being once more alone, and fell into a 
deep reverie. 
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The meeting with his old chum, so long looked forward to, had 
proved in some occult manner thoroughly disappointing. ^Had it 
not been that the new " squire's " head was so filled with the 
strangeness of his unexpected position, his heart with the tide of his 
great hopes, he would no doubt have been much troubled by the 
change in his friend. As it was, however, he could think of noth- 
ing but Maude. 

In two days— ah ! in two days, perhaps — he would again hold 
that little hand in bis, look into the depths of those wondrous blue- 
gray eyes; at length pour into her woman's ear the endless tale of 
that love she, as a little maid, had tacitly accepted. But here the 
idea of the first kiss from her lips stopped his very power of thought, 
and he started up with a spasm at his heart. 

Visions of youthful love — only the few who have not early 
squandered the freshness of life on ephemeral caprices, degraded its 
poetry on worthless objects, can realize their glory ! 

Then the fever of departure sei/ed him. He again packed some 
of the luggage he had so carefully unpacked but the day before, sat 
down to write sundry directions to the family solicitor and give his 
address, until further orders, as Homburg, Poste Restante ; dragged 
his portmanteau downstairs himself, and, after hasty injunctions to 
the astonished porter, jumped into the first hansom that passed be- 
fore the gates. Not an hour later he was steaming away from the 
dust and turmoil of London, in search of the lady of his thoughts, 
and still enveloped in a. mental work of kaleidoscopic combinations, 
in which the warm roseate, the golden and the tender azure deckl- 
edly predominated. 



CHAPTER VIl. 

"QUI PART TROP TOT REVIENT TROP TARD." 

)n his arrival at Hombui^, thirty hours later, Lewis, after a 

y toilet and a still more hasty meal, sallied forth into the sun- 
e and the clamor of the lazy-busy little town. There was in 
nind but one vague purpose. He did not wish to seek Maude 
ice ; he felt too much like a man in a dream, too confused after 
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these long hours of ceaseless thinking, too shaken by the passion 
of the new hope which had come on him so suddenly, to venture 
entering at once into her presence. But he would see her unob- 
served, from some hidden comer, and so accustom his unruly blood 
to the consciousness of her sweet proximity, that, when they met, 
he should be able to comport himself with decent calmness ; after 
which he must even trust in Providence — his lucky star, fate, chance 
—whatever the power be called that rules the course of men's lives. 

Dreamily he turned his steps toward the Kureaal Gardens, 
whither, at such hour, all Hombui^ goes to listen to music. The 
sky was tremulous with the light of the August sun; and blinding 
to look upon ; but there was a sort of sparkle in the air which re- 
deemed it from oppressive heat, and It was full of the breath of the 
pine-woods beyond, mingled with nearer odors of rose, carnation, 
and mignonette. The band was playing a swinging waltz tune as 
he came up slowly under the shade of the linden-trees, and, almost 
fearfully, took a seat in the most secluded comer he could find with- 
in view of the promenade and its slowly moving stream of young 
faces, fluttering muslins and gay colors. In some strange way— for 
lovers are a strange race — the confusion, the babble, the merri- 
ment, had an instaneously depressing effect upon htm. His heart 
sank like lead as he gazed from face to face ; the music rang brazen 
in his ears, the laughter hollow. Why had she come to this fool- 
bb place — how could he ever speak his sacred love here? Oh for 
the wide horizon, the green, still fields of Woldham ! 

And then the troubled heart gave a great leap. Not ten paties 
away, her delicate head dominating the crowd of smaller woman- 
kind around her, was she — Maude, his love ! 

She was advancing with that free, well-poised gait he remem- 
bered sp well ; no one ever walked the ground like Maude. Under 
the shade of a wide straw hat the pure oval of her face shone out 
a little palely, yet " divinely fair." She came past, and the rays of 
her blue eyes illumined the shady comer as she glanced in his direc- 
tion ; of course she did not recognize hinj — how could she ? he 
asked himself savagely, to stifle the unreasonable pang that sprang 
into life under the gentle indifference of her look — and SO he was 
able to feast his hungry gaze upon her. 

He would have known her anywhere ; and yet how different was 
she now to the little fay of his Woldham days ! Even the fancy 
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picture ever glowing in his mind paled before the reality, The fuil- 
grown woman, peerless in the warm richness of her young and 
powerful life, in delicate loveliness of feature, was not the thin and 
girlish being of his memories. And yet the face — its childlike 
mouth contrasting with the deep thoughtful eyes — bore the old 
look ; thank heaven ! she was his Maude still. 

A little disdainful, yet serene, she moved through the throng, 
suiting her pace to the slow gait of the feeble woman who leaned 
heavily on her strong young arm. A heaven-blue Uhlan and a 
pink-cheeked boy, English every inch of him, were pressii^ after 
her, jostling each other in their eagerness ; but the attention she 
vouchsafed them was evidently so detached and coldly courteous in 
its impartiality that even the watchful lover could behold their prox- 
imity without heartburning. 

And as, with white drapery fluttering in the same breeze that 
fanned his hot face, she. all uncon^ious, stepped by, so close that 
by stretching out a hand he could have touched her, a great rush of 
tenderness swelled his heart and well-nigh brought the tears to his 
eyes. Was such happiness to be for him } Great God, if he could 
only believe it ! 

r years ago, when they had parted under the snow-bound 
1 she had slipped her little fingers, warm from her muff, 
cold grasp — dear, kind little fingers — how frank and firm 
m their pressure, and how they had quivered suddenly, like 
:ned bird, under his passionate kisses ! She had loved him 
Young as she was, she would not have suffered the touch of 
had it not been hallowed by love returned. But now? what 
A he to expect this child's love to have lasted ? 
ly as her exquisite womanhood set his heart a-beating, he 
most wish to have found her less beautiful : to him she must 
It remained the only woman in the world, and it would have 
:hance the more for that absorbing hope. 
in she passed ; again the glamourous blue ray swept him 
seeing sweetness. Poor fool ! with his heart in his throat, 
strong right hand, that had not faltered when life and death 
pon its steadiness, shaking now as if with palsy, he had 
to look upon her and so school himself to composure ! He 
□t meet his fate to-night, dared not put the crucial question 
: the thought of what the answer might be. 
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The very ease with which the longed-for opportunity came 

robbed him of all courage. For a few hours, at least, he would hug 
his dream of bliss, troubled as it was by doubt; (or even the rack- 
ing of suspense was better than a reality of despair. 

Before the burnished twist of hair, that flashed gold in the sun- 
light, had for the second time been lost in the crowd, the music 
ceased, and the listeners began to disperse. Lewis rose from his 
seat to follow Maude to her residence, a purpose which, thanks to 
the flow of strollers homeward bound, he successfully accomplished 
without attracting attention. At last a door closed upon the be- 
loved figure, seeming, as it swung to, to leave the whole street in 
darkness ; and, with difficulty shaking off the almost painful fit of 
abstraction in which he found himself intently gazing at the spot 
wbere-he had seen the last flutter of her white raiment, he fell to 
reconnoitering the neighborhood, with a view to engaging quarters 
for himself in the immediate vicinity. He had not far to seek ; a 
minor hotel directly faced the more pretentious building that 
sheltered his love, and therein he straightway secured a front 

The rest of the day and the long hours of the night, that had no 
minute of rest for him, he passed in a kind of waiting dream. After 
the perfunctory evening meal, which the solitary waiter would not 
let him forget, and of which but little passed his lips, after the 
tramp to his first halting-place, in quest of the luggage he had left 
there on his artival, he had been free to sit by the open window of 
his little bare room and watch the flickering lights of the house op- 
posite, fancying hers to be that window to the right, hers that flit- 
ting, slender shadow on the blind ; free to picture her as now she 
knelt to pray, now lay, straight and beautiful tn the darkness, her 
eyelids dosed in sleep. 

For night had descended, serene, with a purple moonless sky, 
studded with many stars ; faint, strange odors of earth and leaf, 
light, stealthy mists rose from the cooling soil. One by one the 
noises ceased, and the townlet was lulled to a restful silence, broken 
only toward midnight by a sudden brief exodus of merry, bed-going 
groups, passing from the Kursaal along the uneven street under his 
windows. 

Half unconsciously Lewis noticed, as distinct from among these, 
the solitary figure of a traveler who, followed by a porter in charge 



■,..<, .yGoogle 



Ijg CONSEQUENCES. 

of a much-belabeled portmanteau, crossed over to the hotel op- 

The stranger stood a moment on the steps before entering, and, 
tailing off his hat, turned as if to welcome the faint breeze that stole 
fresh and sweet from the plains. It was a keen, grave fsice. show- 
ing in profile, sharply defined against the dark shadow of the wall, 
and whitely illumined by the flaring light overhead. Lewis looked 
at it with unwitting interest and vague admiration, until a waiter 
rushed out and clutched the new-comer into the inner recesses ; 
after which a carriage laden with belated dancers stopped to deposit 
some one at the door, and obscured further view. 

It was well, perhaps, that Lewis could catch no glimpse of the 
light form that next slipped in so quickly through the closing doors, 
for it had been sweet to think of his darling safe in her vit^n sanct- 
uary and slumbering in white security. Yet it was Maude who 
now stood in the tiled hall of the hotel, watching with wide-opened 
eyes, brilliant with surprised recognition, the vigorous figure of the 
gray-clad traveler as he slowly followed his portmanteau up the 

And late into the night, by her open window over the garden, 
she, too, sat dreaming after her wont, so near and yet so far from 
the poor passion-tossed watcher who could not sleep for very love 

At length, as the dawn of a cloudless day crept over the heav- 
ens, absorbing, one by one, the paling stars into luminous gray, 
Lewis flung himself on his bed. But there could be no sleep for so 
busy a brain ; it was only to toss from side to side, burning with fire 
of hope, chilled with presentiment of evil, till a radiant morning 
broke upon the land. 

Toward seven, when, early as it was, the sunshine hotly poured 
in through his window, and Homburg was already astir and abroad, 
he was glad to rise once more ; and though depressed, physically 
and mentally, by the strain of unsparing thought, "he could not fail 
to be cheered, as by a presage of good impending, by the beauty of 
the day that was to make or mar him. With courage renewed, he 
bathed dellciously, dressed, and drank his steaming coffee with a 
grateful sense of invigoration. As he stopped on the doorstep to 
Bend a silent greeting to his mistress's window before that long 
country tramp which was to while away the time until he could hope 
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to see her, Maude herself, the very embodiment of summer sweetness 
and morning freshness, came quickly out of the opposite house and 
turned up the street. And then he thought that fortune meant to 
favor him indeed. 

Avoiding the fashionable throng now perambulating round the 
springs to the strain of a mystic Wagnerian overture, the girl struck 
into a solitary side-alley that led to the pine-woods, and Lewis, with 
a leaping pulse, doubled his pace, and in a few strides had over- 
taken her. 

She did not know him ; not even when he addressed her in the 
old familiar way, and, with head uncovered, held out his eager hand. 
Her first look of rather proud surprise changed to a wondering per- 
plexity at the sound of his voice, as if indeed it struck some chord 
in her memory, but one which aroused but faint associations. He 
had to name himself, striving the while to fight against the horrible 
disappointment, to stifle the recurring murmur of his soul. He had 
not forgotten her, changed as she was. And then, at the easy 
warmth of her greeting, the growing possibility of that contin- 
gency he dared not contemplate came upon him with a ghastly 
misgiving. 

" Lewis ! " dropping her sunshade to stretch out both hands to 
him ; " actually, really you ! I thought you were at the Antipodes. 
Where do you spring from ? and what are you doing here, of all 
places ? You have not come for the waters, surely ? " This with a 
meny laugh. " Well, whatever wind may have blown you in this 
quarter, I am heartily glad to see you. But how you have changed ! 
I never should have known you again." 

Each sentence was emphasized by a shake of the hand ; there 
was not a change of color on the smooth cheeks nor the flutter of 
an eyelid Over the frank scrutiny of her gaze. No old comrade of 
his could have been more purely genial, more purely cheerful in his 
greeting. 

Her careless, friendly self-abandonment, at a time when it re- 
quired all his power of control, under the touch of her hands, not to 
catch her to his arms and cover that lovely brown head with kisses, 
filled him suddenly with a sort of anger. 

''I am home on leave," he said at last, white to his trembling 
lips ; " when 1 came to London, three days ago, I heard you were 
here, and so I followed," 
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The girl gave him a quick, puzzled look; then the bright smfle 
wavered and faded ; she slowly drew her hands from hb grasp. 

'■ Maude, will you not listen to me ? " he cried passionately ; " it 
is no use beating about the bush. I must speak to.you to-day," 

" Dear Lewis," she answered in soothing tones, " of course I will 
listen to you. What has happened ? Why are you so strange ? " 

It cut him to the heart to see the uncomprehending kindness of 
her lovely face ; he could not speak, the words refused to come, a 
great lump was rising in his throat. He could only look at her vrith 
his poor, hungry, hopeless eyes, clinching his hands and trembling 
as he stood before her. 

For a minute she watted in patient perplexity ; then, of a suddm, 
light seemed to break upon her, and she flushed crimson. 

" 1 think," she said very gently, knitting her brow, not in anger, 
but rather as if in pain, " that it may be best, Lewis, for both of us, 
that I should not listen to what you have to say." 

He knew thus, before she had spoken, what his (ate was, and 
that it was indescribably bitter. He would put no question now, 
plead (or no straw of comfort ; but he most speak the pent-up love, 
the passion that had gathered for years and that was stranglbg him. 
And so he blurted it all out, in short, uncouth sentences, feeling as 
if with every word a blacker hopelessness enshrouded him : 

" Maude, I have loved you ance the very day 1 first saw you 
How many years ^o is that .' I forget, but it is to me as if I had 
always loved you. Surely you knew it. You must have felt iL 
My only thought, night and day, since then has been you. I 
dreamed of wnning fame, that I might win you ; I turned soldier, 
thatlmightfightmyself to the (ront, achieve something for you. . . . 
Do you remember when I last saw you ? Did you not know that 
I was tearing myseU away (rom the land where you lived, only to 
make myseK worthy of you ? Child as you were, you had formed 
your ideal of the man you could love. I thought — God help me ! — 
that if I were to do some brilliant deed for you, there might be 
hope for me. Heaven knows I tried hard enough, but the sort of 
fame I longed for (alls to the lot of those who command : the sub- 
altern must learn to be content with having done his duty. I came 
home as obscure, as insignificant, as when I left — but loving you, 
Maude, more madly than ever I When we parted at the gate four 
years ^;o, and I told you of my love, you answered nothing; but 
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oh your sweet eyes! Even on that dark winter's evening! saw a 
light in them that has shone upon me, warmed me, been my beacon, 
my guiding star, ever since. I came home, not to dare to ask you 
to be my wife, but just to look for that light again, to seek from the 
woman the mute hope the child had not refused me, and then, with 
fresh courage, to take up the batUe of life again, to force fate to 
make me worthy of you. If you were willing to wait, I knew I 
must succeed in the end. Then, on my return, the first thing I 
learned was a wonderful, an overwhelming piece of news; what all 
my efforts had failed to encompass, sheer hazard had brought about. 
I was rich, Maude — I was somebody at last ; Gilham and all that 
great estate was minel My only joy in it was that it might be yours, 
for Gilham was always a cold place to me, and I am rich enough 
for my own wants. But, God forgive me ! I was mad with joy 
when I thought of you. 1 lost no lime ; 1 started that very day to 
seek you, to lay it all at your feet ; what did I care for it except for 
you ? Maude, the light is gone from your eyes, but I must hear 
the words from your Lps ; tell me yourself that I must kill that hope, 
after all, which has grown within me, grown to become the very life 
of my life." 

There were tears in her eyes. " Dear Lewis ! dear old comrade ! 
it can never be." 

" At least," he said at length in a toneless voice, " you loved me 
— then. Tell me, you loved me then." 

She hung her head, faltering : " What could such a child know 
of love ? " 

For a second it seemed as if the earth gave way beneath him, 
as if everything was going from him — the past, the future, all his 
plans and dreams. 

A look, a few words, five minutes together on that sunny morn- 
ing under the trembling shadow of a white-leafed aspen, with the 
drone of the music in the distance—and it was done. What re- 
miuned now but the memory of a great mistake, the burning torture 
of bafHed and hopeless passion f He could have laughed, in his 
anguish, at the thought of how he had hurried, never resting, night 
and day, to shatter himself upon this ! How madly impatient he 
had been till he had brought about this boundless misery ! 

'■ I am so grieved," came the soft, grave voice, once the dearest 
sound on earth, now the most acutely painful. He glanced down 
II 
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at her flushed face, at the tender mouth, drawn down at the comers 
with the pitiful, helpless expression of a scolded child, at the eyes 
brimming with grief, and thought the cup of bitterness was full in- 
deed, and that her compassion he could not bear. 

"Good-by," he said quickly; "it is good-by, Maude. Do not 
fear that I shall ever bring such trouble into your life again." 

Mechanically he raised his hat, and, refusing to see her timidly 
proffered hand, hurried away along the green avenue that led to the 
pine-trees, The warm odorous earth, but an hour ago so full of 
exquisite promise, lay before him an utter wilderness; before his in- 
ward vision stretched the prospect of an endless, hopeless, aimless 
life. How was he ever to have courage to go on with itP 



CHAPTER VIII. 

"A TAVERN ACQUAINTANCE." 

Late in the evening of the same day, David Fargus and Lewis 
Kerr — well-intentioned hunter and unconscious quarry — distant from 
each other by some twenty paces only, were strolling along the ill- 
condition pavement of a narrow winding street in the old university 
town of Heidelbeig. 

By dint of relentless, though guanled, inquiries, Fargus had dis- 
covered his son's hurried flight from Homburg but a few hours 
after it had taken place, and, much puzzled to account for it, and 
upset thereby in his calculations, started in pursuit without loss of 
time. On his arrival at Heidelberg, after engaging a room at a 
hotel in the center of the town, he had straightway sallied forth 
again on his carefully arranged plan of reconnoitering. It was his 
intention to make the round of all places of entertainment, inquiring 
at each for a supposititious English friend, presumed to have arrived 
that day — a device which he calculated would secure him an inspec- 
tion of the visitors' book. 

At the very first halt, fortune had favored the amateur detect- 
ive. A talkative waiter having, to the stranger's well-assumed sur- 
prise, denied all knowledge of Mr. Johnson, suddenly pointed out 
through the glass door of the office a stalwart, tweed-clad figure 
rapidly passing toward the street. 
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" This is the only gentleman who has come iiere to-day. . He is 
English, too, but his name is — here, I will show you the book ; you 
can see for yourself the last entry— Mr. Kerr, from Homburg." 

And thus it happened that a few moments later, following the 
promptings of his own intense interest rather than any definite pur- 
pose, David Fargus found himself dogging the erratic wanderings 
of Mr. Lewis Kerr, first through devious by-lanes, and presently up 
the High Street. 

It was a long and monotonous way, scantily lighted, at such 
time of year, between the two Semesters, well-ni^ deserted at 
night, and drearily silent save for occasional sounds of revelry be- 
hind the closed shutters of some tavern, hoarse laughter or a snatch 
of song amid the thumping of pots and the clinking of glass. 

By-and-by, increasing his pace, Lewis, who up to that had 
walked rather aimlessly, dived down a side-alley, and Fargus, guided 
now and again by a glimpse of the broad back under the shine of a 
rare lamp, sometimes only by the ring of the clean, soldierly tread 
in the stillness of the night, roamed in pursuit, in and out of narrow 
winding lanes through the labyrinth of the older quarters. 

Then the footfalls ahead abrupliy ceased ; there was the dull 
sound of a swinging door. Hurriedly rounding the comer, Fargus 
found himself in an empty street, before an old-fashioned house, 
through the stained-glass windovre of which shafts of warm-colored 
light were piercing into the gloom. 

Every architectural detail of this house was studiously " Gothic," 
conventionally ancient. Wrought-iron work, grotesquely carved 
wood, gave it, in the semi-darkness, fantastic attractions ; an ex- 
travagantly convivial party, in the picturesque garb of Maximilian 
days, was depicied on a hinged signboard, which proclaimed, by 
the light of a small green lamp, in bristling, curveting black letters, 
that within were " Old German " wine-rooms. 

In a community where compotation is looked upon as a pastime 
worthy of artistic devotion and highly dependent on sympathetic 
surroundings, the laying-out of a wine-room is the object of much 
and competent attention. The " Alt Deutsche Wein Stube" to be 
found in almost every German town, is usually a place of moderate 
dimensions — for the consumers of the noble wine do not come in 
throngs like the daily beer-swillers — it has solid oaken furniture of 
strange and antique design, and panelings half-way up the walls 
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bearing on broad ledges a suggestive arniy of cans and flagons, 
tankards, rummers and goblets, of portentous size and elaborate 
shape, under meandering black-letter scrolls eulogistic of unre- 
strained bibacity. 

Before one of these convivial institutions Fargus had come to a 
standstill, and now remained lost, for a considerable time, in earnest 
self-consultation, absently watchbg the diminishing oscillations of 
the swing-door. At last he made up his mind and plunged within 
the lighted recesses. 

In a far comer of a deserted room, as profoundly cheerless and 
meaningless as all such places are when devoid of the socia! element, 
sat the object of his pursuit. From the threshold Fargus looked 
keenly at him. 

Square- headed, square-shouldered, bearing the stamp of his 
nationality in every external as unmistakably as the stamp of his 
profession, the young man sat, leaning forward with elbows on the 
table, gazing in gloomy abstraction at the amber-filled goblet which 
he was absently encircling with one hand. He raised his head at the 
sound of the opening door, and Fargus recognized, beyond hesita- 
tion — strangely different as it was from his preconceived and uncon- 
sciously cherished notion — the original of the much-studied portrait. 

With an inward start, the father met the gaze of two somber yet 
brilliant eyes, which seemed to belong to the ghost of his old self, 
and which, after fijiing him with, an unrealizing stare, turned impa- 
tiently away. How often had not the George Kerr of old. during 
those last unhappy days of his existence, a quarter century back, 
beheld just such another hag^rd young face, just such circled, 
hopeless eyes, whenever he had chanced to meet his own reflected 

Maintaining his outward placidity with stem self-command, 
Fargus silently sat down at the nearest table ; and while waiting, 
with apparent unconcern, for attendance,' watched, under cover of 
his shading hand, each action of that long-limbed, scowling man 
who was his son. 

Lewis tossed his glass, filled it again, and again emptied the 
brimmer. Then look and frame became set once more as he re- 
lapised into his former heavy reflection. 

So there was his boy ! Fargus felt a sharp pang of disappoint- 
ment ; the shaking hand, the flushed face, and brooding eye were 
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agns that he had teamed to read but too well in days when it had 
been a necessity to him not only for success, but for self-preserva- 
tion, to judge of a man by what expeiience had wtitten on his 
countenance. 

Under the sting of that first impression he now, for one mo- 
ment, thought of leaving the presence and abandoning, this time 
irrevocably, the creature who had been his sole thought for so 
many days, lest the knowing of him should prove a bitterness and a 
reproach. But there came to him, first a curious yearning of the 
heart — unwonted emotion which warned him that Nature was 
determined to assert her rights, however late — then the remem- 
brance of all the information, collected with so much difficulty, con- 
cerning his son's past, information which tallied so ill with the 
dawning suspicion ; and he drove the thought from him, almost in- 
d^nant with himself for the harboring of it. 

And then a few minutes more of silent watching and it did not 
require even his peculiar knowledge of physiognomy to discover 
that here was no ordinary case of solitary toping, but that some 
unusual agitation was at work behind the young soldier's deter- 
mined potations. 

Again Levvis refilled and emptied his glass, and finding' the 
fl^on failing, turned his head and called out loudly, in German : 

" Herr Wirth, another bottle of the same ! " 

There was fever in the young man's alternately despondent and 
excited manner, and Fargus began to feel a new solicitude. 

" He is battling with some terrible thought," thought he. not 
without a swift, regretful realization of the wideness of the gulf he 
had created between them. "What can it be? If I could help 
him ... if I only knew!" 

The host bustled in upon his perturbed reflections, and, after 
placing the required flask and a dish of meat — evidently some pre- 
vious order— before Lewis, turned, smiling and apologetic, to the 
late-comer and requested to know his pleasure. 

Fai^s seized upon this opportunity, with an unwonted beating 
of the steady heart. 

" Pray forgive my troubling you." he said, rising and addressing 
his fellow-guest in their native tongue ; " I fancy I am not mistaken 
in taking you for an Englishman, and, as I hear you speak the 
jai^n, may I beg you to interpret me to this fellow ? " 
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Lewis looked up, in the same dazed, uncomprehending way. » 
the speaker, who, with his peaked beard and the great scar across 
his face, did not at first sight look like a countryman. But, falling 
under the spell of grave kind eyes and a curiously sympathetic 
smile, he suddenly recovered understanding and courtesy, and rose 
to his feet likewise. 

"Do you want supper, or merely wine?" he inquired, with a 
direct simplicity curiously charming to the listener. " There is not 
much choice of the former in a place like this, but the wine is 
good. Perhaps," struck by a sudden thought, "you will do me 
the favor to taste this; you might like to have the same — Herr 
Wirth, another glass." 

The sound of the pleasant, refined voice fell gratefully on the 
father's ear. Could there have been any doubt as to the young 
man's identity, the somewhat foreign courtesy with which this 
speech was delivered, and the distantly foreign intonation which 
accompanied it, would have settled the point. 

Accepting the offer as frankly as it was made, Fargus came and 
sat down at the same table ; the glasses were filled, he clinked his 
against his son's, and, as they drank together, silently invoked a 
blessing on the pledge. 

There was a desultory interchange of remarks on the quality of 
the beverage, a bottle was ordered for the American, and Lewis 
gave a courteous, if somewhat indifferent, disclaimer to the former's 
apology and thanks. Then a not unnatural silence fell between 
them. The strangeness of the situation was. for the moment, too 
great an incentive to thought to allow of Fargus continuing a com- 
monplace conversation, while Lewis, on his side, in no talkative 
humor, at once, and with plainly deliberate purpose, relapsed into 
his brooding mutism. 

But after a while, awakening to the fact that the ice so happily 
broken was fast setting again, Fargus took a plunge in medias res. 

Leaning forward and fixing the moody face across the table with 
a look of unconscious but compelling earnestness : " I hope you will 
forgive my importunity," said he, " and, indeed, tell me if I intrude 
on your privacy ; but when I first saw you on coming In here, it 
struck me that I knew your face, and now, on closer examination, I 
feel almost sure I do. May I ask if I have the pleasure of speaking 
to Mr. Lewis Kerr ? " 
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Called for the second time from his far abstraction, Lewis 
seemed momentarily irritated, but again became subject to some 
subtle, pleasing influence before the other had done speaking. At 
the last words he turned round and surveyed his interlocutor with 
speculative curiosity, 

"Yes, that is my name," he answered wondcriagly, after a 
slight pause. " But I can not remember ever having seen you be- 
fore." 

" You are right," s^d Fargus with a smile ; " neitWer have I ever 
met you in the flesh til! this evening. But I was lookii^ at a por- 
trait of you, and that quite lately." 

" My portrait ? And where ? " 

'■At Woldham Hall." 

The wound was yet too fresh to bear even so slight a touch. A 
spasm passed over Lewis's face, and it was a minute or two before 
he became aware that the stranger was still speaking, 

"And so," Fargus was saying, "as a two months' tenant of the 
Lone Grange, I consider myself quite an old inhabitant of that part 
of the world already. I knew your late uncle sUghlly, and am a 
warm admirer of that fine old house, ihe present master of which, I 
believe, I am'now addressing ? " 

Again Lewis winced, and once more Fargus racked his brain for 
a solution to the puzzle, trying to ward off a growii^ dread of some 
hidden di^race, 

" He can not bear the thought of his home or his old friends — 
there must be some grave reason for it ! And yet how well they all 
spoke of the lad ! the General seemed to love him like a son." 

" And so you know the Woldhams ! " said Lewis abruptly, with 
a kind of defiance in his look. " How curious ! Woldham Hall 
was as nearly a home as any place has ever been to me, but it is 
four years since I last was there. The General was very good to 
me. I suppose he is growing an old man now?" 

" It is a green old age," responded Fargus. " I do not think 
you would find much change In him ; he looks good for many years 
to come. His dai^hter is a beautiful creature ; I suppose you left 
her a child. By-the-by, I hear she is at Homburg." 

Even as he spoke these words of casual conversation, the mean- 
ing of it all— of Lewis's depression, of his strange flight hither — 
flawed upon the father's mind. The surmises he had made regard- 
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log a romantic attachment between the fair mistress of Woldham 
- and liis son had been correct only as regarded the latter, and the 
youi^ dragoon had dashed in pursuit of his old sweetheart only to 
be refused. So that was where the shoe pinched. Poor boy ! silly 
boy I And with feelings at once relieved, amused, and almost ten- 
derly compassionate, be again noted the darkening of the young 
man's face ; caught the quick, nervous gesture with which, at tlie 
mention of Maude, he raised his glass to his lips, as if to hide their 
tell-tale sensitiveness, only to set it down again, unable to drink a 
drop of its contents. 

Thereupon ensued silence, this time a fairly protracted one. 

The lad was hard hit, thought Fargus, following up, in the light 
of persona] acquaintance, the long train of ideas suggested by the 
last discovery, there was no doubt about that ; he had started in 
piusuit of his iove, with scarce a day lost on his return to England. 
No wonder the thought of his splendid inheritance now brought 
nothing but bitterness. " But luckily," urged the wisdom of years 
and experience, " it will not last." 

It is a strange thing how lightly, in comparison with other evib 
of life, the tortures of disappointed love are held even by those who 
have themsehes suffered of old in the same Gehenna. 

Soon, however, Fargus found himself wondering, and with hot 
indignation, what in the world that girl could mean by rejecting his 
son — manly, good-looking fellow as he was — and next there came a 
creeping satisfaction in the connected thought that the all-absorbing 
interest of happy love, of new wedlock, was not to come between 
the son and his unknown father— at any rate, for a little while yet. 
But here Fargus awoke to a startled perception of the rate at which 
his feelings were traveling away with him ; and as he realized the 
hold this comparative stranger, who sat on the other side of a tavern 
table, had already taken of his whole being, another dread germed 
into life — what if it should be impossible to follow up this casual 
intercourse ? what if his acquaintance should prove displeasing to 
Lewis? 

Throwing all his will into the intensity of his desire, the father, 
not without a strong distaste for the intrusive part he was playing, 
but swayed by the nearer fear of losing what might prove his only 
opportunity, made another determined effort. 

"Our meeting to-night," be remarked, as if unconscious of his 
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companion's wish for silence, " in this quaint tavern — ancient, at 
least, in intention— in the heart of an outlandish seventeenth-century 
town, and my recognition of you over a glass of wine, might fonn a 
good opening chapter in a novel of the old-fashioned school, might 
it not, Mr. Kerr? ... In the world of fiction, of what a series of 
thriUing events and fascinating adventures would not this fortuitous 
occurrence be the starting-point ! whereas, in real life, who knows 
if we shall ever look upon each other's faces again after to- 

Lewis turned his eyes toward his companion. The dull and 
weary uncertainty of his glance seemed to linger, and gradually 
became absorbed, as if with a grateful sense of restfulness, upon 
the calm, kindly face before him ; but he did not speak. 

"And yet I am wrong, perhaps, in saying this," began his com- 
panion once more, with quick perception of the young man's uncon- 
scious sympathy. " We are, after all, destined to be neighbors in 
your mother country for a goodly time lo come, and thus, 1 hope, 
destined lo be friends. May I introduce myself to my actual land- 
lord over there in Yorkshire ? — (or, strangely enough, it is now your 
old manor-house of which I am the tenant, 1 believe. David Fargus, 
citizen of Washington, in the United States, at your service.' Shall 
we not shake hands ? " 

Hesitatingly Lewis extended his hand to 6nd it quickly inclosed 
in a warm, firm clasp and gently retained. 

" Here is the birth of a new day," said Fai^s, glancing with a 
smile at the high clock, which now pointed to the twelfth hour ; " it 
is all in correct G. P. R, James style." He retained his son's hand 
till the last vibration of the twelve strokes had died away, and then. 
with a half-laugh, released it. 

The young man brushed his forehead with the gesture of one 
awakening from a dream ; he could not have said whose doing this 
lengthy hand-ciasp had been. 

" A most extraordinary thing ! " he murmured, staring at his 
strange acquaintance with undisguised wonder. " But while my 
hand lay in yours I seemed to forget how dead tired I am and all 
about this splitting head of mine, just as though you actually mes- 
merized me. And I had a puzzling sensation, too, of knovring you, 
a feeling as if it were quite natural to have you there— as if your 
touch and presence were both familiar and pleasant I hope 70U 
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will not think me quite mad, thougli I am afraid I can not boast of 
being altogether in my sound sense to-night.'' 

Tiien stopping short to looit more closely at the clean-cut profile 
— (or Fargus, with head half averted, seemed absorbed for a mo- 
ment in smiling thought — he cried suddenly -. 

" I have seen you before, after all ; yet I can not think where." 
The words were scarcely spoken, however, before the chain of re- 
membrance completed itself, and his face clouded ^^in. " 1 know 
now. It was last night : you landed at the hotel at Hombuig — you 
stood on the steps, thinking ; I saw you from my window in a Lttle 
inn oppoMte — only last night ; it seems years and years ago. Are 
you a mesmerist?" he presently continued in dreamy tones; "I 
wish you would mesmerize me for good then." 

He feh all at once overcome with a great weariness. For three 
nights no sleep had descended on his eyes ; the wine drunk deeply 
that evening had hel^ to sustain him but momentarily, and now 
nervous strength was failing. In tlie midst of this exhaustion, Far- 
gus's strong, vigorous presence seemed to uphold and master his 
mind, and he vilely resigned his will to a sense of curiously re- 
poseful relaxation. 

" I am no mesmerist," returned Fargus, looking anxiously at the 
face, now so white under its bronze, at the hollow, sunken eyes from 
which speculation, life itself, seemed almost to have vanished. " But 
you are beyond doubt most extraordinarily tired ; can 1 do anything 
for you ? " 

" No," answered Lewis, speaking as if to himself ; " no one can 
help me— I am tired out, tired of myself, tired of life. I have lost 
all purpose, desire nothing— nothing, but fot^etfulness. I tried to 
find it in wine, but it was worse than all. There is but one way to 
find it, that is in death." 

Strange, thought the father, and kind were the workings of fate 
which had brought him to his son's side at such a moment. And, 
laying his hand on the other's wrist, he spoke gently but with a firm- 
ness and an earnestness bom of his own keen sense of the danger 
of this utter mental breakdown, 

" Come, rouse yourself ; I do not know what is on your mind, 
but you have let yourself run down too low. It is only bodily faint- 
ness which engenders this mental one. Think. There is always 
plenty left to do in a young life, and ultimately to enjoy. Only 
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cowards shrink from the battle's outset. With a fair name, a good 
conscience, there is something worth living for in every life — if it be 
only to endure well. But you can not mean what you said — you 
are exhausted. Eat." 

The anxiety of the elder man's eye relaxed when he saw Lewis 
draw his plate before him and obey with unquestioning docility. 
Tracing the unexpected potency of his influence easily enough, as 
much to the youi^ man's overstrained condition as to his own sin- 
gleness of thought and ener^ of desire to benefit him, Fargus 
watched its working with curiosity and satisfaction. 

When the last morsel was finished, Lewis stretched out his hand 
for the flagon ; but the father, quietly proffering instead a cigar 
carefully selected from his case, the young man changed his pur- 
pose, and in the same obedient manner kindled the Havana at the 
match that was struck for him. 

The American then followed suit himself, and there ensued a 
few moments of peaceable silence in which both lay back in their 
chairs, slowly inhaling and exhaling the fragrant smoke ; Fargus 
keenly watchful as ever, under his half-closed lids, Lewis absorbed 
in bis new-found, dreamy placidity. 

This pleasant state of things was, howei'er, soon disturbed. A 
sound of shuffling footsteps, boisterous laughter, and a ferocious 
rattling of canes in the hitherto quiet street, heralded the appear- 
ance of three hilarious, not to say rowdy youths, corps-students, as 
their colors proclaimed, which gentry burst into the room and began 
clattering with sticks on the nearest table— an approved manner of 
summoning mine host among the ruffling community they had the 
honor of representing. 

The heUish clangor thus produced completely broke the spell 
wfiich seemed to bind Lewis's thoughts. He sat up straight and 
looked about. 

" I do believe," he said, addressing Fargus with an air of great 
perplexity, "that you did take me away from myself, after all. I 
seem to have been in a dream^-during which I see, however, that I 
have contrived to make a very substantial supper." This with a 
puzzled smile at his empty plate. " Was it not you who ordered 
roe to eat ? " 

"I suggested it, certainly ; and as yqu most decidedly required 
it, I am very glad you followed the advice. How do you feel now ? " 
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" Better, thank you. Actually as if I could sleep to-night" 

Here the laughter and interchange of witticisms round the 
table where the three cavaliers had settled down to their potations 
became so uproarious that, unable to hear himself speak, Fargus 
broke off in his talk and half turned on his chair to look severely 
at the delinquents. 

" Where do these outrageous creatures, in caps so much too 
small for their fat beads, come from ? " he asked in a low voice, 
iKnding closer to his companion ; " the University is not sitting now, 
I believe." 

" Probably students on a tour," said Lewis in the same tone ; 
" they do not belong to Heidelberg, judging from their colors." 

"How absurd they look with their seamed faces and that painful 
rotundity of figure ! " pursued the American ; '■ though they un- 
doubtedly think themselves anything but ridiculous." And he was 
about contemptuously to turn his back upon the group, when he 
became aware that its largest and most obtrusive member was now 
engaged in staring at him with as much insolence as two excessively 
heated eyes could convey, and paused, to return the look with placid 
disfavor. 

"My dear sir," said Lewis wamingly, as he took in the situa- 
tion, " rflow me to entreat you to bestow your attention elsewhere 
for the moment. Corps- students often make it a point of honor to 
be actively impertinent to those outside their order, on the slender- 
est pretext." 

Even as he spoke, an ominous silence fell on the couleur-party; 
all three of which looked solemnly toward Fargus ; then the first 
beribboned individusd rose, with rather unsteady dignity, settled his 
eyeglass, and came forward. He slopped when within a pace of 
the Englishmen's table, closed his high heels with a bellicose tap, 
and, insolently swinging his hom-headed cane between two fingers, 
" Sir," he said in German, with a rasping and arrogant voice, " why 
did you fix me ? I can not allow you to do so ! " 

The admirable correction of this challenge was, unfortunately, 
lost upon Fargus, who, after surveying the young man for a moment 
or two in some amusement, had to address himself to Lewis for in- 
terpretation. 

"What does this gentlemen say?" 

" Oh," cried Lewis hurriedly, and, foreseemg a scandal, anxious 
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to gloss thii^ over, " he wants to know what you are looking at 
him for. It is part of their system, you know, to resent being 
'fixed,' as they call it. Mein Heir," he continued, rising and mak- 
ing a slight bow to the corpsman, who immediately retomcd it with 
becomingly defiant stiffness, ■' this gentleman is a complete stranger, 
and speaks no German. I am certain he did not intend to fix you, 
but merely regarded your party with a traveler's curiosity." And, 
bowing again, he sM down, in hopes of having satisfactorily con- 
cluded the episode. 

But the waistless and bescarred champion, again punctiliously 
returned the salutation by a downward movement of the chin, 
hereupon assumed a manner if possible more odiously overbearing, 
and turned to Lewis as if glad to have found a better subject to 
bully. 

" Very well, sir ; tell him, then, not to look at us again ; we are 
not disposed to suffer it." 

" That I shall certainly not do ! " retorted Lewis, stung to sud- 
den anger, and looking, Fargus thought, as if he would give much 
to plant a good English blow, straight from the shoulder, within the 
heavy white circle of his interlocutor's face. " What the devil do 
you mean by offering such impertinence, to strangers — guests In 
your land ? Can you not be satisfied with your own silly quarrel- 

The Bursch, who was just returning triumphantly to his table, 
wheeled round, and petrified himself instantaneously into an attitude 
intended to be expressive of the most rigid dignity. 

•' Silly youth," he observed with unctuous- deliberation, " I must 
trouble you for your card." 

With a disdainful snort. Lewis pulled out his pocket-book and 
tossed a card on the table : upon which the German became with- 
out any transition preposterously courteous. He took the card with 
much apparent satisfaction, touched his cap, first to one, then to the 
other, and swaggered back to his companions, who had looked on 
in solemn approval of their companion's unimpeachable conduct of 
the transaction. 

Though unable to understand a word of what had passed, and 
puzzled by the elaborate formality of the proceedings, Faigus could 
not misinterpret the offensiveness of the corps-student's tones, nor 
the scornful anger with which Lewis had flung his card down. 
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" What is the meaning of ^1 this ? " he asked, seized with mis- 
givings. "Surely you are not going to take a challenge from that 
underbred, sodden fool!" 

" If he is not too dnink to forget all about it, it is more than 
probable that he will send some one in the morning to request the 
honor of a tight with me. Whether 1 grant it or not is another 
question." 

There was a long silence. Lewis yawned wearily, and leaned 
again forward on the table, supporting his head with both hands. 
" If I thought I could only sleep to-night, not the chance of meeting 
the great Amadis himself would tempt me to get up again," he 
murmured, almost as if speaking in a dream. 

Fargus repressing the uneasiness which this vague reply was 
hardly calculated to allay, saw that it would be cruel to torment 
him with talk in his present state of fatigue. As soon as the noble 
corpsraen had retired, which, to his satisfaction, he pterceived they 
were already preparing to do, he resolved to see his boy back to his 
room, and endeavor, without seeming indiscreet, to induce him to 
lie down to rest. 

When they were once more left to themselves, he Idd his hand 
affectionately on the young man's shoulder. 

" Come," he said, " it is time for you to have some sleep, I should 
say. - Where are you stopping ? " 

"Yes, sleep — and forget," murmured Lewis, raising his head 
with eyes closed, and dropping it again heavily on his hand ; " sleep 
is coming at last ! " Then, with a futile effort to rouse himself, 
■Where am I stopping?" he repeated indistinctly, "where? I 
forget ; I will sleep here." 

And stretching his arm forward, he laid his head on the table. 

Fargus looked at him compassionately, and quickly made up his 
mind. He called the landlord, paid their reckoning, and, naming 
his hotel, made it understood he required a guide thither. 

Lewis got up, when Fargus took him under the arm, and in a 
drunken sort of way suffered himself to be led out. Nothing, hap- 
pily, in the Httle town could be very far distant ; the hotel soon ap- 
peared in sight, when the American dismissed his guide and hurried 
bb stumbling charge into its shelter. v 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE "COMMENT" OF HONOR. 

Disdaining to notice the confidential grin of the night-porter, 
who sympatiietically considered tiiis a simple case of unwise-con- 
viviality, Fargus conveyed the youi^ man to his own quarters as 
quickly as he could. 

Here he locked the outer door, and, perceiving that an adjoining 
bedroom was vacant, resolved to usurp the tenure of it for himself 
that night, abandoning his own bed to his son. 

As for Lewis, with a few unintelligible words of thanks, he flung 
himself on the couch without even attempting to loosen his coat, and 
almost instantaneously sank into that profound, dreamless slumber 
which, in strong constitutions, often succeeds complete exhaustion. 

For a long time the elder man stood gazing at him from the foot 
of the bed, immersed in thought. 

In the relaxation of sleep the young frame looked curiously broad 
and powerful. Lewis lay with head thrown back, and the muscular 
column of his throat showed, deeply sunburned, against the white 
pillow. His arms were folded above his head ; this Fargus noted, 
not without some secret pleasure, for it had been a habit of his own 
youthful days. So here was the poor little, pallid Sevillian baby, 
the son of Carmen, the spoiled beauty, and of madcap George Kerr 
— the dead George Kerr. A line, well-knit fellow. A gentleman 
every inch of him ! How patient and courteous, in the midst of 
his evident trouble, the boy had been with him, intrusive stranger 
as he must have seemed I How scornfully he had put down that 
swaggering, potty fool ! Pray heaven, though, there might come no 
mischief out of that ! 

Fargus found it difRcult to subdue the vague trouble which the 
thought of this possible duel evoked. It could hardly be love for a 
being with whom he had become acquainted but a couple of hours 
ago which prompted the feeling. But he was now conscious, in the 
midst of an unanalyzable turmoil of mind, of a distinct and anxious 
sense of possession in the stalwart youth, and of a fear, altogether 
disproportionate to the circumstance, but impossible to reason 
against, of losing him ^ain. 
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He caught himself sighing, and at length roused himself from 
his contemplation, to bend over the reclining form and, with lingers 
as gentle and tender as a woman's, loosen the collar and tie, unlace 
and pull oft the boots. Then he eitracted a rug from his bundle, 
carefully covered the sleeper, drew tiie blind and curtains lest the 
early morning light should disturb that much-needed repose, and, 
after one last wistful look at his son, retired to the next room and 
closed the door. 

The sun had crossed the meridian of Heidelbei^ before Lewis 
awoke from that healing sleep. 

At first he lay still for a little while, enjoying the sensation of 
laiy well-being in every limb, and (dreamily aware that there was a 
heavy misery somewhere in the background) jiot anxious to arouse 
himself to life and memory again. Then a curious sensation of un- 
familiarity with his circumstances began to wax disturbingly ; and 
presently there was the shock of the discovery that he had gone to 
bed in his clothes. 

He sat up, bewildered and ashamed, struggling to piece together 
the confused scraps of last night's proceedings, which came irregu- 
larly back to mind. It was in vain he strove : he could not recol- 
lect how he had gone to bed. There was the new burden of sor- 
row, so old now— no fear of forgetting that for long — and there had 
been the tavern where he had drank, and a stranger, a man whom 
he could not think if he liked or disliked, who had talked much, and 
who knew Maude ; and there had been a drunken student whose 
round face, distorted into unnatural largeness, shone, moonlike, from 
out of the mist of vague recollections ; after that — blank, 

" Confound it ! " cried Lewis aloud, tossed petulantly back his 
covering, and curved his long legs over the side of the bed prepara- 
tory to emerging altogether— jn which position a knock at the door 
airested him. 

" Come in," cried he, and turned with a scowl to look over his 
shoulder aX. the intruder. It was the stranger of last night who 
stood on the threshold of the adjoining room, and smiled upon him 
with that odd ga/e which had bewitched him in the tavern. 

" Well, and how do you feel after sleeping the round of the 
clock ? " he was saying, in a friendly way, just as if it were all the 
most natural thing in the world. 



n,r.^^<i "/Google 



THE "COMMENT" OF HONOR. 177 

Levin's stared hard, and then rubbed his eyes as though not quite 
certain of being awake. 

" What the devil are you doing in my room ? " was a countet- 
question that not unnaturally rose to his lips. But almost at the 
same time his irritated glance fell, and, when he spoke, the words 
came forth wonderfully modified, almost apologetic. It was impos- 
sible to connect impertinence, even obtrusiveness, with that dignified 
and courteous presence. " May I ask why you are here, what you 
are doing in my room ? I did not know — I beg your pardon," blun- 
dered he, abashed all at once, he knew not why, and with a con- 
fused, humiliated consciousness of the contrast between his own 
unkempt, unshaven condition, and the perfect appointments of his 
visitor. " The fact is, I have but the vaguest recollection of what 
took place last night — though I do remember meeting you. 1 hope," 
diffidently, " I hope I had not too much wine on board ? " 

" It was not so much a case of too much wine as of too little 
food, 1 should say, and over-fatigue," answered Fargus kindly. 
'■ Perhaps, also, too much worry in your head." 

At this allusion the old black cloud promptly settled back on 
Lewis's face. An involuntary sigh escaped him. 

Too wise to seem to perceive his trouble, the father, turning to 
draw the curtains and admit the pure, warm sunlight of a perfect 
day, went on easily: 

"You will pardon me, 1 hope, for coming in upon you in this 
manner ; I heard you move first, and call, I thought. I should not 
have disturbed that good long sleep of yours for worlds. But I 
must tell you that this is not really your room, nor even. I believe, 
your hotel. You were loo sleepy last night to remember where you 
lodged, and so I took it upon myself to bring you back with me, in- 
stead of leaving you to the tender mercies of mine host of the wine- 
rooms." 

The young man flushed scarlet, 

" Was I so bad as all that ? " he asked quicldy, and looked so 
genuinely, so boyishly aghast, that the elder man's heart went out 

"No, my dear fellow, no." he answered, laughing gently, 
"Some people mi^t, perhaps, have put it down to wine; but I 
knew better," 

Lewis fixed his eyes musingly on the speaker, who returned bis 
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gaze with one of benevolent amusement, through which, however, 
the young man felt an earnest scrutiny which puzzled and again 
embarrassed him. 

" It was really very good of you," he said at length with an effort 
— " devilish good of you, in fact ! " with a sudden appreciation of the 
m^;nitude of his obligation. " I have been trying, ever since I 
awoke this morning, to remember how I got home last night. I 
am ashamed of myself — I had no idea I was trespassing upon your 
kindness in this manner. I am sure I do not know why you took 
the trouble." 

" More surprised would you be if you did ! " thought the father, 
in curious enjoyment of the position, while aloud he genially re- 
marked : 

" Any one would have rendered you the same obvious service. 

As tor me, I was very glad to be of use, I assure you. And now," 

he went on, " may 1 beg you to make use of my traps, in so far and 

exactly as you please. You will find no razors, but I dare say they 

can provide you with some sort of implement in the hotel ; and as to 

other things, the contents of m_y portmanteau, yonder, are at your 

service. And seeing that you have, so far unwittingly, partaken of 

y hospitality, will you give me the further pleasure of extending it 

least until after the luncheon I have just ordered ? " 

Lewis hesitated a moment, then eagerly accepted — anything to 

ish, for the moment, the clamor of his pain. 

" You will find me on the terrace," added Fargus, with a gleam 

satisfaction on his thin face, and left the room. 

Half an hour later they were once more seated opposite each 

her on the creeper-hung terrace, where the sun smote them 

mtwise with chastened gleam through a screen of fluttering 

3.ves. some savory dishes and a long bottle of Rhenish between 

Lewis would have been other than human not to feel cheered by 
e influence of these material things, no less than by his entertain- 
"s extraordinary gift of pleasant conversation. Not being such as, 
^manlike, hug their sorrow and revel in feeling its acuteness to the 
termost, he welcomed the diversion heartily, threw himself with in- 
test into the topics raised, relished the excellent fare, and now and 
fain was actually cheated into genuine laughter by the American's 
y and somewhat satiric humor — laughter tripped up with a sigh. 
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and succeeded by heaviness hardly shaken oil, but, for all that, 
musical bearing to Farfus's cars. 

The crusty bottle was near emptied, and the repast had reached 
that stage when, all serious business being concluded, it becomes 
with a sympathetic companion a mere excuse for trifling with a good 
glass of wine and lingering over a more confidential exchange of 
ideas, when Lewis suddenly realized, with surprise, that he and this 
roan of many travels and experiences, teller of strange incidents in 
all modesty, soldier seemingly, at least in knowledge, and sports- 
man unmistakable, were old friends already, and that he did not 
even know his name. 

Of the fact that he had heard it overnight he had a kind of rec- 
oUeciion, but it was lost in the maze of that dreamy episode. His 
growing attraction toward this strange being, and his simultaneously 
growing curiosity, prompted him now to frankly admit his ignorance 
and beg enlightenment. 

" I should so much like to know your name," he said naively. 

" Fargus — David Faigus," answered the latter, smiling. 

" A proud name for an American to bear," cried the young sol- 
dier, who was an eager student of military history, and who knew 
in curious detail that intricate record of slaughter and heroism, the 
story of the Secession. "Are you perchance any relation of the 
famous Colonel Fargus?" 

There was a moment's pause. Surprised, Lewis looked up, to see 
the stranger's face flush darkly under its bronze, the immense scar on 
his forehead standing out lividly against the tide of generous blood. 

" Why, good heavens ' " exclaimed the young man, with light- 
ning intuition, " I believe you are the very man himself ! " 

For the first time in his life Faigus felt an exquisite pleasure in 
his fame. Hitherto he had accepted its benefits, its advantages, 
simply as his due— its ills with equal philosophy. Now, in silence. 
he was tasting to the full aH the satisfaction it is capable of giving. 
When he spoke at last, his smile was very sweet. 

" So you have found the old soldier out," he said. " I had hard- 
ly thought young blood like you would even know of such ancient 
history as those episodes of my life are now, even to me. Yes, it 
was a curious time, one that, like all periods of disruption, brought 
to the fore any mail with some capacity for the art of war. You 
have seen service, too, if I am not mistaken ? " 
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" I was in Afghanistan, and also through that unsavory Boer 
business ; the latter not one we English like to talk much about, as 
you can fancy," answered Lewis briefly, taken aback to lind the 
tables turned upon him, and examining his companion rather shyly, 
and with a new, almost reverential, interest as he spoke. Then, 
hastily, before the American should again tackle him anent his own 
achievements : "And is this your first visit to Europe, sir ? " with a 
pretty, unconscious lapse into the subaltern fashion of address to 
soldiers of standing. 

'■ No," answered Fargus, with a ready tact adopting the new 
subject ; " I am an old traveler in the Old World as well as the 
New, An idle one, I fear, with a fancy for roaming at my own 
pleasure and very little ambition to do any region after the conven- 
tional (asiiion of my countrymen. For me the interest of voyaging 
is purely subjective ; I consider that 1 have seen enough of the 
globe's surface to have acquired the right to look upon my wander- 
ings as relaxation, not business. My impression of Heidelbet^, lor 
instance," he went on, helping his guest to a cup of cofiee, "will, no 
doubt, be limited ; nevertheless a picturesque, withal a pleasant one. 
A remembrance of a tavern scene, very full of light and shade ; of a 
young Englishman, immersed in thought, seeking rest and oblivion 
in the companionship of some excellent Steinberger ; three highly 
objectionable roysterers — have you forgotten them ?— on whom the 
noble wine seemed to have had a very different influence, produce a 
bit of local color in the shape of a challenge, of which I fear I am 
the unwitting cause. So much for the picturesque. Next the re- 
membrance of an excollent lunch under the veranda of a hotel, the 
name of which I shall probably forget, in the congenial company 
of my new acquaintance ; as background to this particular scene, 
a terrace checkered with the trembling shadows of the plane-leaves, 
a steep hill, much laden with greenwood, and, towering above all, 
the sunny red facade of a celebrated castle, which I understand is 
interesting to those who like to climb thither. A pleasant picture 
to remember, and especially to sit in ! Will you take another cup ? 
Here is one of last night's cigars." 

Lewis, every moment sinking more under the charm of his host's 
geniality, almost forgot that he was miserable as he listened to the 
graphic talk and gazed with admiration at the Aesh-and-blood per- 
sonality of one of the heroes of his military lore. 
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He was growing quite talkative himself, drawn out by the at- 
traction of an equally appreciative listener, when their tiie-i-4ete 
was abruptly disturbed. 

A waiter came up, presented him with a rather dirty card, and 
asked, with evident relish of the mystery, whether this was the gen- 
tleman's name ? " For," said he, " two Hcrren Siudenten were with- 
out and anxious to sec the gentleman. The said Herren Studenten 
had been going the round of the hotels inquiring after an English 
HerrOffizier." 

Lewis, not without a keen feeling of annoyance, recognized his 
own card in the thumbed piece of pasteboard thus held out to him. 
Throwing it back on the salver, "Yes, that is my name," he cried 
shortly ; adding after a moment's reflection : " Show the gentlemen 
to a private room, and say I shall attend to them." Then to Far- 
gus, as the waiter retired ; " Our bullies, of last night, of course. 
How silly of me to give them my card ! "' 

" So they have really come with the challenge," said Fargus, 
blowing with a contemptuous snort a double jet of smoke from his 
nostrils. " You are not going to take it up ? " 

" Well, you see, sir, if I had not given them my card, I certainly 
should not trouble myself much about the fellows. But there was, 
unfortunately, the name of my regiment on it, and I do not quite 
know that I can refuse to fight, absurd as it may be." 

" It is absurd," answered the other, too much pleased^ however, 
at the simple, somewhat old-fashioned way in which his boy took the 
matter, to more seriously counsel another course, dearly as his solici- 
tude drew him to do so. " And it further appears to me that I am 
the right person to speak to these youths." 

'■ Oh, I have not the slightest doubt that you could be accom- 
modated with a duel also ! Such creatures are simply insatiable of 
honorable quarrels. And, by the way, I shouU not wonder if it 
was the appearance of that scar on your face, sir, which made 
them think 'of you as a person addicted to that sort of amuse- 
ment. But, even were you to dream of favoring them in that 
preposterous manner, you must not think that it would release 
me from my liability ; the challenge was addressed to me per- 
sonally." 

There was a fairly long pause. Levris relit his cigar, and let it 
go out agdn, pondering, evidently in some perplexity. 
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" What is it ? " asked Fai^s, suddenly bending forward to smfle 
into the thoughtful eyes. 

Lewis laughed, but with a slight embarrassment. "You have 
been so very kind that I am almost prompted to ask you for another 
favor." 

•■ If it is feasible, it is done," was the simple answer. 

" It is a favor which, among Englishmen, one would hesitate to 
ask of one's best and oldest friend ; but you are from a country 
where dueling is still socially countenanced. In short, it would take 
me out of a fix if you had no objection to be my second." 

" Is that all ? Why, of course ; and I shall have the pleasure of 
seeing you chastbe the fellow, I hope. Another impression of 
Heidelberg." 

They both laughed, Lewis with a rising spirit and a certain 
pleasurable excitement, Fargus not without hidden mi^ving. 

" Upon my word, that is wonderfully good of you. These stu- 
dents would be proud indeed if they knew who it was that conde- 
scends so far to patronize their tinSel chivalry, I shall not betray 
your incognito, of course, but I mean nevertheless to be worthy of 
my second, I promise you. And now," said the young man gayly, 
as he rose from his seat, "I suppose I must go and interview 
the gentlemen. Would you care to be present ? It may be curi- 
ous," 

Fargus emptied his liqueur-glass leisurely and followed in silence. 

When they entered the private room the two Germans, who 
were patiently waiting stretched on the sofa, rose solemnly, and the 
ceremonial began. 

After the due exchange of bows, very precise on the German 
side, very sketchy on the English, Fargus sat down and surveyed 
the scene with critical eyes, while Levris, with his hands behind his 
back, leaned against the high china-stove and waited. 

One of the visitors, a young man, who would have been hand- 
some under rational conditions of lite, but whose good features 
were almost obliterated by the white puffiness and the interlacing 
scars which proclaimed to the world his untiring devotion to beer 
and honor laws, advanced, halted, closed his heels, braced his knees, 
made another bow, and observed ; 

" Herr Kerr, of the English army ? Lieutenant, I presume ? " 

Lewis nodded assent. 
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"Herr Lieutenant, I have the honor to introduce myself: Karl 
von Floss." And he placed a card on the table, whereupon ensued 
a. third exchange of bows. " I have also the honor," continued the 
envoy, " to present my companion, Herr Ulrich Meyerhoffer, can- 
didal phtlosoph." 

The philosophical candidate, a square, squat individual, whose 
naturally jovial expression was now disguised under an assumption 
of preternatural severity, came forward and likewise saluted. 

Then for a while proceedings came to a standstill ; the two aca- 
demic persons looked askance in the direction of the sofa, and Lewis 
recollected himself. 

" Mr. — ah — Ferguson ? " this with an Inquiring glance which 
Fargus returned acceptingly ; " I am afraid I must disturb you. 
Allow me to introduce Herr von PlQss and Heir Meyerhoffer. 
Meine Herren, I present Mr. Ferguson, my friend. Now we ought 
to know each other," he went on in English, with an irrepressible 
boyish wink. 

" Herr Lieutenant," said the first student with, if possible, in- 
creased severity, " we are sent by Herr Graf von Lflwenstein to 
ask whether you will revoke the expressions you made use of when 
addressing him last night" 

"Indeed!" returned Lewis, affecting surprise. "Is that all? 
then the answer is very simple. You may tell Graf von Lowenstrin 
that 1 wilt do nothing of the kind." 

The German bowed E^ain. the preliminaries were concluded, 
and, so far, satisfactorily from his point of view ; he now proceeded 
to the natural sequel. 

" When and how will it then please you to meet the Count ? 
We are only passing through the town, but we will keep ourselves 
at your disposal." 

" As I, too, am only a visitor here," answered Lewis carelessly, 
" I should say the sooner the better. Shall it be to-morrow morn- 
ing?" this last phrase in gracious tone, as though they were set- 
tling some pleasant little excursion, for he was beginning to enter 
into the humor of the thing, " But since I am willing so far to 
honor Count von Liiwenstein," he resumed after a pause, in a more 
serious manner, " as to meet him on account of his own unwarrant- 
able behavior of last night, I shall insist on two or three conditions. 
This quarrel is not academic, and we may waive some of (he rules 
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of Comment ; as the challenged party and as a strainer on your 
land, I have, moreover, the right to stipulate at my own conven- 
ience." 

The student, evidently rather taken aback, with some hesiution 
acquiesced. 

" To begin with, being a soldier and not a corps-student, I take 
no pride in scars cheaply earned on the Mensur." This was said 
with great directness and with an unequivocal glance at his inter- 
locutor's scarred and furrowed countenance. ■' I, therefore, decline 
to fight with scratching rapiers and in mattresses." 

Herr von Floss flushed violently to the roots of his pale, plas- 
tered hair. '■ What do you say to sabers, then ? " he interrupted, 
trying to hide his anger under a sneer. " Officers, even English 
officers, can have no objection to using their swords, I presume." 

" Sabers, by all means." retorted Lewis with great deliberation ; 
" I have not the slightest objection to meeting your principal with 
them— without active seconds, of course. I have only one more 
COTdition to make : your side must undertake the management of 
every detail concerning the encounter. You are eiperts in such 
matters, while my only friend here is, like me. a stranger." 

The ambassadors retired to a comer of the room for a rapid 
consultation, no doubt greatly exercised in their minds to find a 
mannerless and unchivahous outlander so ready in matters of hon- 
orable difference. " Nil admirari " is, however, one of the canons 
of gentlemanly behavior in their order, and they allowed no word or ' 
look to betray their feelings on the matter. 

Lewis, on his side, exchanged a friendly look with Fatgus, who, 
although catching only a word here and there, nevertheless appre- 
ciated the authoritative manner in which his son had assumed the 
conduct of affairs. 

" Why, you seem to be quite as much at home in German dis- 
putations as th«se fellows themselves," he remarked in answer to 
the look ; " how do you come to know the language so well ? " 

" I spent two Semesters here some time during my undergradu- 
ate days, and I have kept it up since, with a view to the Staff Col- 
lege." 

" Herr Lieutenant," here interrupted the cadaverous young man, 
again drawing near, "we have agreed, unless you should have any 
good objection, that the duel shall take place in a certain inclosed 
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field, somewhere behind the Philosopher's Walk. You know the 
Philosophen Weg? " 

" I do," said Lewis shortly. 

" Very well. We will bring, as you desire, the necessary attend- 
ants and the doctor. I am Graf von Lowenstein's second. Herr 
Meyerhoffer is umpire. I believe yonder gentleman is to be your 
second. Is this now understood ? " 

" Quite," replied the Englishman. The salutings began afresh, 
and the deputation withdrew. 

" Now, is not this exquisitely idiotic ? " laughed Lewis, when he 
had closed the door behind his visitors. "Can you conceive how 
level-headed people like the Germans can not only tolerate, but ad- 
mire, be proud of, the peculiar ethics of the Corps-student ? For if 
one broaches the subject of the ' Duell ' with them, Ihey have scores 
of admirable reasons in its favor : It traineth a youth to cool cour- 
age, endurance, self-reliance ; it icacheth him to look on personal 
honor as an entity ever to be vindicated at any risk to self and 

" It seems to me," returned Fai^s scornfully, " from the little I 
have seen of the gentry, that the chief result of that tender solici- 
tude for their honor is to turn your corps-student into a highly ob- 
jectionable rowdy." 

" Oh, I must admit you have seen a bad specimen. They are 
not all thus. Most corps-students are genilemen ; and though they 
consider it part of their daily life to pick up as many duels as possi- 
ble, (hey generally confine their quarrels to their own class. All 
the time 1 was here, I never fell foul of any one, albeit that among 
them the raising of difficulties— which blood alone can soothe away 
again — is quite a fine art ; an art in which he shows the best talent 
who soonest turns the ' quip modest ' into the ' counter-check quar- 
relsome." " 

"Then you have had no practical experience? Are you any- 
thing of a swordsman ? " asked Fargus, with well-assumed careless- 

" I am reckoned rather good at that," replied the young man in 
his simple way. " Our last colonel ranked sword-exercise next only 
to riding in importance, and 1 have had some practice also in Ger- 
man play. By the same token, I think it would not be amiss, since 
I am now booked for this expedition, were I to put my hand in 
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again by a bout or two. Have you a mind to walk with me as far 
as the fencing-room ? " 

There was now no trace of last night's depression left on Lewis's 
face, and, infected by his mood, Fargus felt, in spite of his appre- 
hensive under-current o£ thought on the possibilities of to-morrow's 
encounter, almost disposed to rejoice at a cause which had produced 
such good results. 



CHAPTER X. 

"ALT HEIDELBERG, DU PEINE, DV STADT AN EHRE REICH!" 

" And so you are a good swordsman. I am glad of that," re- 
peated Fargus musingly, as they wound their way toward the school. 
" But how do you come to be a fencer ? " he went on, glancing with 
some pride at the well set-up figure by his side. " Most of your 
countrymen, if I am not mistaken, now look upon scientific fencing 
as an un-English, not to say Frenchified, pursuit." 

"That is a John Bullish sort of idea which, I am glad to say, 
is fast disappearing from the army. In olden days we had the best 
broadswordsmen in Europe, and I assure you we have still a fair 
number of such. With me sword-play of every description has 
s been a special taste ; I began to cultivate the noble science 
; early age of twelve. It came about in this vray. I must 
DU that I never knew my father, and that my mother died at 
rth. She was Spanish, and I was brought up by my Spanish 
iparents, partly at Seville, where I was bom, partly in an old, 
dilapidated family place they had, near Ronda — a sort of 
f-house, half castle, half farm, where we used to pass the 
ler. There was a large Inft in one of the towers of this last, 
: old furniture and rubbish of all kinds, rusty odds and 
]f arms and armor, blackened pictures and torn books, were 
i away — a favorite haunt of mine, whither one day my grand- 
traced me unawares, to find me practicing by myself, a 
n ' brown rapier ' in one hand and in the other a battered book 
ice of the days of Philip IV. It seems he watched me with 
it, as 1 pinked and hacked the back of a fine old Cordova 
r armchair in the true orthodox style as laid down in the 
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'Book of the Sword's Splendor,' And the old man was so pleased 
with what he considered an innate taste for g'entlemanly accom- 
plishments, that he engaged, the very next week, a man from Seville 
to come and give me leMons of ' dexterity." Dear old unsophisti- 
cated grandfather ! " Lewis continued, after a few moments of 
smiling meditation ; " He little thought what a deal of trouble it 
would give me, in after days, to unlearn all the antiquated passes 
and tricks he had seen inculcated with such grave interest, to forget 
the stately posturing I had practiced with the most thorough faith in 
the infallibility of the Spanish school. It was the same, by the way, 
with my riding. You should have seen how the ultra-scientific 
equitation, calculated 'o display to advantage the prancing and 
curveting gait of an Andalusian gennet, excited the derision of the 
Gilham people ! It was old General Woldham who initiated me to 
the easy comfort — to man and beast — of a hunting- seat. Good old 
soiil! he was much kinder to me than my own kin!" 

" I liked what I saw of him," said Fatgus, with an effort. He 
had been greedily taking in every word which unveiled his son's 
past, and his pleasure in him grew as he listened ; but it was almost 
with a sense of jealousy that he heard of all those who collectively 
had taken the ffuher's true place, and among whom was divided 
that gratitude which might have been centered on him. 

" Please forgive my garrulity," cried Lewis, with a quick blush, 
attributing his companion's sudden abstraction to want of interest. 
"You should not have let me go on prosing about myself in this 
way. Here is the University Fencing School, in any case. I hope 
all this does not bore you very much ? " 

" I have neither found you garrulous nor tiresome, believe me," 
responded Fargus warmly ; " and I am prepared to derive much 
interest in watching you wield the saber, both academically and efE- 
caciously. Is this the place? Do you lead the way." 

Being vacation-time, the Fechtboden seemed thoroughly de- 
serted. There was none of that busy, rousing uproar of clinking, 
rasping blades in opposition, of thuds loudly sounding on padded . 
arms, of monotonous commands, varied at intervals by high-pitched 
words of encouragement or objurgation ; none of that glorious 
revehy which in term-time proclaims academical activity to all the 
neighborhood. 
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Lewis rang, and sent his card to summon the master. 

This jovial and portly personage, who, to while away the slack 
hours, had evidently been solacing himself in his arbor, no doubt in 
the company of congenial spirits, with a deep after-dinner draught 
of Bavarian, made his appearance in his shirt-sleeves. 

The man of the sword at once reco^ized an old pupil, albeit of 
many years back, and was much delighted, from a professional and 
artistic point of view, when he learned the immediate cause of the 
call. 

With an ^jceable smile he introduced the visitors into a taige 
room, the vaulted ceiling of which was supported by stout pillars, 
fluted with iron rods, the latter much hacked by many individual 
practices in the art of smiting. On the walls, serried rows of puffy, 
quilted arm-guards, gaundets and Panzers, hydrocephalous- looking 
saber-helmets, cup or basket-hilted Schlaegers, most of them black- 
ened, bescratched, battered and otherwise betokening assiduous 
work ; over these, and all round the room, escutcheons bearing the 
ticrced colors of all local corps and clubs between their scrolled 
names and ciphers. In one comer a nisty heap of broken blades. 
No other furniture but a couple of forms under the casement re- 

This curious Local, seen in the cross-lights of its low window, 
had a grim, business-like, withal picturesque aspect, antiquated like 
the spirit of the pursuit it was devoted to. For there is this charac- 
teristic about a German University school, thai, unlike the fencing- 
rooms of other countries, they exist solely for the purpose of dud- 
for mere exercise or amusement. 

ell, Herr Kerr," cried the master, after suiting his visitor 
aer, arm-guard, and helmet, " 1 hope you have not quite for- 
)ur old lessons in echt Deutsck fighting. Now, tEike your 
;; on guard — good; straighten your arm and brace your 
sre— good ; and now beware of the Manchette." 
f began rehearsing the forms of a German saber duel, the 
rattling on the while, after his peculiar fashion, at once chcer- 
tronizing and pompously dogmatic. 

member, Herr Kerr, that, among us, the dictates of manly 
rohibit any retreating ; the left foot remains firm, as by the 
\. Cut, parry, or countertime if you like, redouble, always 
1 take ; but never stop, hesitate, fall back, or retire the body 
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after your foreign custom. That is not correct here. Now, now ; 
straight the arm, brace the knee, hard with the thumb. And, 
Herr Kerr, remember the Manchette ! " 

A flicking cut over the young man's guard, which sounded grim- 
ly on the gauntlet, emphasized ihe caution. 

Fargus watched with satisfaction. Lewis's play was sharp, de- 
cisive, and neat — severe, as one conversant with the schools would 
have called it — and he was in fair condition; the master, on' the 
other hand, although naturally superior in point of hits, breathed 
stertorously after ten minutes' play, and perspired to profusion. 

" You must also beware of lunging too wide, worthy sir," he re- 
marked, coming with evident relief to a standstill, and moppbg his 
good-humored face; "you might find it dangerous on the grass. 
By the way, when is it to be, and, if I may ask, with whom f You 
know," he added, laughing, "with one of the noble profession such 
things are honorably safe I " 

At the mention of the name, however, the jovial lanista was un- 
able to suppress a whistling ejaculation, and a transient look of con- 
cem shadowed his rubicund visage. 

" Graf von Lowenstein, of Munich ! Donnerwttter, Herr Kerr ; 
for your first duel you have found a right doughty opponent ! Well, 
you must not tire your arm. This will suffice for to-day, I think. 
You will do right well ; you have even improved since you used to 
come here. Now, my last counsel : keep your hand warm before 
coming on the ground ; a thick glove, for instance, will keep your 
wrist supple — such details have decided the fate of many an en- 
counter." 

" What do you think of the Krummer SSbel, as a sport ? " asked 
Lewis, as he and Fat^s walked out into the pure air {^ain. 

" Well, I know so little about it. We in America trust more to 
lead than to steel, you know. All this appeared very scientific, so 
far as flicking and stopping goes ; but it seems to me that a young 
man like you should make more use of his legs." 

■' That is the very essence of the eckl Deuisch play — every cut 
b tobe stopped with the blade. Here they look upon all dodging 
and springing as derogatory to a gentleman. Curious notions, are 
they not? Do you know my little explanation of this artificiality 
they hold in such high honor — simply, that a less conventional, 
more active play, like ours, for example, tvould hardly agree with 
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the enormous quantities of beer your Burscb has to swallow over- 

" A likely explanation," said Fargus, smiling ; '■ though it seems 
rather absurd that people who are not walking beer-barrels should 
be expected to forego their natural advantages. But, tell me ; I 
suppose at this well-regulated game there is little danger of very 

"Oh, the German saber, unlike the Schlaeger, can wound with 
quite sufficient severity, as we shall perhaps see to-morrow," an- 
swered the other thoughtfully. " And this reminds me that the 
authorities, although they wink at the Mensur in a way almost 
equivalent to licensing the same, punish all other encounters with 
fortress imprisonment, when they can lay their hands on the actors." 

Fargus strove to conceal his growing concern. The matter 
seemed to be assuming more serious proportions than he had con- 
templated ; and the expression of the master's face, his ejaculation 
on hearing the name of the adversary, haunted him. 

"Surely they would not imprison a stranger, challenged l^ a 
native ! " he put in ruefully. 

" 1 should rather fancy they would," promptly answered the 
young man^" and be only too delighted to get the chance. And 
this, as I said, reminds me," he continued, "that since you are so 
good as to stand by me, it would perhaps be better to make your 
preparations for leaving early to-morrow. These people recognize 
no distinction between seconds and principals. Dear me ! I should 
have told you of this sooner ; it will entail your departure from here. 
Did you contemplate stopping long?" 

" No ; I am as free as possible, and have not the least anxiety as 
regards the fortress business — for myself, that is ; but this is, never- 
theless, a complication. What if you should be wounded ? — after 
all, a possible contingency." 

" Oh, there is little doubt about my pocketing something in the 
scnmage, for if there is a redeeming point in this whole foolery of 
pot-tossing and brow-beating, it is the unflinching pluck of the 
corpsmen. They will fight until it is a physical impossibility for 
them to fight any longer. But they will do their best to keep every- 
thing secret, for their own sakes ; and I have no fear but that I can 
either be hidden up somewhere, or able to make ' tracks,' as they 
say in your country. In any case, I shall get ready myself to be off 
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early to-morrow, for my business in this part of the world is at an 
end, and I have to return to England." 

'" listen, my young friend," said Fargus, stopping in the middle 
of the road, after a moment's silence, and speaking with an earnest- 
ness that admitted of no disclaimer ; " 1 am rather sorry, now, to 
have countenanced the affair ; but since I have undertaken it, if you 
will allow me, I shall not leave you till you are well through it. 
Meanwhile, you had better make my hotel your headquarters." 

"I shall be very glad," said Lewis gratefully, "and am much 
obliged for your kindness. Now, what shall we do — walk about ? 
There are various old haunts of mine which 1 should Lke to re- 

" Anywhere you like," answered the American, as cheerfully as 
he could. " I shall enjoy the stroll in your company. How much 
I should congratulate myself on our chance meeting last night, did 
I not feel I have been the indirect cause of bringing this unpleasant 
affair upon you ! " 

Lewis walked on in silence for a few yards ; then, with some 
hesitation : 

" I am nothing, if not actually indebted to you. Colonel," he 
said. " Even should matters prove serious to-morrow — though it 
would be affectation to intimate that there is any great danger of 
that — I should still have grave reason to be glad of your appearance 
at the tavern, I verily believe you have saved me from what would 
have been far worse than a happy dispatch in this duel. Owing to 
the failure of a matter viry near my heart, the utter destruction of 
hopes I had cherished for years, I felt last night as if the springs of 
my life were broken— as if the path before me was a long dark alley, 
interminably long, hopelessly dark, leading to nothing hot more 
darkness. The thought of self-destruction was gaining the mastery 
over me. Somehow or other your company did me good, and 
though, naturally, at the time I should have preferred being alone 
in my misery, it was a very black spell that you broke." 

On hearing his suspicions of the previous night thus confirmed, 
Fargus's mind wandered back to the old, old days when he too had 
known the grim fascination ; and he shuddered at the danger Lewis 
had escaped, while it struck him, with a strange mixture of regret 
and pleasure, on how many points already, in the little he had heard 
and seen of his son, he found reproduced his own character. 
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Looking keenly at him : " I would not presume to moralize," he 
said ; " but 1 am glad the spell is broken. Never allow yourself to 
become familiar with the demon of self>destruction — it is a very in- 
sidious attendant." 

" Never fear, sir," answered Lewis quickly. " Indeed, I feel now 
quite ashamed of my mawkishness. In any case, I have no mind to 
desert ray post in this world. Since you have no definite purpose," 
he suggested, changing the subject after a few seconds' pause, 
" shall we turn in this direction ? " And he led his companion 
along a narrow lane which wound its abrupt pebble-paved way up 
the flank of the Castle hill, between the whitewashed walls of small 
homely houses. •' As I told you, this town is full of reminiscences 
for me." 

Fargus assented willingly, and, both engaged in doughtily mas- 
tering the devious steepness of the road, little conversation was at- 
tempted until at last they reached the terraced gardens of a well- 
knovra tavern, into which Lewis found his way as one familiar vrith 
the retreat. 

There for a time, standing by the parapet, he seemed lost in the 
contemplation of the smiling panorama shimmering in the hot sunny 
air beneath him. The gray-brown roofs of Heidelberg spread in 
length between the hillside and the strand where the Neckar lazily 
rolled its yellow course, with now and then a mild foaming over 
shallows or weirs. Beyond, the mellowing vineyards, basking in 
the sun, faded northward into the bare plain; and to the south 
merged into the pine clad slopes. And as he gazed Upon that most 
beautiful prospect, his cheerful mood seemed to give way again be- 
fore something of his former despondency. 

" It is strange," he said at length, sitting dovm on the comer of 
a table under a spreading plane-tree, and still looking wistfully out 
across the land, " to see so little change in the old scenes, when we 
ourselves have changed so much." 

" Dear me ! " said Fargus, with a smile, sitting down in his turn, 
as, with a flourish, the bouncing waitress placed on the table before 
them two tall glasses of amber beer brimming over, and swaying 
their " flower " of creamy foam ; "dear me! have you changed so 
very much since your student days ? How long ago may it be ? " 

" It is now seven years since I sat in this very place," answered 
Lewis ; " not a very long time, perhaps, but the cycle required, as 
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the physiologists tell us, you know, to renovate every atom of man's 
physical being. And it seems to be much the same with the mind," 
he added, almost with a sigh. 

"You talk like an old man," put in Fargus, only too willing to 
*iumor his companion in a vein of talk most likely to lead him to 
personal matters. 

" I do not know about that. It seems to me rather that the 
Snal change, that which really constitutes old age, is generally one 
of indifference both to past and future in this life, and that with it 
comes a greater state of serenity, as tar at least as personal matters 
we concerned — a soothing sense that the battle of life, whether lost 
or won, is over, that the inevitable series of disappointments which 
form its stages have all been gone through, that rest is the only 
satisfaction, and that the days of eagerness are too remote even to 
be regretted." 

Here he drank half the contents of his frothy beaker, and, snap- 
ping the lid down, continued : 

" Ha I this is good, though ! I had almost forgotten the resin- 
ous aroma of Bock. How it brings back the old time, and with the 
old time the old feelings ! I saw you smile indulgently just now 
when I spoke of disappointment. Have you not found most of the 
nings in the ladder of life more or less a disappointment? Even 
you, high as you have climbed? Is it not a fact," went on the 
young soldier musingly, resting his chin on his hand and his elbow 
on the table — " is it not a tact that whenever you are brought back 
with a jump to the feelings of old times, you awaken to the eternal 
discrepancy between anticipation and reality? We look eagerly to 
the moment when we shall have achieved cherished objects of am- 
bition — meanwhile, the very contemplation of a desired future robs 
what might be an admirable present of its real savor. We are 
vexed by haunting thoughts of our backwardness in the race fcr 
distinction, or even merely for equality with our surroundings. 
When the achievement has taken place, why is it that we then look 
back with unavowed melancholy to the period of our illusions? 
Then we discover, perhaps in the forgotten taste of a glass like 
this "—giving a fillip to his Seidel — •' the subtle charm of the inferior 
days which we wished over when we should have enjoyed them. 
For, when it has been secured, the slowly achieved position has lost 
its brilliancy and its satisfaction, our sense of pleasure has been 
13 
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blunted by the gradual process. I suppose it is all according to the 
universal law that everything tends to dull equilibrium — dull in- 
deed." 

Lewis halted, lost in reverie, and Fargus watched him, half 
amused, half sad, wholly benevolent. 

"This is. indeed, a curiously contemplative frame of mind for a 
sunburned dragoon, just home from the wars ! It would seem as 
though this German drink had infected you with the philosophical 
dreaminess peculiar to the pale-faced, lank-haired German student 
of tradition." 

Lewis came back from his distant thoughts and smiled. 

" You are right, Colonel ; at that moment 1 was again living in 
the days when discussion took more willingly a contemplative turn 
than it would in the anteroom of a cavalry mess — in the days when 
one thought many things worthy of hard study which have proved 
since pitiful in their emptiness. I let myself go to talking great 
rubbish, I fear ; but this return to bygone haunts has brought back 
the past days so vividly. Did you chance to meet Charles Hillyard 
at Woldham ? " 

"A handsome, pale, fair man — University lecturer?" asked 
Fargus, careful not to commit himself. 

" The same. Did you see much of him there ? " 

"Not very much; but the little I did 1 found interesting," was 
the safe reply. 

"There was one of my disappointments," Lewis went on brood- 
ingly. " 1 wonder if it is he who has changed, or I P In the old 
days he was one of my stars. There is very little I would not have 
done for him. Here, under this very tree, we have had many a 
sympathetic muse on things in general. We had a room in com- 
mon under that mossy roof yonder — you can see it from here, just 
between that blot of dark-green foliage and the red sandstone 
church-tower. He was a good German scholar and I was a poor 
one — another cause of admiration for me — and he used to pilot me. 
We vi^rc inseparable. In the club, to which he introduced me, we 
were called 'Tipp' and 'Topp.' I was Topp, he having been 
known as Tipp long before my appearance on the scene. See, here 
is the club cipher, with its exclamation carved on this table, for 
this tree was our rallying point tor the morning draught. I won- 
der, by the way, whether our portraits are still hanging in the club- 
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room ? Before going on, would you like to see a students' Kneipe ? 

Ours, the Carolina, used to be here." 

They emptied their glasses and moved toward the house. 

A few words to the landlord, who soon recognized one of his 
former patrons, induced him to ojjen the satred precincts of the 
Carolina, which, it being vacation-time, now rested in darkness. 

A long, rather narrow room, warmly lighted by stained glass 
windows, the rich colored, but highly incorrect, heraldic panes of 
which brightened the severely solid furniture. A ponderous oak 
table, much rubbed and dented by endless courses of disciplined 
compotation, crossed at the honor end by another, smaller and 
slightly raised ; two formal rows of hard carved wood chairs, and a 
dignified presidential throne. On the table, between a couple of 
drinking-horns, elaborately archaic and unwieldy, a heavy wooden 
tobacco casket. A laige special panel fixed to the wall was de- 
voted to the heavy china pipes of the members, almost every one 
of which was inscribed to its owner by a brother Carolinian ; over 
this hung a trophy of flags, devices, and club colors, emphasized by 
a pair of crossed rapiers. Numerous photographs of individuals or 
groups dotted the walls. To one of these Lewis straightway drew 

" There we are still ! " he called out, pointing to a group which 
showed the Carolinians in a forest excursion, seated or standing in 
various picturesque attitudes round a very prominent beer-barrel, 
each man holding his covered glass or his long pipe in one hand 
and with the other clasping, in pointedly devoted manner, some 
special comrade by the shoulder or the arm. 

Fargus peered closer, curious to see what his son might have 
looked like at the hobbledehoy age. Charles Hillyard and Lewis, 
adorned, in accordance with the local fashion, with tumed-down 
collars, wide cravats and hessians, china pipes in hand, and clinking 
glasses with a certain terribly bespectacled individual, formed a 
salient sub-group in the picture. 

" What a ridiculous pair we did look I " laughed Lewis ; " though 
no worse than the others, of course. It seems incredible now that 
we could ever have found real pleasure in the systematized swilling, 
the conventional jovialities of the Kneip' table, and entertained obe- 
dience to a praeses, chiefly because he was ' most potent at potting,' 
And yet we did meet here, almost every day : and HiUyard — Tipp — 
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was actually the soul of our parties, thoi^h he worked ei^t hours 
a day and accumulated knowledge and garnered thoughts, without 
ever talking about it — the thoughts and knowledge which have ren- 
dered him famous since, I used often to think of the contrast be- 
twecn the student of Heidelberg and the University lecturer, when, 
on our return to college, I watched him from the body of the hall, 
dining at the high table — grave, reverend, as befits a Don, and no 
doubt talking unimpeachable sense, to the admiration of his listen- 
ers — trying in vain to recognize the fellow who, here, would perform 
the ' Exercitium Salamandris ' with serious zest, and carry off a 
beer-icandal with high hand ; or, of an evening, would lead song 
after song with his clear tenor voice. Well, there we are! That is 
how he was — in his jolly days, for now he is much changed — and 
that is what I was like when I used to look upon him as the only 
model worthy of imitation. It is part of the general unsatisfactori- 
ness of things I was just now grumbling about, that now there no 
longer seems to be such enviable superiority on his side. I regret 
our old relations." 

Talking in this strain, they sallied forth again, toward the pine 
woods. Fargus, who fell his curiosity increase in every direction, 
finding his son in a communicative mood, led him gradually on, as 
he well knew how, without seeming to do so, to speak of his early 
days in England. And a delight it was to the father to hear the 
Story of his son's assimilation to England and things of England, at 
a time when a boy's character and tastes are already formed ; to 
hear how the struggles and the unhappy sensitiveness of the first 
years gradually gave place to the pleasures of independence and of 
well-earned success. It pleased him especially to find out that, of 
his own strong will and by his own exertions, Lewis had undone the 
great mischief wrought by that selfishness which had left an Eng- 
lish lad to grow among aliens ; and it stirred him strangely to learn 
how strong the love of his father's country had grown in the boy's 
heart — of that country which George Kerr had willfully forsaken 

They spent the reminder of the afternoon in an invigorating 
walk through the peaceful, romantic scenery of the Neckarthal, re- 
turning along the winding banks of the river, talking upon the most 
varied topics the while — from the glamour of student's life to some 
military question of the day; from abstractions on the picturesque 
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to accounts of wild sport. Occasionally, indeed, Faigus found him- 
self led out of his depth, especially on literary excursions. But he 
enjoyed the converse perhaps the more for the contrast between 
what he had the right to have expected in his son and what he 
actually found. 

And by the time the sky had grown purple and golden over the 
pine-bristling hills and they were tramping homeward, the mutual 
sympathy had ripened on each side into genuine appreciation. 

For the influence of the stranger, that of one who had seen much 
of life without growing either bitter or apathetic ; the novel interest 
of his manner, rather authoritative and yet genial ; the natural grati- 
fication of finding himself treated as an equal by this famous man, 
brought Lewis out of his self-centering thoughts and showed him 
at his best, and thus, at the end of the first day spent together, 
Fargus, filled with warm and proud satisfaction, hardly knew what 
he liked best in his newly-found son, the manly, soldier-like bearing, 
or the scholarly refinement. 



CHAPTER XI. 

"PASSES, FINCTURES, AND COUNTERTIME." 

Lewis slept soundly, with not too vivid, but pleasant, rambling 
dreams of old times. 

Fargus spent the night in wakeful ct^itations, and at dawn, un- 
able to he any longer in quietude, arose and made ready for the 
eventful morning. When the first stir of life in the house became 
evident, he summoned a servant and ordered a substantial break- 
fast; then he aroused his neighbor. 

"Everything is in full swing," he said briskly, as Lewis put in 
his head at the door; "we have a couple of hours before us yet; 
but make haste, that we may start early and so have time for a walk 
before your fencing bout ; it will invigorate you and put your circu- 
lation in order." 

The untidy brown head disappeared ; presently sounds of bois- 
terous splashing and sponging announced the progress of toilet, and 
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in due course Lewis emerged from his chamber as neat and trim 

and generally polished as beseems an Englbh officer of dragoons. 

After a leisurely meal, and armed with a couple of cigars from 
Fargus's inexhaustible case, they sallied forth into the freshness of 
the morning. The father's sole thought being now to keep Lewis 
in his present collected and cheerful mood, he allowed no trace of 
his own mi^vings to appear in look or word. 

" What a delicious day ! " said he as they swung along at a 
round pace. " In face of scenery like this, under such a sky, does 
not the errand on which we are bound seem incongruous? " 

" Yes ; the surroundings are more suggestive of an aubade than 
a trial by battle," said Lewis r " and yet — " He broke off abruptly. 
Did he not know, had he not tasted only too recently, what bitter- 
ness could be encompassed in one sunlit morning? 

"Well," he resumed after a pause, resolutely checking the de- 
moralizing strain of thought, " I should have scoffed at the idea of 
such an enterprise a few days ago ; but now, somehow or other, I 
rather enjoy the excitement A duel, after all, is an experience 
which few Englishmen of these times can ever indulge in ; it will be 
quite interesting to have gone through such an anachronism," And 
he inhaled the vigorous, spicy atmosphere with a gratifying sense 
of muscular fitness, and flicked about sundry cuts from a supple 

They crossed the Neckar bridge and ascended the right bank of 
the river, discussing as they went the question of single combat ; 
first, the institution as it now exists, then from a historical and 
ethical point of view. The curious knowledge of such matters 
evinced by Lewis, coupled with his satirical criticisms on so-called 
"honorable " difficulties, whether springing from some absurd triv- 
iality — as in his own case — from serious insult, or yet more grievous 
wrong, tilled his companion with amazement. 

" It seems to me almost inconceivable," he remarked at length, 
■' that, with such a very well-digested system of opinions, you should 
now find yourself on the way to put your honor to the test of fencing 
skill." 

" Oh, Colonel," put in Lewis lightly, " pray do not believe that I 
consider my ' honor ' engaged in the least. It b a mere matter of 
I do not hold with the gentlemen whom, by the way, 
V hear are coming up behind us— a man's honor to be such at 
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delicate, fragile entity that death or murder is preferable to the risk 
of its being doubted by the first bully. Far less do I beUeve that 
there is only one kind of honor, nannely, a constant readiness to 
stake one's body, in good mediEval fashion, in support of a position 
assumed rightly or wrongly. For the most curious thing about the 
' point of honor ' among upholders of the duel is that it applies to 
physical courage only, never to the moral. As for these persons 
whom we are to meet this morning, they have even more curious 
tenets on the subject than other Continentals; unlike us who hold 
a gentleman — a member of our own order especially — to possess 
courage as a simple matter of course until he give proof to the con- 
trary, they refuse to believe in the fortitude of any one who has not 
earned his credential in that ridiculous institutions of theirs^the 
Mensur. 1, however, did a foolish thing in a moment of mental 
obtuscation, in giving my regimental card to these self-satisfied 
creatures, and it would be more disagreeable to me to go back now 
than to give and take the sword-cuts which will be exchanged pres- 
ently. But do not believe that I should have considered my honor 
attainted had I chosen to decline the encounter." 

As they turned to ascend the Hirschgasse — the lane celebrated 
for leading to the time-honored tavern where are held, at regular in- 
tervals during session-time, so many glorious and gory arbitraments 
— they were overtaken by a carriage ; therein the three corpsmen, 
lolling back at ease, together with a bearded and spectacled person- 
age, presumable the doctor. Next to the driver sat a " Factotum," 
no doubt well practiced in such expeditions. 

The four occupants, as they rattled past, gravely raised their 
hats without turning their heads. 

" I am convinced these men think it very ' bad form ' of us not 
to have driven here in state, even as they do. True, it looks as if 
we felt sure that we shall not require a conveyance back." Lewis 
spoke gayly. He decapitated an arrogantly erect thistle and puffed 
a long scroll of opal smoke on the wing of the breeie. "Still," he 
continued, "it might perhaps have been wiser to have one. Now, 
should I be disabled, I shall have to be deposited in that tavern yon- 
der, where you may this moment see pompous Herr Meyerhoffer 
entering with the servant — in quest of the weapons, I suppose." 

" Please God, we shall be under no necessity of that kind." 

But Lewis only laughed at his companion's serious look. His 
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spirits rose perceptibly as the moment approached for destructive 
energy, and, indeed, by the time they reached the place of combat, 
nothing but the necessity of keeping up British decorum and a 
cool, gentlemanly carriage, on an occasion when personal demeanor 
is naturally the subject of close scrutiny, could subdue a rising sense 
of actual jauntiness. 

The whole "duel company" now moved together along a by- 
path which, winding for a short while through the birchwood, led to 
a well-secluded glade. There the Englishman and his second re- 
tired apart tor a last few words, while the natives, in the most matter- 
of-fact manner possible, proceeded to make the final arrangements 
for the lists. The factotum flew hither and thither, carrying water 
and a basin to the doctor, who was spreading his instruments and 
bandages in engaging array on the stump of a tree ; opening the 
case of swords ; removing with febrile activity stones and fallen 
branches from the spot chosen by the umpire. 

Seeing his opponent in the act of stripping himself to the w^t, 
Lewis very coolly began to do Ukewise, 

'■ This is business-like, is it not ? " he remarked, with an amused 
smile, to Fargus, as the latter silently helped him. 

" It is a business which I wish were well over," thought the 
father, yet trying to respond with confident ease, as he wistfully 
glanced at the well-knit, close-muscled frame revealed by these 
preparations, and inwardly cursed the pragmatic fooling which was 
bringing it into jeopardy. 

At this point the umpire came up to them, and, touching his cap 
coldly, remarked : 

" We are ready." 

The Count had already assumed the two protective bandages 
which German custom prescribes, even for the more severe saber 
duels, one to the elbow and the other to ihe arm-pit. The factotum 
had taken his post as look-out man on a slight knoll whence a view 
could be had of all approaches. Seeing that he alone was waited 
for, and not wishing to appear a laggard at the fray, Lewis was 
about to advance somewhat hurriedly, when the student stopped 
him. " I perceive you are without the requisite bindings," he said, a 
trifle imperatively ; " we can not allow you to proceed thus. As the 
gcndeman with you is a stranger, I will have the honor, if you wiU 
so have it, to arrange them myself." 
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The Englishman surrendered his arm with courteous thanks, and 

the neglect was quickly repaired, 

Fargus had by ihis time to own that he was far from being as 
cool as his boy, and was chafing bitterly under the obligation : 
main passive. Why on eanh had he not taken up this quarrel him- 
self? He might have settled that self-sufficient swashbucklei 
yonder with an ounce of lead in his insolent throat, and thought 
less about the matter than of seeing his brawny boy lose a drop of 
blood. — Ah, well ! the die was cast, God help the good champio 

And now the bright-eyed fever of fight had come upon Lewis as 
he took up and balanced the wide-hilted saber presented to him — 
the stubborn destructive spirit which, with a shiver of enthusiasm, 
takes possession of the brave man's frame when the moment has 
come to do. The cool breeze, fanning his bare arm and breast, 4nd 
the " responsive " weight of the well-mounted saber, sharp as a 
carving-knife, heightened to exaltation that muscular sense — the 
sense of pleasurable power, which in no pursuit is more excitable 
than in sword-play. There was naught in him left to recall the 
dreamy philosopher's mood— the subject of his companion's mild 
banter on the previous day. But, for all this nervous tension, he 
appeared, as Fargus noticed with much approval, the very picture 
of self-possession as he stood to meet his foe ; no mean antagonist, 
the father thought proudly, for any one. 

It was, of course, his first encounter of the kind ; whereas the 
pale, fat Graf — a notorious duelist^had gone through the experi- 
ence many a time and at many a weapon ; but two years of hard 
campaigning are a good school for familiarity with mere physical 
danger, and the men were sufficiently matched to make the issue of 
the contest very uncertain ; and one heart at least among the spec- 
tators beat high as now it commenced in sober earnest 

They advanced toward each other on the selected spot ; the 
German with studied coldness, even indolence— the Englishman 
with a quiet dehbcration, strangely at variance with his gleaming 
eyes. The measure duly taken, the seconds placed themselves on 
either side. There was a short pause, during which nothing was 
heard but the rustling of the trees and the chirp of birds. The um- 
pire rapidly ascertained that every detail was correct, then dear rose 

" Engage ; are you ready ? — go I " 
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The last word was no sooner out than the corpsman, waking up 
as if by magic from his deceptive impassiveness, with the speed of 
lightning darted two of those flicks from the wrist which are so 
characteristic of German sword-play at his opponent's forearm. 

Had not the latter at that moment instinctively dropped into his 
more familiar hanging guard — when the brunt of the cut was taken 
up by the convexity of the hilt —he would undoubtedly have been dis- 
abled from the very outset. As matters turned out the extreme end 
of the curved blade reached his arm, and inflicted thereon a small 
cross-shaped wound. Beware of the manckelUf the old master 
had warned him truly. 

" Halt ! " shrieked the umpire ; and the combatants dropped 
their hands while the doctor examined the cut, in spite of Lewis's 
impatient protestations, only, however, to pronounce it of no conse- 
quence, and give permission for the resuming of the eng^ement. 

The student's white face had remained as expressionless as a 
mask, but Lewis's anger was roused by this humiliating hit at the 
very first pass. With burning eyes and compressed lips he now, 
once more, and this time deliberately, assumed his English guard, 
and, at the word of command, led oft himself with such vigor as to 
frustrate, by forcing his opponent to use strong parries, all further 
attempt to score points by insidious flipping. 

And now it became a fight indeed ! The German, firm as a 
rock, stopped and returned Lewis's fast-lashing cuts with the most 
admirable coolness and precision. Some twenty throws had thus 
been exchanged when the umpire's shrill command again resounded : 

■' Halt I " 

On Lewis's bare chest, extending from the left shoulder to the 
right breast, appeared a thin red line ; this rapidly widened, and 
numberless slender rivulets of blood presently began to descend, in 
interlacing stripes. 

Fargus came forward, looking deadly pale ; but Lewis glanced 
down at the wound with a would-be careless smile, intent only on 
trying to hide his mortification. 

" Merely a scratch. Colonel— nothing of any consequence ! " 

And the surgeon's verdict, after inspection, being that the wound 
was not disabling, the pair started oft once more. 

This time, however, both combatants seemed to have lost their 
coolness. The bout was short enough. After a moment of dead 
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silence, during which each fixed the other with a glaring eye, and 
gripped his sword with twitching hand, Lewis suddenly launched 
fonvard a swinging, English cut at his opponent's body, and the 
latter, taken aback by this full lunge, rarely risked in German play, 
forgot all his caution, and attempted a countertime. The result of 
thtse unpreconcerted methods of fence was disastrous. 

Fargus saw Lewis's blade bury itself deeply in his antagonist's 
bare flank ; but the cry of triumph which well-nigh escaped his lips 
turned to an exclamation of dismay. His son's face was laid open 
from the temple to the chin. The unfortunate German dropped 
his sword, staggered, clutched the air, and finally collapsed in a 
heap on the ground, roiling partly over, and then lying motionless, 
and to all appearance dead, save for a slight twitching of mouth and 
eyelid. Staring in horror at the ghastly sight of his handiwork, 
Lewis stood as if spell-bound — all unconscious of being himself far 
more horrible to behold with his cloven cheek gaping hideously, his 
right arm and hand, his body down to the waist, by this time scarlet 
with streaming blood. Then he reeled suddenly, and in his turn, 
would have fallen but for Fargus, who rushing forward, seized him 
lirmly under the aim and conducted him to the doctor's tree- 
stump, on which, disposing with one sweep of the hand of its array 
of instruments, he gentiy pressed him down. 

" Thank God ! this is over," said the elder man with a dry throat ; 
beads of cold sweat shone on his forehead. " How you are bleed- 
ing, poor boy," attempting with a handkerchief to hold tc^ther the 
lips of the face-wound. Lewis looked up, dimly struck by the affec- 
tionate, almost paternal, tone of his new friend's voice, but for the 
moment unable to speak. " Let me see," continued Fargus ; " the 
arm is nothing, the chest not much — yet how terrible it might have 
been I The face-cut is bad, thbugh. Will these fellows never at- 
tend to you ? " he went on, angrily looking round ; " what are they 
all crowding over that brute for, I wonder ? " 

" I am afraid he is worse than I am," said Lewis, faintly and in- 
distinctly, for the wound rapidly stiffening, he could not move his 
lips without painful efforts. 

" Hush ! do not attempt to talk. Hold this tight ; I will go and 



At that moment, however, the doctor, detaching himself from 
the distant group, came toward them, 
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" A bad business," he said, significantly shru^ng his shoulders 
in answer to Ihe mute inquiry. 

"Whatl dead?" cried the amateur duelist, aghast at his suc- 



" Not yet, but — " and he shook his head gloomily, " We have 
not heard the last of this affair, anyhow. And now, what about 
you?" he added, lifting the handkerchief. "Hum! a fine high- 
quart— six needles or more." And without further parley he pro- 
ceeded first briskly to sew up the open cheek, then to wash and 
bind the other slashes. 

As he was putdng the finishing touch to his artistic arrangements 
of lint and sparadrap, the servant on the look-out was heard to give 
a low cry of warning, and presently a man rushed through the creak- 
ing underwood into the glade, and hurried toward the students, who 
stood by their fallen comrade. What he had to communicate was 
evidently of importance, for they at once called the servant back, 
and the four men held an animated consultation, at the end of which 
he who had acted umpire walked up to Faigus. 

" Sir," he said, coldly saluting, " I think it my duty to inform 
you that it will not be safe for you to return to your hotel. A mes- 
senger has just been sent by a friend in the town to warn us that 
the police have found out something about this duel, and are on the 
watch for our return," 

This speech, delivered with the systematic haughtiness that had 
mariced the whole proceedings, was evidently held to close the series 
of dignified transactions begun on the previous day. For the Ger- 
mans took, from that moment, no more notice of the adverse parly 
than if they had not been, but, gathering round the doctor, who was 
now thoughtfully washing his hands, fell to discussing the possibility 
of removing their unconscious principal to some place of safety. 

Meanwhile, Levds translated the atlocudon. and held a council 
of war as intelligibly as he could contrive vrith his companion. 

" We can not go back — if he dies . . . God ! what a business 
this is! — fortress for us; five years perhaps — certainly three — for 
both of us." He spoke with increasing difficulty, and his head was 
half hidden under the close bandages. 

" What is to be done ? " asked Fargus, sore perplexed. "Can 
not those fellows advise us ? " 

" They have enough on their hands — vrith that helpless body 
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they are even in worse plight than we, and not over well disposed 
toward us. Only plan I can think of : find our way to some rdlway- 
station — leave the district as soon as possible. Must walk, too," he 
added, having paused to reflect a while. " In case of death driver 
sure to split — fear of implication." 

" But, my dear boy, how far can you walk in this state ? " asked 
the father, helping him, with infinite precaution, to finish his dress- 
ing. " Can you walk at aii ? " 

"Must. Happily, I know the country." Then, after a brief 
self-consultation : " To-day to Schoenau, behind that hill. Let me 
take your arm — weak on my legs — better presently." 

And, without casting a glance behind, the father supporting his 
son in tenderest solicitude, they walked slowly away from that nefari- 
ous "field of honor" — that erstwhile peaceful, bucolic glade, now 
desecrated by a lai^e pool of blood, where the unlucky Graf von 
LSwenstein had fallen — even as the students' party, carrying the 
inert form of their companion, were silently leaving it in the oppo- 
site direction. 



CHAPTER XII. 

WANDERINGS. 

For three long hours the two men tramped onward, side by 
side, now in winding lanes, through mysteriously somber pine- 
woods, lightened at intervals by more airy groves of beech and 
aspens, now on the highroad between the prosperous vineyards of 
the warm hillsides, or amid the rank meadows of the dales, streaked 
by glistening rivulets merrily intent on their common goal, the 
Neckar. But, unlike the preceding day, their circumstances were 
little conducive to the enjoyment of scenery. 

Manfully did Lewis settle down to his task of covering the 
twelve miles or more to Weinheim, though every step throbbed re- 
sponsive through each of tiiesix needles which held his face together, 
and every beat of the slow pulse to that low, gnawing ache in the 
heart which loss of blood engenders. 

Full of solicitude, ever rising and ever repressed in fear of self- 
betrayal, the father strove to while away the heavy time with pleas- 
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ant talk, and to 'lighten the weary way by the help of his strong 
arm. But under the pain and fatigue, the mental depression, which 
he had come to dread, aggravated now, perchance, by the unavowed 
repulsiveness and tragic end of the morning's handiwork, soon gath- 
ered again heavily over Lewis. 

As the sun ascended and the air waxed sultry and oppressive, 
the calls for Fat^us's brandy-flask and the halts by such springs or 
streams they might meet on the way grew more frequent ; and 
each time the tramp was resumed Fargns felt his boy's arm lean 
heavier on his — felt the comparatively alert step with which he had 
started become more lagging and irregular. By-and-by, as noon- 
tide heat encompassed them and the shadows shortened on an end- 
less length of white road, it became painfully obvious that Lewis 
had over-estimated his strength— that there could be no hope of his 
reaching the proposed goal on foot. 

At last, after one of these halts, more protracted than the rest, 
he made a blind, stumbling, dogged struggle forward, then came to 
a dead stop with trembling knees. 

" You will think me a coward," he muttered between his teeth : 
" 1 can't go another step ; this pain is awful. I must lie down." 

" A coward ! " ejaculated the other, striving, under an affectation 
of bluntness, to conceal his consternation ; "how can you talk so, 
my dear fellow ! If I told you what I really think of you, it might 
make you vain. No, no ; you can not lie down here in this blazing 
sun ; hold up a bit ; hang on me till we get into the shade yonder." 

But Lewis was past holding up : the effort had already been too 
much for his throbbing head. He reeled and staggered, and Far- 
gus had almost to carry him under the spreading chestnut -tree he 
aimed at, which shaded a little oasis of cool, green turf, by the dusty 
roadside, where the clear, brown waters of a tiny streamlet sounded 
their welcome notes. 

With a groan of relief the wounded man let himself down at 
full length in the shadow, while his companion moistened the band- 
ages, noting with deep anxiety how fast they seemed to dry up 
again under the heat of the wounds. 

" How sickening to have to give up in this way ! Ashamed of 
myself ! " murmured the fevered lips irritably. 

"Now, do not fret," answered the elder man, pouring from his 
hat, which he used as a pitcher, a slender, grateful stream of water 
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over the burning heaji. " You have nothing to be shamed of. I 
know something by experience of what you are suffering, and my 
wonder is, not at your giving in now, but at your contriving to keep 
up so long. It is the earache that knocks you down, isn't it ? 
Most of these side head-wounds bring it on. I remember when I 
had that bayonet-push up my cheek that has made my old face look 
so disreputable : tough and seasoned though I was, I nearly went 
mad the first two nights with the torture of it I thought I could 
not have conceived anything so perfect in the way of pain. Take a 
little more of this brandy-and- water," he continued, after holding 
his son's hand for a moment in his, and sliding his fingers down to 
find the taint, unequal pulse. " We had few palliatives in those 
Spartan times of medicine and surgery, but nowadays there are 
plenty, and it will be easy to get something to give you relief as 
soon as we can get to a civilized place. Meanwhile, you must be 
quiet, and, above all, no more nonsense and fretting. Can many of 
your men wield a saber as you do, and tramp eight miles afterward 
with aim, breast and face cut open ? because if that is the sort of 
warrior your regiment is made of, all I can say is it must be a fine 
specimen, and we should not have minded having a few like it in 
the old days." 

Lewis looked up with a sort of grateful smile in his one visible 
eye, then closed it E^n wearily. 

" Now listen ! " Fargus went on. " You must stop here quite 
quietly and rest, while I make off to the nearest village and get a 
conveyance of some kind or other. It will go hard with me if I do 
not find something, however primitive, and I hope not to be too 
long over it. Keep your bandages moist." 

Apd away started the father at a swinging pace, not even paus- 
ing as he rounded the bend of the road to glance behind at the 
long, inert form under the chesnut-tree ; yet sorely perturbed, feel- 
ing that it required all the importance of the present emei^ency to 
induce him to leave his sick boy thus unprotected. 

Happily, a short half-hour of hard walking brought him to a 
stra^ling village, which, as usual in Germany, boasted a rather 
promising-looking inn. There, in default of any knowledge of the 
vernacular, his absolute determination to make himself understood, 
backed up by the judicious display of a gold coin, stood him in good 
stead. Without too much loss of time, a vehicle, bearing some 
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faint resemblance to an ancient barouche, was, after some forcible 
mimicry, produced. Fatgus stood over the good-natured innkeeper, 
hurrying him on, by gesture and personal help, till the bony yellow 
horse, captured from some neighboring field, was thereto harnessed 
by a strange conjunction of rope and leather, and they drove away 
at the fullest speed the state of horse and vehicle would allow. 

With a leaping heart he hailed the chestnul-tree again, and found 
Lewis an object of solicitude to a trio of swarthy peasants, who 
were sun-eying him with gieat curiosity and sympathy, and who, 
with many guttural expressions of good will, volunteered to assist 
him into the carriage. To Fargus's intense relief, the patient seemed 
somewhat the better for his enforced repose ; and when he had in- 
stalled him as comfortably as possible on the worm-eaten cushions 
of the ramshackle chariot, and pulled up a tattered hood to screen 
him from the straight downpour of sunshine, he gave the order for 
Weinheim. 

Though but a few miles distant, it seemed an endless way. 

The jog-trot of the bony horse, the rattle of the springless car- 
riage, the stifling heat, were acutely trying to the yoong man, and 
though he allowed no sound of complaint to escape him. Faigus was 
conscious of the torture, and felt himself in every nerve each ruth- 
less jolt that shook the suffering head. 

It was almost two o'clock when they alighted at the best hos- 
telry in Weinheim. Fargus engaged a private room for the invalid, 
whose condition he explained to the English-speaking waiter by a 
coolly mendacious account of a fall in a rocky part of the woods 
while on a walking expedition, thereby elicitingmuch sympathy and 
extra zeal of attendance. Having seen his chaige first dispose of a 
cup of broth and a glass of the best wine the hotel could produce, 
then stretch himself restfully on the diminutive bed in the darkened 
room, glad to lay his raging, throlibing head on a cool pillow, the 
American started forth again to prepare the way for their next 
stage; 

Lewis had sketched the general idea of the retreat ; with the ex- 
perience of the practical man, Fargus now busied himself in carry- 
ing out the special details which were to place them well beyond the 
local authorities' reach before the nature of their movements was 
discovered. 

Jn little more than an hour he returned, provided vrith aJt the 
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necessary information, and accompanied by a porter laden with 
various indispensable purchases: a traveling-bag, changes ot linen, 
a soft felt hat for the bandaged head, a straw one for himself — 
selected for purpose of disguise — several articles of pharmacy, lint 
bandages and so forth. Then, having ordered such washing ap- 
pliances as can be obtained in a German inn, he locked himself in 
with Lewis, and proceeded to minister to the comforts of that jaded, 
much besewed and bestrapped youth. 

By this time the latter had grown so dazed that he allowed him- 
self to be led about, undressed, washed, and dressed again without 
even an attempt either at protest or thanks. But it was with a 
dimly grateful sense of relief, when cleansed of dried blood and 
dust, and luxuriating in fresh linen, that he found himself again re- 
clining on the bed, with cool bandages on the fevered wounds and 
a well-iced beverage at hand — some American concoction, sparkling 
and fragrant, which his attendant cheerily called " Fargus's own." 
As he lay still, with eyes closed, unconsciously reslfu! in ihe feeling 
of complete confidence in the new-found friend's decision and wis- 
dom, and, in his weakness, almost childishly dependent on his will, 
the latter concluded his preparations v/\th all the expedition, noise- 
lessness and method of a professional " orderly," washing such of 
the red-stained garments as had to be kept, throwii^ the others 
aside, and packing all the necessaries for the forthcoming journey. 

When this was accomplished and the time drew nigh for their 
departure, he came up to the bedside and gently roused his semi- 
conscious companion. 

" You see, my boy, all our arrangements are made for going 
on. We start this evening ostensibly for Darmstadt, but really for 
Brussels. I think it safer to cover the whole journey at once, since 
out of this country we must. The more I contemplate the possi- 
bility of a prolonged visit to a fortress at the Prussian Government's 
expense, the less I like it." 

"By all means let us go," said Lewis, struggling to a sitting 
posture and striving lo conceal by how much suffering the effort 
was accompanied. 

"But we shall have to start pretty soon. Can you stand a four- 
teen hours' journey ? " 

" Under your care I would go further," was the quiet reply. 

"By the way, as a precaution, remember we are traveling 
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under the style of Messrs. Thomson. You are my son, Robert 

Thomson." 

As Fai^us spoke he threw a curious, wistful glance at Lewis, 
the hidden meaning of which would, of course, have been lost on 
the latter even if he had been in a slate to notice it ; but as it was, 
the young man's energies were too much centered on the endeavor 
to carry his injured frame with some kind of dignity out of the dan- 
gers he had got it into, to permit any waste of strength in watching 
the outside world. With a mute sign of acquiescence he received 
the suggestion as placidly as all the others from the same source, 
and slowly draped himself out of the room, leaning heavily on 

After a short while, however, the vertigo and sickness, caused 
by the change from the reclining to the sitting position, passed away, 
and the transfer from carriage to train at Weinheim, as well as that 
from one train to another at Darmstadt, was successfully accom- 
plished, as much owing to the patient's dogged pluck as to his com- 
panion's long-sighted care of him and calm decisiveness of action. 

Even as police directions, started by the Heidelberg authorities, 
were already being issued for their apprehension in most of the 
neighboring towns, Mr. Thomson and his invalid son, in a specially 
reserved compartment, were speeding toward Brussels, via Cologne, 
at the best progress of a German train. But the father only drew 
breath in security again when, on the following morning, they 
crossed the frontier at last. He had hardly known himself how 
great the weight of anxiety had been till the load was lightened. 

"Thank God!" he murmured, as the train at last moved off 
from the station and sped on Belgic territory, and he bent gently 
forward to look at the apparently somnolent form stretched at full 
length on the seat opposite. Lewis had Iain very quietly the whole 
nighl, and Fargus, who, by dint of the most determined though 
prudently courteous resistance, had kept sundry fussy ofiicials from 
disturbing him, built hopefully on the healing properties of this 
supposed slumber. 

But as he now glanced at the half-averted face a sudden pallor 
overspread his own. All he could see of the bandaged cheek and 
forehead was no longer, as yesterday, sickly pale under the sun- 
buming, but deeply crimson ; the lips were blackened and cracked, 
and, even as he looked, a heavy shuddering passed over the whole 
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body. The father felt his heart lum cold. He knew the terrible 
menace of such signs even before he raised the dry. twitching hand 
to feel the wiry beat of the pulse : fever had set in ; how serious a. 
contingency in the case of such wounds his experience o£ the reverse 
»de of military life made him realize but too keenly. He had count- 
ed on his boy's unusual vigor and health, without taking into account 
how highly strung his nerves had been by mental trouble but a short 
time before. Oh, why had he risked this journey ? Could any dan- 
ger to him compare with this one ? 

But David Fargus was not the man to waste his energy on vain 
regret?. After altering the patient's position so as to raise his head 
higher — meeting as he did so the stare of dull, bloodshot eyes, in 
which he could not be sure of recognition — pulling down the blinds 
to keep out the growing warmth of the day, opening the window 
to insure as much air as possible, he once more took seat opposite 
his son, and, with melancholy look fined on the altered face, fell to 
considering how best to meet the unexpected emergency. 

He could, of course, stop at the nearest town instead of Brus- 
sels, but while only saving by this scarcely more than a couple of 
hours, he would not then be sure of obtaining such good medical 
attendance as in the latter place. And Lewis's life might now de- 
pend on medical skill. The gain was too slight to be compared to 
the probable loss, and Fat^s determined to push on to Brussels if 
possible. But at Brussels matters would be tar from being all plain- 
sailing before him. Burdened with a scarcely conscious, possibly 
delirious man, whom he could not venture to leave for a minute, he 
would have to find immediate quarters for him in some healthy, 
quiet, comfortable hotel. No easy task; hotels do not like to har- 
bor fever patients, and to have to peregrinate the town from one to 
another might be nothing less than death to his boy. 

Of course, there was always the alternative of a hospital, and, 
were they in England, he would not hesitate a moment to take the 
sick man direct to such an institution, where he would be sure of 
receiving the best care and the best advice ; but could he be as sure 
of 6nding these in a Belgian hospital? 

Fargus felt that his charge was too precious to be intrusted to 
unknown hands thus at hazard, and, unless as a last resource, he re- 
solved not to let him out of his own keeping. What gold could 
purchase for him, gold should be forthcoming for. Luci^ily he had 
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provided himself with plenty of money, and he could do no more 
than hope in the all-powerful persuasiveness of a well-filled purse. 

But in an unexpected way the difficulty was lightened. At 
Li^, just as the train was moving away from the platform, a 
burly Belgian burst open the door and tumbled headlong into the 
carriage, and they were off at full speed before he could perceive 
that he had intruded upon a reserved compartment and an invalid. 
But when he did so, he confounded himself in profuse apologies. 
The man had a pleasant, open countenance, handsome in a coarse 
sort of way, and positively radiating affluence, good-nature and self- 
satisfaction. He looked at Lewis, prostrate and speechless, with 
guileless sympathy and curiosity, clacking his tongue and ejaculat- 
ing, "Tut, tut! Oh, yoi-yoi-yoi-yoi ! " after the peculiar fashion of 
his countrymen. 

Fargus hailed the amiable giant as a possible angel of succor. In 
a tew words, and still keeping the incognito decided upon, he ex- 
plained the state of affairs, and begged him to suggest some hotel 
or apartment where they could be received, and to name the most 
skillful doctor known in Brussels. 

The Fleming's eyes grew rounder and rounder as he listened, and 
his interest in the traveling Englishman, lively enough from the first, 
rose to a pitch of comical excitement before the end of the brief re- 
cital. Surveying the unconscious hero with ever-increasing admira- 
tion, not unmixed with awe, he chuckled or groaned alternately, as 
delight over the downfall of the Teuton, or commiseration over the 
sad plight of his antagonist, possessed his soul. 

When Fargus proffered his request, he cried cheerily, crimson- 
ing through sheer goodwill : 

"Oh, as to thai. I am sure I should be delighted it you will 
allow me to offer you the hospitality of my bachelor quarters. Here 
is my card, sir" — fumbling vigorously in a waistcoat pocket, which 
his rotundity of form rendered rather difficult of access — " M. Fr6d- 
£ric Bocage, bon bourgeois et Bruxellois, at your service. Your son 
shall receive every care, and I promise you I shall have the house 
kept as quiet as passible ; but you understand, sir, now and again a 
bachelor estabUshment may be rather noisy." 

" 1 am sincerely grateful for your kindness to such absolute 
strangers," s^d Fargus warmly, "but it you knew of some quiet 
quarters, where we could have good attendance and be sure of being 
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quite undisturbed, 1 think it would be better in every way we should 
remain independent. It is only as a last resource," he added, smil- 
ing, "that I should dream of taking advantage of your most hospi- 
table offer, and bringing the trouble of such serious illness into your 
house. I can not be mistaken," he went on, the smile fading from 
his face as he turned his eyes once more on Lewis ; "my son is in 
a very dangerous state." 

M. Socage, awed by the dignity of manner which Fargus main- 
tained even in the midst of his unmistakable anxiety, did not press 
the invitation further. He knew of rooms, he said, overlooking the 
Gardens, close to his own house, where he had no doubt they 
would be received, and which were comfortable, la^e and airy ; the 
proprietors of the same, moreover, liked to stand in his, M. Bocage's 
good books, as he had frequently had occasion to recommend them. 

" If you will allow me," he concluded, " I will myself conduct 
you thither, and afterward go for the doctor — my friend Berlrand 
— at once — a man of the greatest ability ; for I indeed ^ree with 
you that your son looks very ill," 

The Belgian was as good as his word, and of invaluable help to 
Fargus at the trying juncture of their arrival at Brussels. Lewis 
was by this time in a. state of stupor, and it was with some difficulty 
that he was at length got safely to the house whither M. Bocage 
brought them, and where the sight of his rubicund visage and the 
genial authority of his cheery voice smoothed over the landlady's 
first dubiousness. Then, leaving the father to see to the patient, he 
bustled off. according to his promise, in quest of the physician. 

Having undressed his son, and seen him stretched between fresh 
white sheets, with iced compresses on his forehead, Fargus, unable 
to do more for him, sat down by the bedside, and, taking one burn- 
ing hand in his, set himself to wait — with what patience he could 
muster— for the doctor, whose arrival, the Belgian prompdy re- 
turned to announce, was promised before evening. 

Tvrilight was spreading apace, and through the half-open window 
came a gLmpse of primrose sky. and the distant hum of active 
streets, in marked contrast with the darkness and repose of the 

It was exactly a week since he had left the Lone Grange in pur- 
suit of his unknown boy ; only four days since he had first spoken 
to him ; and now there was not a thought, not a prospect in his life. 
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which was not absolutely encompassed by him. The first interest 
of curiosity, the strange instinctive yearning for his own flesh and 
btood, and the later feelings of self-congratulation in all he had 
heard and seen of him, had merged into something very different. 
Had he been to him ever since his birth what most fathers are to 
their sons, had he known him and loved him all his twenty-five 
years of existence, helped him. taught him, trained him to be what 
he was — he did not think, after all, he would feel differently now, 
that his anxiety could be more poignant, or his tenderness more ex- 
quisitely keen. 

Fatgus gently lifted the hand that lay in his own — what a strong 
brown hand it was! how doughtily it had wielded the sword so 
chivalrously taken up in defense of a stranger ! how grievous to see 
it thus inert, to feel it bum wilh such poisonous fire ! His eyes 
fell carelessly upon his own encircling fingers, and, struck by a 
sudden thought, he stretched them out on the white coverlet beside his 
son's. Lewis's hand was a httle larger, somewhat more muscular, 
but otherwise, down to certain minute peculiarities, such as length 
of thumb and little finger, the two hands were strangely like. Ay, 
and there, straight across each strong palm, amid the inexplicable 
and generally absolutely personal designs, ran the unusual, unbroken, 
transverse line, held with innocent pride by the Kerr family to be a 
special characteristic of their race. 

There came a novel and occult pleasure to Fargus, each time he 

succeeded in tracing some definite likeness to himself or his family 

in the stranger son. Beside the odd way in which the latter seemed 

to have reproduced in his own so many of the phases of his 

father's life, there were a number of unmistakable rnd interesting 

signs of hereditary conhection about him — a trick of looking down 

eways with a slight frown when meditative ; a fashion of 

ndng up suddenly and straight into the interlocutor's eyes; a 

;uliar deliberateness and precision of speech ; something in the 

Tiage of the head and the general bearing recalling now and 

lin to the self-made American the long-forgotten personality of 

own stalwart English father : such family traits Fargus had 

ked for and welcomfed. Not that he required conviction of the 

t that the young man was indeed of his own flesh and blood, but 

;ause of the savor which' he, in his extraordinary position, found 

every new manifestation of the same. 
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But the smile which this last discovery had evoked ended in a 
sigh. To have Ignored him till his .brave manhood, to have found 
him such as he was — for there was not one point so far Fargus 
would have wished different in his son — and to lose him, perhaps, 
after all .' The father's heart shriveled at the thought ; that was a 
trial which, with all his fortitude, he could not bring himself to face. 

Suddenly the sick man drew back his hand nervously, and began 
muttering to himself in a low, rapid, unintelligible manner, like one 
talking in his sleep. Then he sat up with a jerk, and Fargus could 
see him, through the gloom, staring fixedly before him. And 
presently he spoke again, this time low and distinctly r 

" Hark ! Hear how the seconds fiy — how fast, how loud ! I shall 
soon be there ; she is waiting for me — in three thousand seconds I 
shall see her!" Without moving his head he stretched out his 
hand and laid it on the watch which ticked on the table beside him. 
" It beats with mine ! How it beats ! 1 knew her heart beat with 
mine. Maude, I have returned I — Where is she ? " This last with 
a sudden sound of terror in his voice. After which the words be- 
came indistinct again and died away in confusion, and he sank back 

Fai^us, with a heavy heart, lit a candle, placed the watch where 
it could no longer disturb the patient, and once more applied the 
iced bandages. Then, just as, in an inward rage of impatience 
at the doctor's tardiness, he was about to ring the bell and 
dispatch another messenger to summon him or some one else, a 
knock at the front door and the approach of a firm, quiet tread on 
the stairs announced that welcome arrival. 

HuRyingoutto meet him, Fargus arrested the new-comer on ' 
the landing to expl^n the patient's slate and the history of its causes 
with all passible brevity, after which he introduced him into the 
sick-room, and with a sad nod indicated the bed where the wounded 
man at that moment again started to a silting posture, and, bending 
forward, held out his clinched right hand, with thumb extended, as 
though grasping a sword. 

"There — there! No? I'll get at you, though. . . . At last, you 
wax-faced machine ! " A terrific spring would have thrown him 
upon the floor but for the father's detaining grasp. "Ah, doctor, 
there you are ! " he gabbled again, as the stranger approached. 
" Macken sie scknell, wir kaben Eil — dead ? Well, but we must go 
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on, or shell be gone ag^n. Faster! Will that train never go 
faster , . . ." 

Then relapsing as before into vague munnurs, broken at inter- 
vals by a moan of pain, he suffered himself to be put back upon the 
couch. 

The doctor, a fresh -com pi exioned man of middle age, with a 
thoughtful bald head and practiced keenness of eye. looked quickly 
from the fevered countenance on the bed to the pale one bending so 
anxiously forward. 

"Your son, sir?" he asked, as he drew out his watch; then, 
without giving time for a reply ; " Needless to inquire ; the resem- 
blance speaks for itself." 

The gleam of pleasure in the father's eye was very transient. 

" You will hide nothing from me ? " said he, determinedly quiet, 
"Better I'should know. Is it meningitis? " 

Again the doctor looked up with piercing professional scrutiny 
as he proceeded with his examination. 

"Yes; traumatic meningitis I fear," he said corroboratively, 
after a pause ; then, as if in answer to a sort of gray, stricken look 
upon the other's face : " Not necessarily fatal. Your son seems to 
have a strong constitution — indeed, by your account, must be made 
of solid material to have done what he has done under the circum- 
stances. Of course, that forced march in the heat, not to speak of 
the careless, insufficiently antiseptic treatment of the wounds, is 
sufficient to account for the present state of things. Much will de- 
pend on constant watchfulness of treatment. You must have a 
professional nurse." 

" No doctor; I mean to nurse my boy myself." 

The doctor hesitated. 

" Trained nurses are generally best in cases like these. Your 
son is delirious ; he may be violent ; he is a powerful man." 

" I have experience of such cases. 1 shall manage him." 

"But," insisted the doctor, "you will have to watch him day 
and night ; it is too much for one person — you will want some one 

" Doctor, I shall not leave him day or night. I have no ob- 
jection to a trained helper," added Fargus, after a little reflection, 
" and shall be grateful if you can send one over ; but I shall yield to 
no one the care of my son," 
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There was a sharp ring ihrougb the low measured tones ; on 
the doctor's abstractedly grave face there crept a look of sympa.thy. 

" Come, you must have your way, I see," he said with a tran- 
sient smile, as he sat down to write his prescription ; " and, on the 
whole, it may be your son's best chance. No one ought to be able 
to nurse him better than you, his father, admitting, as you say, you 
have sufficient nerve and experience." 

Then, after giving the minutest directions for the treatment, 
promising to send a hospital attendant the same night, and to call 
himself early in the mommg, the physician took his leave. 

As soon as he had dispatched a servant for the medicines, Far- 
gus came back to the bedside and stood gazing down at the pros- 
trate form with an infiraty of sorrow and regret. 

The terribly bright eyes opened and looked at him with staring 



" I must get up," said Lewis, in so natural a voice that the list- 
ener almost started. •' It will not do to be late at the rendezvous, 
will it. Colonel Fai^s? " 

With gentle force the nurse laid bolh hands on the young man's 
shoulder and pressed him down again- 

" Lie still, my boy— lie still. Rest in me." 

The touch of the father's hands, the soft earnestness of his voice, 
seemed to soothe Lewis for the moment. He sighed and stretched 
himself, as if with a feeling of relaxation. 

A sudden hope sprang into life within Fargus's breast He was 
not blind to the danger of his boy's state, and, as he had told the 
doctor, had some experience of such cases, and knew that few re- 
covered from this terrible disease, where the only chance for life lay 
in keeping the patient quiet and minimizing the exhaustion of de- 
lirium. But his boy should not die. Fargus remembered the influ- 
ence he had so strangely exercised over him at their first meeting; 
it might — nay, it actually seemed as if this incomprehensible power 
•mould — stand him in good stead now. Could he but keep him calm, 
then, soothe him from the recurrence of the deadly excitement, 
what matter if the effort to fix his will were exhausting and con- 
stant ? what if it meant a ceaseless fight against the fever-fiend day 
and night ? His boy should not die. 

And day and night (or a whole week the father wrestled for his 
son's life ; watched him as a mother might watch a sick child, with 
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eyes that hardly ever left his face, catching the merest snatches of 
sleep on his chair (always holding one hot hand in his) during the 
more quiescent stages ; following with grievous pain, at the worst 
hours, the wanderings of the fevered mind through fleeting scenes 
and memories, brief happy visions followed by fits of furious de- 
spair. It was evident that the same besetting theme haunted the 
poor unhinged brain throughout. Its ravings took the same course 
day after day, night after night — eager, restless pursuit ; a transient 
ecstasy of joy, then heart-rending disappointment. But never, even 
in tus most violent frenzy, did Fai^s's voice and look and touch 
fail in the end to soothe his son. The doctor marveled, and called 
him a born nurse. But Fargus kept his thoughts to himself. 

At length, one morning toward dawn, while Lewis slept, the 
fever fell, Fargus, sitting, after his wont, at the head of the bed, 
must have dropped into a doze, too, for he was startled into wake- 
fulness by the feeling of the patient's hand in his. It was no longer 
burning with the dry heat that seemed to sear him to his anxious 
heart, but blessedly cool and moist. 

Softly he rose to his feet and bent over the sick man. Lewis 
was sleeping quietly, like a child, with light regular breathing ; his 
face looked pale and placid in the mingled light of night-lamp and 
early morning, and the stubble beard was dewed with perspiration. 

Faigus had kept up while matters were at the worst without un- 
bending, bnt the relief shook him with an emotion he had never 
known before. He noiselessly walked to the window, and glanced 
forth on the yellow dawn wilh eyes that were wet with tears, crying 
voicelessly from the depths of his swelling heart, " Thank God ! " 

When he came back to the bedside, Lewis, awakened by the 
slight noise of his footsteps, opened his eyes and raised them to bis 
face ; they were clear vntb the beautiful hght of intell^ence. 

" Colonel Fargus," he said, in a very weak, weary voice, 

" Yes, my dear boy." 

"Have I been ill?" 

" Very ill, for more than a week." 

There was a long silence. Lewis closed his eyes again and 
pondered, while his companion measured out some medicine in a 
glaas. Then he pursued, with slow deliberation, though his voice 
failed him at intervals : 

" And you have been here all the while ? " 
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" Yes, of course. Drink this," 

Lewis obeyed, with a faint smile, 

"And you bave been nursing me? "he resumed in somewhat 
clearer tones, after swallowing the mixture. 

" Why, certainly, Robert Thomson ; don't you remember I am 
your father ? " was the smiling reply. 

The patient paused a second time to gather his wandering rem- 



"I remember," he whispered at last, with a sigh. "We were 
going to Brussels ; are we there now ? " 

"Yes[ but I can have no more talking, or you will be ill 

Once more the young man was mute for a few minutes, during 
which Fargus busied himself about the room. Then the feeble, un- 
consciously plaintive voice was lifted in gentle persistence: 

"You have been very good to me." 

" Fathers sometimes are to their sons." 

" Am I to call you father, then ? " with another feeble smUe. 

" Every one believes us to be father and son ; you had better do 
so if you want to keep up the situation. And now," continued Far- 
gTis, with a serious look, " I exercise my parental authority in order- 
ing you to silence again, and if possible to sleep." 

For a few days everything went smoothly. Lewis, al first so 
weak that he could not lift a spoon to his mouth and his father had 
to feed him like a baby, progressed and seemed to gain strength 
steadily. His languid eyes would follow his sick-nurse about the 
room with a sort of restful gratitude that was very precious to the 
latter. He slept much and ate well, and appeared to enjoy in 
placidity the happiness of returning health. 

But after that there came a halt in the good journey toward re- 
covery. With increasing strength came increased mental activity, 
and with the latter headaches, depression, loss of appetite, and 
every night rising temperature and sometimes slight delirium. 
That was a tedious week of wearying restlessness to the patient, of 
grievous disappointment and ever-gaining anxiety to Fargus. 

The doctor owned himself puiiled ; his " case " was undoubt- 
edly losing ground. He held a whispered conclave with Fargus 
one evening, at the close of an unusually trying day, during which 
Lewis had been feverish, moody, irritable, and evidendy in pain. 
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and had at length fallen asleep with his throbbing head between his 
father's hands. 

"1 can not make him out," said the physician. "He was on as 
fair a way to recovery as ever I saw a patient. The inflammation 
is over, the wounds healing fast ; and now these fever symptoms, 
this renewal of suffering — above all, his obstinate depression. . . . 
If we do not take care we shall have a relapse, and then — " A 
significant movement completed the phrase he shrunk from express- 
ing in all its crudity. " Have you any reason to think there may be 
something weighing on his mind ? " 

" He bad a great disappointment just before this illness," an- 
swered Faigus slowly. 

The doctor pondered with a lengthening face. He had grown 
to take a deep extra-professional interest in the case, and had an 
admiration and a liking for the reserved and devoted father ; he did 
not mean to let their patient slip through his fingers after all. 

" Can you do nothing, Mr. Thomson, to remove this mental 
worry?" he asked at length. 

Faigus shook his head. 

"Then we must change the treatment, rouse him, and since his 
brain will work, we must distract his mind and make it work in 
different channels. We shall have him up to-morrow, 1 think, fever 
or no fever. A little fresh air will do him good. Mr. Thomson, 
you are a man of resources ; you must do your utmost to keep your 
son from brooding. If nothing worse, such cases sometimes turn 
to confirmed melancholia." 

During the long hours of that night Fargus again watched his 
son — unknown to the latter, for in that sick impatience of his, which 
the father's tenderness was so prompt to foi^ve, Lewis had irrita- 
bly begged to be left to himself— and, as he heard him moan and 
toss in his sleep, or saw him, from his place of observation, staring 
with wide-eyed misery into space, he swore an oath to himself that, 
if human agency could encompass it, his boy should have bis desire ; 
that the woman whose name h&d been with such unconscious and 
pathetic frequency upon his lips during those terrible days should 
learn to love him as he deserved. 

What could be her reason for refusing him ? testily asked Fargus 
of himself— she who had known him for years. It had taken him, 
a stranger, but three short weeks to find out how cultivated and 
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original was his son, how generous, brave, manly, gentlemanly ! 
And how he loved her, poor boy ! In those delirious utterances of 
his, deeply passionate, anguished, despairing, what a wealth of ten- 
derness was there betrayed ! what a chivalric devotion ! 

Where could she have found a match for him. 

The more he thought about it, the more convinced the father 
became that there must be some misunderstanding at the bottom 
of it — that Maude, who had loved his boy in years gone by (for the 
sick man in his ravings had often harked back to those days of their 
happy youth), who had seemed so heart-whole, save for her undis- 
guised preference tor her old comrade, could not be in earnest in 
thus bli^ting his life. Who knows ? some mischief-maker might 
have come between them, some scoundrel— and Fargus's brow 
daritened — serene-faced Charlie, with his silver voice, who wanted 
her for himself, perchance ? There was a task for the prodigal 
father ; it was well he had returned in time to unravel the plot, to 
clear this obstacle from the path of his son's happiness. 



CHAPTER Xin. 

"A BOLT FROM THE BLUE." 

Toward the sunset hour of the nent day Lewis sat on the bal- 
cony, wrapped up in rugs and propped with pillows, enjoying the 
evening breeze after the noontide sultriness. In pursuance of the 
new treatment, the patient had been altogether declared convales- 
cent, and the change from bed to armchair seemed to have been so 
far successful. There was no return of fever, and Fargws's deter- 
mination to keep him from brooding had been so delicately manoeu- 
vred, that it was impossible for a sweet-tempered, healthy nature, 
like Lewis's, not to be soon and beneficenily influenced by it. 

M. Bocage, moreover, who had been indefatigable in calling and 
inquiring, and who had kept the sick-room supplied with fruit and 
every kind of delicacy, had begged for an interview to say good-by 
before leaving on a journey, and it had suited the prescribed regi- 
men to permit a short visit to the invalid. The Belgian's big, jolly 
presence, his hearty laugh, hb cheerful conversation, now and then 
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verging on vulgarity, yet never devoid of mother-wit, had amused 
Lewis and shaken him out of himself. 

Altogether the day had passed well, and matters looked promis- 
ing again to Fargus, as he leaned against the balusters of the balcony 
and gazed down at his son's wan face with proud satisfaction. 

" It is cheerful." he remarked. " to see your head at last out of 
its swaddling bands— to note the ' rational speculation ' pennanently 
established in your eye." 

"By the way," interrupted Lewis rather quickly, "did I rave at 
all?" 

" Of course you raved," replied Fargus. unmoved under the anx- 
ious glance of interrogation ; " you held forth a good deal about 
fighting, as far as 1 could make out— you are a bloodthirsty young- 
ster at heart, I believe — but most of your wanderings were unintelli- 
gible." 

Lewis heaved a sigh of relief. 

"I suppose," he pursued. *' I shall be plagued with questions 
about this face of mine. Everybody will want to know whether it 
was the work of a tulwar, or of a tribesman's knife. I shall have (o 
keep myself rather dark till its first beauty has faded a little." 

" You are not, I hope, thinking of returning to England too 
soon. It will take you some time to recover completely ; remem- 
ber, it has been a touch-and-go business with you." 

"1 should like to get back in a week or so, if possible. There 
are things I must see to : you know what I mean — that succession 
so unexpectedly devolving on me. And this reminds me. by the 
way, that my solicitors were to keep me acquainted with the prog- 
ress of affairs. I wonder if they have written to Homburg." 

Before the last word was well out of his mouth Lewis checked 
himself, with a flush on his pale face, and shot a furtive glance at 
his companion. But the tatter, resolved to keep the conversation 
off the unfortunate topic, answered without evincing the slightest 
curiosity : 

" Shall I write and have them forwarded ? " 

"That would be good of you. I must keep myself acquainted 
with the development of my fortunes, and we shall see whether my 
presence is really required over the water." 

" I hope it is not," said Fargus earnestly, foreseeing that an early 
return might put a sfop to the intimacy which had grown so pre- 
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cioas to him. "You know," he went on, in an explanatory tone, 
" I do not want to let you out of my supervision, having seen you so 
far satisfactorily through an unpleasant adventure, which I can not 
but feel guilty of having brought about, until you are really re- 

" Oh, unless it be quite necessary. I need hardly tell you I have 
no wish to move. I have no superfluity of energy as yet, and I 
shall inflict my company upon you '"—with a smile to quaLfy the 
apparently ungracious verb — "as long as you will tolerate it. The 
debt I owe ybu is great already, and yet I mean to eke it out still 
further. Let that be my thanks for your extraordinary kindness." 

Then, of common accord, part of the pleasant hour was allowed 
to glide by in silence, as they watched the gorgeous copper sunset 
spread behind the alleys and avenues of the gardens. But by-and- 
by Lewis, who was languidly stretching himself in his armchair, 
went on again, as if in continuance of a private strain of thought: 

" I can conceive a slow return to strength like this, passive en- 
joyment of mere life and breath, watting for a recovery that is un- 
doubtedly forthcoming, as a condition of perfect happiness. It Is 
like the relaxation of hard-earned rest — rest without remorse, since 
activity is impossible, and without responsibility — at least, with a 
friend like you at one's elbow. Convalescence after a dangerous, 
exhaustttig illness must be a delicious period when there is no canker 
of the mind to poison every thought of the future." 

" That, now," said Fargus, after a moment's reflection, in a quiet 
authoritative manner—" that is a thing, if you like, that I will not 
tolerate. Brooding is an indulgence which, even if it were profitable, 
it is your duty to deny yourself. But as it is at the best of times 
utterly unprofitable. It is a confession of weakness unworthy of a 
man like you. Now, I don't mean to ask you," he pursued, as he 
saw Lewis Ustening with a wistful air, "what it is that weighs on 
your mind thus ; I have gathered that something has gone griev- 
ously wrong in your affairs, but, after all, life is not made up of one 
single pursuit. You have been disappointed In one direction, in 3 
matter very near your heart, as you said, and as, indeed, your every 
look and word betrays. Do not think I have no sympathy there: 
I have had myself at least one such experience in days of old, and 
I don't mind telling you that I allowed myself to sink much deeper 
than you under the discouragement. But man's fate is to struggle 
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all his life for happiness, when he has not to struggle for mere ex- 
istence. And, my dear boy, forgive me for telling you that it is 
unmanly to give up the struggle because a particular happiness 
longed for appears unattainable. Brooding is as deteriorating to the 
mind as laziness is to the body. To a fellow like you, is there noth- 
ing in the world but a woman's love?" 

Lewis looked up hastily, as if to forbid him to continue ; but 
Fai^s went on st^ily, never removing his firm, kindly gaze from 
his son's face : 

" Of course, 1 know it is a woman who has caused this sorrow. 
1 may even say I guess who she is — but let that pass ; be it as it 
may, is there nothing else in Lfc, 1 repeat, to look to ? Duty, for 
instance, which men like you can so well fulfill ; study, which one of 
your attainments should prosecute to ever greater extent ; fame to be 
achieved while you have still the spring of youth within you. Such 
things, I know, will not replace the love that is lost ; but, still, they 
are worth living for. Is not the world a wide and beautiful field 
open to the man who has youth, strength, and intellect, what thou^ 
there be a sore place in his heart ? You spoke just now of pcasonlng 
thoughts. Bitter regret and yearning, if cultivated, will indeed grow 
into very cankers of the mind, which may end in sapping all virile 
energy. Observe that 1 make no vulgar allusions to the esistoice' 
of other women in the world. She who is truly loved can never be 
replaced, for she has been invested in our eyes with everything we 
look for in woman. But it behooves a man to remain worthy of the 
one he has chosen as his ideal, although he may have given up all 
hope of winning her. I would not even urge you to try and forget, 
if such a thing was possible, but merely to reflect that no man with 
your courage and energy may look upon the world as blank before 
him. You have much that you can not lose — a good name, a past 
honorable in achievement, as I heard before I met you, and in attain- 
ments, as 1 found out for myself ; and I ask you, is it worthy to 
give yourself up to profitless pining? But have no fear, my dear 
fellow," he added, changing his tone abruptly and resuming his 
accustomed genial countenance ; " I am really not given to lecturing 
thus, and it will not occur again." 

Lewis, after his first interruption, had listened with a dreamy 
look, 

"You are r^ht," he answered simply, after a pause, glancing up 
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with a grateful smile. " But I have been hard hit, and all I can 
undertake is to try. It is truly good of you to speak to me like this 
— you would be doctor of the mind as well as of the body. Forgive 
me for asldng," he went on hesitatingly, " but what is it makes you 
take such interest in me ? Why are you so strangely kind ? Our 
acquaintance is of very short standing, and though outside events 
have made it intimate, thus far all the services have been on your 
side." 

A shade came over Fargus's face. It was the inevitable recur- 
rence of words like these that rendered the bonds of his incognito so 
galling now and again. Bui he answered with resolute cheerfulness : 

" I might simply reply that, having found in foreign parts a 
pleasant companion, whom my good luck allowed me to help out of 
a serious difficulty, 1 naturally learned to take an interest in him ; 
and this would be a sufficient answer. But when 1 find in that 
companion a friend of my friends, and, furthermore, one of the few 
relatives I know of mine in England — for my family, oddly enough, 
Mr. Kerr, is a distant offshoot of yours— one whom 1 expect to sec 
much of later on as a country ne^hbor, my interest in him becomes 
even less wonderful. As to my prosing of just now, it was really 
only my way of carrying out the doctor's orders — in other words, of 
distracting you From a tendency to melancholy, which, he says, may 
seriously impede your return to health. Now let us, if you will, 
come to an agreement, and then drop the subject : for the time 
which we are destined to spend togelher, never again ask me why I 
wish to be kind, as you call it, to you." 

Lewis extended his hand silently, and the other clasped it with 
warm pressure. 

The invalid took his lecture to heart, and for the next two days 
made persistent efforts to respond to his companion's bracing cheer- 
fulness. Faithful to his purpose, the latter kept the tenor of the 
conversation on vigorous subjects, highly remote from dreaminess 
or sentiment — army matters, travels, adventure and sport, the many 
qualifications, duties and responsibilities of a landed proprietor, and 
all other topics he could think of as suggestive of interest to a man 
in Lewis's position, with an unfettered future before him. And this 
was done with so much tact and variety, that not only was the ob- 
ject attained, but Lewis never suspected one moment that he was 
being kept, so to speak, in intellectual leading-strings. 
15 
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On the morning of the third day after that evening conclave the 
servant left on the sitting-room table a flat, oblong envelope, bear- 
ing English, German and Belgic postmarks, dated a few days back. 
Lewis was still in his room, dressing in short, easy stages, and 
had just emerged from the hands of the tonsorial operator, for self- 
shaving was still too delicate a piece of work for one only quite lately 
recovered from hot fits. He was sitting in his shirt-sleeves, taking 
a rest and looking more placid than he had ever done since their 
acquaintance, when Fargus brought in the letter. 

" Just the one I expected," said Lewis, glancing at it "1 dare 
say you will have to help me to make out its meaning by-and-by. 
Legal English will be more than I can master at present, I should 
think." 

He leisurely opened the envelope, while Fargus, leaning out of 

the window, remarked, after scanning the heavens with satisfaction, 

would be a perfect day for their first drive out; that the car-' 

vould come round in an hour, and that they would go to the 

e la Cambre. 

:er a little, receiving no response, he turned round in surprise 
I his son, with ashen lips and indignantly frowning eounte- 
staring. as if in petrified amazement, at the open letter, which 
slightly in his hand. Then blood sufFused the young man's 
ice : he started to his feet with a strangled eKclamation of 
only to grow white again and stagger back to his chair with 
len failing of strength. 

Ireat God! what is the matter?" cried Fargus, rushing to- 
him and seizing his hand, which was cold and clammy. 
:, take some brandy," hastily pouring a little in a glass and 

wis drank the dram and seemed to recover himself. Putting 
s away from him with a mechanical sweep of his arm, he bent 
-d on the table, with the letter spread before him, and, sup- 
g his head on his hands, began to peruse it again with the 
^amest attention. Fargus stood back. He saw that his son 
10 much absorbed even to be conscious of his presence. 
tera little while Lewis looked up with dazed eyes and seemed 
:h sight of Fargus for the first time, 
can't make it out," he said wearily; "all the letters jump 
so. Will you please read it to me — slowly." 
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With a vague presentiment o( evil, yet little guessing what dis- 
astrous tidings that written sheet contained or the task he was tak- 
ing upon himself. Fargus picked up the letter. 

" * From Perkins and Stubbs,' " he said, " ' Lincoln's Inn Fields, 
Rt Gilham Estate. Private and confidential.' " 

Then he began to read aloud : 

" ' Dear Sir : We think it would be strongly advisable for you 
10 return to England as soon as you conveniently can. Circum- 
stances have come to our knowledge with reference to the above 
which we feel certain will cause you as much surprise as they 
have to us, and which we think will require your immediate atten- 

" ' Mr. Charies Hillyard called on us this morning to obt^n our 
advice on the question of heir-at-law to the late William Kerr of 
Gilham. It would seem that he is in possession of documents 
which he strongly believes must establish his claim to the suc- 
cession, by entail, over your head, on the plea, according. . . .' " 

The steady voice faltered suddenly as the meaning of the words 
was borne in upon the reader ; he broke off vrith a deep excbma- 

"Good heavens!" 

There was a silence. Then Levris, with bis head still buried in 
his hands, muttered without looking up : ' 

■■ Go on, please ; I am beginning to understand. Don't attempt 
to spare my feelings. I must hear it all, you know." 

Faigus clinched his fist. Since that hot youth of his which he 
had cut off from his life, it was a rare experience for him to be 
strongly moved by anger. But now an almost murderous fury 
against the man who dared to cast such an insult at his boy, whose 
doing it would be if the shock of this intelligence checked that 
prepress toward recovery so laboriously fought for, shook him to the 
very depths of his being. *' Oh to have him by the throat, kin 
though he be, within the grasp of these strong hands!" 

" Please go on," said Lewis again. 

It required all the elder man's force of will not to betray himself 
now ; nothing but the imminence of the danger enabled him to 
regain his outward self-control. With a wonderful mastery over 
his voice he began once more, glad that his boy, absorbed in his 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



228 CONSEQUENCES. 

own turmoil of thoughts, could not notice the change which he 
felt on his own face, stiff with a cold pallor and contracted by the 
effort. 

'". . . on the plea, according to his somewhat gfuarded state- 
ment, of illegitimacy on your side. We had to inform Mr. Hillyard 
that as we had hitherto always acted in your interest, and especially 
as you had requested us on the death of your uncle, previous to 
your departure abroad, to watch over your affairs, we could not 
undertake to act for him in the matter. We informed him that we 
should communicate with you. We gather that Mr. Hillyard is 
anxious, if possible, to come to an amicable settlement by private 
agreement. More information than this we can not give you thus 
far, as Mr. Hillyard was naturally very reticent. We can not conceive 
what sort of proofs this gentleman holds in support of his claims, 
but we trust you will have no real difficulty in meeting them. 
Meanwliile, we need hardly say that we shall be ready, as heretofore, 
to act on your behalf as soon as we receive your instrtictions. 

" ' Hoping to hear from you at your earliest convenience, 

" ' We are,' etc." 

He read on to the end without faltering, though his head seemed 
ready to burst under the pressure of his thoughts. Here was a. 
Nemesis indeed ! The sin of his selfish youth had found him out at 
last. 

This, then, was the outcome of that successful scheme which 
had so well favored his egotistical ends — his fine brave son, whom 
he had learned to love, stigmatized as interloper, bastard, forced 
into the position of a claimant to disprove the odious charge. And 
he, his father, who all unconsciously and yet in truth had wrought 
the evil, would be perhaps powerless to help him, even though it 
came to revealing his secret in the end. How prove now an iden- 
tity which had been so carefully, so successfully destroyed? Who 
would believe him it, as a last resource, to prevent a flagrant in- 
justice, he were obliged to come forward and tell the true history of 
David Fargus and George Kerr? What a train of miserable, hu- 
miliating, ridiculous litigation, if nothing worse, such a course 
would entail, and with what slender chance of victory ! And if it 
failed, how ignominious, how dishonoring ! nothing short of crim- 
inal conspiracy in the eyes of judges and laymen, between two men 
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hitherto held as models of honor ! How terrible for both — for the 
elder with all his awful burden of responsibility, for the younger 
with his long life before him I 

" Thank you," sdd Lewis in a loud voice after a while, lifting his 
head again and looking at his companion. 

It was a haggard, drawn face, with the stamp upon it of his re- 
cent fight against death ; but the father's heart swelled as he 
marked the look of proud composure it now bore. 

" Thank you, Colonel Far^us ; I think if you will be so good as 
to leave me to myself a little, I should be better alone. I must 
think." 

Fargus, with a sad look, was about to comply in silence, when 
Lewis, struck by the alteration of his features, caught at his hand 
as he passed him. 

"Why, you seem quite upset yourself! You arc very good , to 
me," he murmured, in his boyish way. 

Fargus wrung his hand. 

" You mean to fight it out, my boy ? ' 

"To the last penny of my fortune," answered Lewis, between 
his set teeth. 

When Faigus returned, after an hour's earnest converse with 
himself, he was calmer and more hopeful. 

Scanning the past in minutest detail, he could not recollect w»y- 
thing, save the unfortunate fact of his reputed suicide, that could be 
used to support the eitraordinaiy charge. On the other hand, the 
position his son had always had in the Hillyard family, his nearest 
relatives, would be strong presumptive evidence in his favor ; that 
none of them had doubted his right to the name until it became 
profitable to the nent-of-kin so to do — one who had always up to 
this cheerfully claimed cousinship with him_— might go some way 
toward shaking the latter's credit, whatever "proofs" he might 
have collated in his greed. The remembrance of the old squire's 
hostility to his son, when it first came back to the father's mind, 
had pierced his heart like a knife ; but, he reflected, that could be 
more plausibly attributed to prejudice, to the old Tory's dislike to his 
nephew's religion and his foreign up-bringing; to the rooted en- 
mity of the head of the family toward the graceless George Kerr, 
than to any other reason. 

It was balm to Faigus to^ see his boy so determined to take up 
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the fight for his own and his father's honor; it would have been a 
source of keenest pain had it been otherwise. 

And when he now came back to Lewis's room, and found the 
young man bent more doggedly than ever on resistance, more sul- 
lenly fierce against the treachery that cast the slur upon him, there 
was also a new satisfaction. The shock seemed to have had, on the 
whole, a bracing effect upon the sick man, by instilling a healthy 
combative tone into the brain debilitated by protracted fever and 
brooding over one idea. And the mental reaction had its counter- 
part in the physical being. There was some color on Lewis's face, 
and he walked his room with head more erect and a firmei tread. 

" I have no proofs to stake against Charlie's documents, what 
ever they may be — curse him ! " he cried, stopping in front of Far- 
gus, and striking the letter as he spoke. " What proofs can a. man 
have whose father died before he was bom, whose mother died in 
giving him birth ? I shall tell you the story of their death, sir ; I 
know you will take my word on it. I am George Kerr's son, and 
my mother was as pure as yours." 

" I know it," said Fai^s. laying his hand on his boy's shoulder, 
and looking deep into his eyes. 

Lewis was too much comforted by the warmth with which his 
. companion spoke to notice the strangeness of the words. 

"Ah, Colonel Fargus!" he said, sinking into his chair with a 
sigh, " what should I do without you ? And yet I have no right to 
weary you with all this." 

" Lewis," said Fargus, after a moment's reflection, " you are my 
fictitious son, remember, so forgive this familiarity. I am old 
enough to be your father, after all, and 1 do not conceal from you 
that you have grown dear to me since we two have been thrown to- 
gether. I am. a lonely man — there is no being in this whole 
world that David Fargus can claim kindred with — and you, I take 
it, though not so desolate, stand likewise somewhat strangely de- 
pendent upon yourself. I have seen you through your dangerous 
illness ; let me see you through this new trouble, I think I may be 
of use to you," he added with a wistful smile. " I have a knowl- 
edge of the world which you have not, perhaps, bad time to acquire 
I have a cool head and a free one, while you must not overtax yours, 
as yet, and a man will require all his wits, no doubt, to unravel 
Master Hillyard's tan^" 
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Lewis's hesitating expression vanished under the deq> sympathy 
of his companion's glance. 

" You heap benefits upon me," he cried hastily. " I can not re- 
fuse the offer of your help and friendship at such a. moment. You 
are right, Colonel Fargus : I am alone in the world — utterly alone 
now. I thought, though I had lost so much, I had at least a trusty 
friend left, almost a brother. O God !" setting his teeth, "what a 
foul thing he has turned out to bet" 

" But, perhaps," suggested Fargus, more briskly, after ponder- 
ing a white — " perhaps we are making mountains out of mole-hills ; 
the evidence talked about in this letter may be the merest trump- 
ery, after all." 

" I have no doubt it t's trumpery," said Lewis, staring out of the 
window abstractedly ; " but clever trumpery, coming from that 
quarter; and trumpery carefully elaborated in the dark may be dif- 
ficult to disprove. I believed," he went on, reverting to the former 
angiy thought, " 1 had lost everything when— when we first met. 
Now I find I had stitl to lose the only real friend I ever made.— 
Pardon me, in your case, the kindness has been all on your side. 
Charlie and I were chums for years. Curse that succession, which 
would be of little interest to me now ! It has turned the man I be- 
lieved in so confidently — upon whose loyalty and highmindedness I 
would have staked my own honor — into a traitor; it has tost me 
. my old comrade, and may now lose me my name— the name I have 
been so proud of." He took up the letter and perused it once 
more ; then with a bitter smile : 

" Now I understand the change I found in Charles when I met 
him again after our long separation, cleverly though he tried to 
blind me to it. But let him look out ; I have a greater stake than 
he to battle for; he fights for money, I for my name." 

There was a long silence in the room. Fargus had begun in 
his turn to walk meditatively up and down, occasionally looking at 
the crumpled letter and racking his brain to divine what kind of 
circumstantial evidence could have been gathered by Charles Hill- 
yard in support of his design. 

After a painful spell of cc^tation, Lewis spoke again : 

" Yes, 1 will fight it out, were it only for my dead mother's sake. 
In any case we shall know all before long. I must return to Lon- 
don now, as soon as possible." 
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" I can not think of letting you travel for several days to come ; 
what would be the good of arriving in London thoroughly ill again 
and unfit for business ? You can correspond with your lawyer from 
here. Better write to-day, stating your determination to maintain 
your rights, and announcing your return for next week. Shall I pen 
it, and you will sign ? " 

" Yes," returned Lewis, after consideration ; " I shall require 
strength, no doubt, and, as you say, all the wits I possess, to fight a 
man like Charlie over his amicable settlement — amicable settlement, 
forsooth I It makes me sick at heart to think of the fellow I had placed 
on such a pedestal plotting against me like this. Forit can be nothing 
above-board, since he, who was the first to announce to me the turn 
affairs had taken at Gilham, never gave me the slightest hint of his 
intention to try and ruin me— worse than ruin me! I don't feel 
very strongly about the estate and the position, but 1 will not have 
my mother's good fame sullied. And, above all, I will not have my 
father's name taken from me. I never knew him ; but my grand- 
father, and, later on, my father's sister, taught me to be proud of 
him ; and pride in my name has become a sort of religion with me. 
I will tell you some day all 1 know about them — meanwhile, you 
must help me to get strong again. There goes my head, raging 
once more. You are right ; I am not yet fit to undertake business." 

"No," said Fargus, with renewed concern; "and let that dis- 
covery be a further inducement for you to obey your doctor and 
your nurse. Now, (o-day is devoted to fresh air, and I hear the car- 
riage at the door. Get ready ; we shall be back in time to write to 
London." 

During this constant companionship, especially these long daily 
drives, Faigus had ample opportunity to learn more about his son's 
affairs, and, incidentally, something about those of his other relations. 
The conversation naturally turned in chief upon the great issue at 
slake ; and though, until their return, nothing could be learned anent 
actual facts, it was a relief to both in their anxiety— and Lewis little 
guessed how far his calm adviser's concern in the matter exceeded 
his own — to discuss the question from every possible point of view. 

There was one thought which had struck both men, but which, as 
it touched on a topic determinedly avoided, neither had communicated 
to the other ; and yet it was part of the good this evil wind might 
blow upon them. 
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The father, as soon almost as he had read the letter of ill news, 
had come to the conclusion that here was the clew he had sought in 
vain for so many days ; here the reason of Maude's incomprehensi- 
ble repudiation of her old love, Charles Hillyard had remained at 
Gilham ; he was to have dined at Woldham the very night of the 
funeral, as the elder man remembered now .with a spasm of anger ; 
he must have been quick indeed to work his evil purpose for the 
news to have reached Maude so soon. Yet it was like the General's 
impetuosity, more especially if artfully worked upon, to lose aot a 
second to write in warning to his darling. And while filled with 
new distress at the thought of all the problematic inheritance meant 
to his boy, of how much more than his own careless existence 
George Kerr had brought into jeopardy that night when he sank 
into the sea off the Gilkicker Batteries, while burning with a new 
ftiry against the man who would thus make use of his unhappy past 
to wound the being he loved with the garnered strength of half a 
lifetime, there nevertheless opened to Fargus a fresh vista of hope 
through this fancied discovery. 

Meanwhile Lewis, on his side, as he indulged in bitter cogitation 
over what he held to be his friend's despicable hypocrisy, had drifted 
toward deeper suspicion of him : it is in the character of those who 
are most prone to exaggerated trust and exalted devotion to rush 
easily to the opposite extreme. Was it not possible, even probable, 
that Charlie— since he was capable of double-dealing at all, aace 
he could smile in his face and press his hand, drink his wine 
sleep under his roof, while in secret tie planned to disgrace and 
poverish him — might have played him false in other quarters? 
strange discovery on the night of their meeting had forced a 
lentous confession out of him. Since he could lie at all, he n 
have lied about Maude — ay, and to her ! 

The more Lewis thought of her sudden coldness — that cold 
tempered with compassion which had struck him as so hopeless- 
more he came to fancy he saw through it the handiwork of his 
friend. And now, for all the cruel disenchantment caused bj 
discovery of his cousin's black-heartedness, the further doubt of 
opened once more a whole heaven of happy possibilities. . 
Maude ! no wonder her sweet blue eyes had been heavy with 
when he had pleaded his lore on the strength of his inheritance 
wonder she had faltered and hesitated, and, in the end, g^va 
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reason for her refusal. How could Maude be mated with a. bastard, 
even if she would — she, the pride of her father's home, his only daugh- 
ter f But the insulting, the cruel allegation disproved, the monstrous 
iniquity unmasked, might he not, in recovered pride of name and 
wealth, tr^- his fate again— and meet with a different answer this 

And thus, contrary to Fargus's first misgivings, the shock of this 
bad news did not retard the progress of recovery. . Day by day the 
doctor was able to report progress, and at the end of the week felt 
justified in sanctioning the return home, on condition, he said, that 
they should take the longest sea route, to give the convalescent a last 
spell of bracing air. And thus also Fargus's companionship grew 
more and more valuable— almost indispensable — to Lewis. It was 
Anally agreed, on the latter's own proposal — skillfuUy sug^sted, it 
is true, by the former — that they would do best to spend their time 
in London under the same roof. 

" I can only offer you a little room in an old, rather dilapidated 
Inn," had said Levris, while his face brightened at the prospect with 
a look of pleasure he had not as yet displayed about anything ; " but 
I undertake to supply you with good books, good wine, and good 
cigars, and you will See London from a less conventional point of view 
than from a West-End hotel. Moreover, it is the only way in which 
I can make a show of returning your hospitality." 

" It will be a most quaint and fit sequel to my journey in search 
of novel impressions," had replied Fargus, hugging with delight the 
prospect of a prolonged course of intimacy, and congratulating him- 
self on the satisfactory result of his strat«^. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

DEA £X HACHtNA. 

London again, on a tawny September afternoon ; London, clad 
in its own peculiar grandeur, beautiful with gray wrreaths of rising 
smoke, and the yellow painting of autumn sun on sky, and roof, and 
window. Beautiful, at least, to the two travelers whom a hansom 
has just disgorged in front of the massive gateway of Staple Inn: 
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to Fai^s, filled with the memories and emotions which a return to 
England each time awakened ; to Lewis, who had a cat-like attach- 
ment to his old haunts, and who contrived to combine, without 
clashing, a curious love for a dreamy existence by his own hearth- 
side with a busding lust for action and adventure. 

The friends, who had broken the journey at Harwich, felt noth- . 
ing but a healthy hunger as a result of the short day's travel, and 
had agreed, therefore, to proceed at once in quest of food, after 
depositing their luggage at the inn. But on their way out Lewis 
paused a moment to give directions to the jovial, red-faced, red- 
waistcoated porter anent the preparation of his rooms, and Fargus, 
while he waited, strolled into the courtyard, where the dropping 
yellow leaves of the two old trees made a pleasant autumn litter, 
and surveyed with interest the antique quaintness of his son's chosen 

When the young man, having concluded his instructions, was 
about to hail his companion, the porter stopped him, and, looking 
full of importance and mystery, observed in a confidential whisper : 

" Beg pardon, sir, I don't know if you'd like the other gentleman 
to hear, but there has been a lady here twice already to inquire 
after you." 

" A lady ? What sort of a lady ? " 

" Voung lady, sir, smartly dressed — that is all I know, sir," said 
the porter, with just the suspicion of a twinkle in his eye. "She 
wanted to see you moii particularly," 

" Why — who on earth — " ejaculated the dragoon, much puziled. 
" Did she leave no name ? " 

" No, sir, wouldn't leave her name ; said you would not know it 
if she were too. But seemed a good bit put out when I told her 
you were abroad, and wanted to know when you'd be back." 

" This is mysterious. You are sure she meant me ? " 

"Oh, no doubt about that, sir; she said Mr. L. G. Kerr, and 
pointed to your name on the stairs." 

" And you are sure it was a lady f " proceeded Mr. Kerr, with 
ingenuous simplicity insisting on the " distinction with a difference." 
"What was she like?" 

" Tall, well dressed ; seemed a handsome kind of lady — can't 
tell you more nor that, sir," replied the porter, growing cautious as 
his interlocutor waxed outspoken. " She called again yesterday in 
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a hansom, and when I told her you would be back to-day she looked 
pleased and asked at what time you might likely be in ? " 

■■Well?" 

" Well, o" course that I couldn't tell ; but she sdd she would 
try and find you at home." 

To the average young man "about town," the insistence of a 
smartly-dressed young woman, who calls alone at his chambers, yet 
refuses her name, might well be a source of reflection not unmixed 
with anxiety. But Lewis, highly unconventional though his life had 
been, was haunted by none of those undefined fears of entangle- 
ments in the trail of forgotten dissipations which generally lurk 
about the recesses of too independent consciences. A man who 
consorts with a high ideal has rarely grounds to dread the specters 
of past pleasures. Lewis Ken did not need to waste time in analyz 
ing his recollections. 

"Well, then," he said briskly, after a moment's reflection, "if 
this person calls again when I am in I will see her ; if I am out, ask 
her to fix an hour, if she must needs speak with me." And turning 
to Fargus, who at that moment approached, he took his arm, and 
they crossed over to the Bull Inn in quest of their meal. 

"And who is shef" asked the latter carelessly, having caught 
the end of the confabulation. 

" I really could not tell you," answered Lewis, laughing. " Some 
young lady, it would seem, who is particularly anxious to meet me. 
I can not think who it can be." 

Fargus shot a swift, anxious look at him, but felt rebuked for 
his vague suspicion as he met his son's clear, straightforward eyes, 
in which not even the thought that he coijld be doubted seemed to 
have dawned. 

After an old-fashioned English repast — specially chosen as such 
to celebrate their return home— off the steaming joint, the mealy 
potato, the huge, open-sky quarry of Cheshire, the crisp, blanched 
celery, washed down by healthy draughts of ale from the old silver 
tankards which form part of the pride of that ancient hostelry, they 
returned across the road and mounted the twisted flight that led to 
Lewis's pignoH sur rue. 

"Well, Mr. Thomson, father mine," cried tiie latter as he ushered 
Fai^s into his rooms, " this is my English home — a poor thing, sir, 
but mine own — indeed, the only home I have ever known in my 
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paternal country. Come what what may, of this at least I am mas- 
ter, and, humble as it is, I trust you will look upon it as yours also," 

Subtly moved by Lewis's careless choice of address in this wel- 
coming speech of his, Fargus crossed the threshold of his son's little 
home in a silence that he could not break by any commonplace re- 
joinder. Then, standing in the middle of the room, he slowly 
scanned the surroundings with a tenderly appreciative eye. The 
curious retreat might have been that ot bookworm, student, or phi- 
losopher, to judge from the mass of volumes that lined the walls from 
floor to pent-up ceihng ; or of artist, to go by the quaint, motley 
furniture, the odd relics of antiquity, the pictures, the "curios"; 
but for the extraordinary order and neatness more characteristic of 
the soldier, with which every comer of space was utilized without 
crowding the modest limits. A home, thought the- father, exacUy 
fitted to its owner. 

But his pleased and wandering gaze suddenly became fixed and 
deep as he caught sight of the pictures over the mantelshelf. As if 
magnetically attracted, he walked across the room to look more 
closely. His own portrait and Carmen's. What a beautiful creature 
she had been, poor child ! Since he had known his son, David 
Fargus had never had another harsh thought for his dead wife. 
And underneath those two well-remembered portraits, the sword. 
the Highland dirk and medals, and other chattels which had be- 
longed to George Kerr, 

David Fargus felt his eyes moisten as they fell upon these relics 
of his own past, so piously collected and enshrined in his boy's lonely 
home. Please God, Lewis would never know how be had been 
cheated, how unworthy the father had been whose memory he hal- 
lowed even as he loved his name ! 

The young man came up behind him, and followed the direction 
of his eyes. 

"That is my father's portrait," he explained gravely, "taken 
when he was about my own age. Was he not a fine fellow ? And 
that is my poor young mother. — Damn that cur who is trying to 
cast infamy upon her memory! Now tell me candidly. Colonel 
Fargus, do you see the likeness between my father and me?" 

He placed his back to the chimney-piece and stood under the 
picture, looking eagerly at his companion. Fargus remained a mo- 
ment lost in thought, comparing, with heaven knows what sadness • 
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and pride, the young, expectant face of the living with the painted 
image of the supposed dead. There was no great resemblance in 
truth just then between the picture of the handsome Hi^^ilander, 
bright, youthful, conventionally whiskered and with almost girlishly 
smooth complexion, and the square, thoughtful head of the dragoon, 
haggard with recent sickness and marked with its wide, fresh scar. 
But the father was pleased to see one, and there was no mistaking 
the conviction of his assurance." 

" You are like him — very like, my dear boy." 

" Not such a good-looking fellow, of course," said I.ewis, with a 
blush of pleasure. " Still, 1 always thought there was a look of my- 
self there, for all my shortcomings. I am glad you see it too. 
Colonel Fargus ; strangers, they say, are always quick at noticing 
such resemblances. Now sit down in my own arm-chair. It 
is time for your smoke, is it not? Which vrill you have, pipe or 
cigar?" 

"A pipe. It is more homely, and I already feel so much at 
home." replied Fargus, who sat down, with a contented agh, in the 
venerable Utrecht- velvet chair, while Lewis, after placing a huge 
jar. emblazoned with his old college arms, within reach, turned to 
his writing-table and took up a smart morocco case. 

"Would you like this one? "be asked, producing therefrom a 
very black clay pipe mounted in silver and amber ; " it is one of my 
few heirlooms : no one but myself has ever used it since I had it, 
I had a new and swagger case made for it, you see. 1 treasure it as 
the apple of my eye. But 1 will trust it to your sympathetic hand." 

He placed the object, as he spoke, in Fargus's outstretched palm 
—the identical grimy pipe, the trusty friend, under whose soothing 
influence that first self of his had awakened from the madness that 
led to death, so many years ago now. before its present owner had 
seen the light of day ! Fai^s looked down at it with diladng eye. 
There was the chip that hnd been made in the rim one rollicking 
guest-night at Gib. when some irreverent comrade — now dead, no 
doubt, or a general — had seized upon it as a handy missile ; there 
was the mark, on the silver mount, where Carmen had lazily tried 
to scratch her initials with her dainty scissors, during there brief 
honeymoon period of unity and bliss, and had been interrupted and 
punished for the mischief by his kisses. . . . 

" It was my father's," said Lewis, here interrupting the flood of 
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reminiscences, with a smile at his companion's mute solemnity o( 

contemplation; "that is why tt is so precious to me. It came to 
me with all the other things when I set up my college rooms. Mrs, 
Hillyard, his sister, you know, who had preserved them for me, 
used to say it was his favorite pipe. I began to smoke it only be- 
cause of its associations, but after making its acquaintance I learned 
to despise the transient cigarette of my native land, and to appreci- 
ate the more vigorous taste in smoke of my real country." 

Fitting the amber mouthpiece to his lips with an odd feeling of 
familiarity, as though it were but yesterday that they had closed 
upon it, Fargus lit that memorable relic and sank back in his chair. 
Silently and dreamily, through the shifting fragrant clouds, he 
watched and listened, while Lewis rummaged about the room, 
arranging his odds and ends, and talking light-heartedly as he 
did so. 

The position of a man able to witness the use and appreciation 
<tf his personal property after his supposed demise is an unusual 
one. But it would be given to fewer men still, under such circum- 
stances, to be so thoroughly satisfied with the doings of his suc- 
cessor as it was Fargus's fate to be with those of his only heir and 
representative. 

At last, when everything was again in the absolute order, of the 
picturesque as well as handy kind, which alone could content Mr. 
Kerr, he sat down in his turn opposite his guest, and filled a pipe 
for himself. 

•' Phew I I am tired," said he, enjoyably drawing his first puff. 
" I am not quite so robustious yet as I might be. I am glad," he 
went on afler a short period of mist-encircled meditation, " I am 
glad to think I shall have you at my elbow in all these coming 

" So am I. I am almost as much interested in them, by this 
time, as you are." 

" It is very odd,'-' said Lewis abstractedly ; " I am so accus- 
tomed now to look to you for help and. advice that it all seems per- 
fectly natural. But, still, it is most extraordinarily self-denying of 
you, when I come to think of it. There is the best of the shooting 
going on while you stop in London to help me through what will 
probably be a sea of wearisome discussions, if nothing worse." 

" 1 mean to recoup myself by shooting over your preserves 
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when you come into your own, and have disposed of upstart claitn- 

" That you shall, please God ! But this happy state of things 
may be a long way off — perhaps, who knows? vanish out of sight 
altogether. This suspense is wearing, though 1 try not to brood 
over it too much. Let us hope I shaU learn something definite at 
Perkins's to-morrow. Hallo ! who goes there ? " 

A smart rattle, as of some one tapping with a. stick or umbrella, 
was resounding at the outer oak. Lewis, fuU of curious anticipa- 
tion, put down his pipe and went to open the door, but the next mo- 
ment, with a stifled exclamation, stepped back into the room. 

A young woman, dressed with quiet siniplicily in soft pale gray, 
with a large black Rubens hat, wreathed with many falling feathers, 
on her shapely head, a gray parasol in one hand and a somewhat 
bulky reticule in the other, stood on the threshold against the light 
of the stair window. 

On hearing Lewis's ejaculation, Fargus rose and hastily ad- 
vanced, only to halt in his turn with every sign of the most unmiti- 
gated astonishment. 

" Miss Woldham ! " he cried. 

The visitor, who had seemed slightly discountenanced, and 
somewfiat inclined to beat a retreat, on sight of the elder man, re- 
covered her self-possession promptly as he spoke. With great de- 
liberation she walked into the room, looking from one to the other 
with a slowly dawning smile of peculiar, but scarcely mirthful, sig- 
pificance. Lewis was the first to find out his mistake — he had been 
tricked again by that baleful resemblance ! — and frowning angrily 
upon Maude's double, stood waiting with manifest impatience tor 
her nent move, while Fargus, still all at sea and shaken out of his 
usual self-possession, surveyed the new-comer with eyes in which 
wonder was now melting into joyful anticipation. . 

" Look again, old gentleman," their visitor said, after a dramatic 
pause ; " are you quite sure I am the real Miss Woldham ? " 

At this revealing speech Fargus entered upon a new amaze- . 
ment, and the expectancy faded from his face to give place to an 
expression of the most complete mystification. Most certainly 
Maude Woldham never spoke with that twang, that intangible vul- 
garity of diction, however strangely similar the tones of the voice 
might be; nor had Maude Woldham's eyes— as he examined 
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closer— though just so lilac-shaded, that unflinching, forward stare ; 
nor were the beautiful lines oC her face quite so boldly marked. 
But if not Maude Woldham — who, in the name of Heaven ? 

"This is Mr. Kerr's rooms — L. G. Kerr — ain't it?" asked the 
young lady, regardless of strict grammar and a.pparently satisfied 
with the impression produced, airily passing to other matters — " be 
cause that's the person I've come to see." 

She turned to Lewis as she spoke : 

" And you're the man, I take it ? " she pursued with good-hu- 
mored assurance. 

Lewis glared at her without answering ; his brain was hardly 
strong enough yet to coolly withstand such sudden and bewildering 
confrontation ; he was dizzy with an unreasonable ai^er, with a 
whirl of wild suppositions. What did this creature want mth him? 
— was it a planned insult of Charlie's? How dare she intrude upon 
him that mockery of all that was so dear to him ? 

Faigus came to the rescue with a sudden intuition of some of 
hb son's feelings, and quickly recovering his scattered faculties, 
"These are Mr. Lewis Kerr's rooms, madam," he said, bowing as 
he spoke, " and, as you have guessed, this gentleman is Mr. Kerr 
himself," pressing his hand in friendly warning on the young man's 
shoulder. " He has been very ill, and is not yet quite strong. I am 
stopping with him. Will you not take a seat ? " 

" Thanks, I will," responded the lady with promptitude, taking 
possession of the arm-chair, and tossing reticule and parasol on the 
couch. Then, once more addressing Lewis, while she proceeded 
leisurely to divest large but well-shaped hands of their long gloves : 
" O my ! " she remarked. " these are funny stairs of yours. I 
nearly squashed my best hat as 1 came up." Here the gloves, 
rolled up in a tight ball, joined the other objects on the sofa, where 
the hat was next comfortably disposed of, their owner during these 
operations bestowing various pleased and smiling looks upon her 
astonished hosts. 

Lewis and Fargus exchanged a glance of amazement ; the latter 
was beginning to enjoy the humorous side of this imperturbable 
coolness, and a rather dry smile wandered about his mouth, but the 
owner of the rooms, still perplexed and nervously irritated, though 
getting his first agitation under control, saw no suspicion of merri- 
ment in the matter. 
16 
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"There,"said the visitor, leaning back in her chair, "and so you 
are Mr. Kerr. I am glad I have found you in at last. You've just 
come back from Indja, haven't you ? Is that where you got that 
gash on your face ? " 

" No," returned Lewis shortly " it is not ; and now that you are 
quite at home," with scathing politeness, '' I presume I may ask 
what 1 owe the honor of your visit to ? Vou appear to know a 
good deal about me ; but I have yet to learn whom 1 have the 
privilege to address." 

" You've never seen me before, then ? Are you quite sure 
you've never known any one — what shall 1 say — something like 
me ? " she answered with a mocking look. " Think well ; that one 
over there seemed to think I was quite a friend of his at first," 

The two men again exchanged a glance. All this was of 
course much more mysterious to Fargus than to his son ; but one 
thing, at that moment, was equally clear to both ; the ^1 knew 
perfectly to whom it was she bore so marvelous a likeness, 

"My ! you do look cross ! " she went on, still tauntingly fijting 
Lewis ; ■' well, perhaps it was a little cool my bouncing in on you that 
way. But, you see, there's one thing 1 wanted to find out for sure, 
first of all. And didn't I do it, too ? May be I'd rather not have 
found it out so true. And shall I tell you how 7 I saw it written 
on your face, Mr. Kerr, even before the old gentlemen was kind 
enough to say it for me." 

There was a pause. Lewis threw himself on his stool and folded 
his arms with the air of one who resigns himself to a trying inf1ic~ 
tion. The action and the expression ct his countenance were not 
iost upon the stranger's quick perceptions. 

"Now, I shan't try your patience any more," she said gravely 
■' I have come here on a serious matter to you— and to me ; " this 
with a sudden hard compression of her full red lips. "To begin 
with, my name's Hilda HQlyard— Mrs. Hillyard." 

Neither Lewis nor Fargus was able to restrain a movement of 
surprise ; to the latter there opened to view quite a jjerspeclive of 
new complications or possible explanations at the unexpected hear 
ing of Charlie's name. 

The girl looked from one to the other with a sort of bitter de- 

'* What makes you both gape at me like that ? " she cried sharp- 
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1y and suspiciously. " If there is any reason why I should not be 
Charles Hillyard's wife, perhaps you'U kindly mention it." 

She waited for a. reply, but receiving none, broke into a hard, 
scoffing laugh. 

" May be you've heard of him [laying his court elsewhere?" — 
her lips trembling slightly as she spoke. But here the friends be- 
came evidently lost in fresh amazement, and their visitor, who had 
leaned forward in her chair to watch their faces, fell back with a 
sigh of relief. She resumed, after a pause, in her former cheerful 
manner : 

" You've heard nothing, then ; it's small comfort, but I'm glad 
of it. You're only surprised he should marry me because I'm not 
a lady. No, you're right, I'm not; and now I don't mind telling 
you I'm not his wedded wife, either, though it's well-nigh four years 
that I've been as good as one to him." 

An announcement o£ this kind could oiJy be received in silence. 
Yet the silence that ensued seemed to gall the reckless speaker be- 
yond endurance. 

"Perhaps you're that particular," she cried insolently, "that 
you'd rather not have anything to do with me ? If so, I am afraid 
youli be rather sold in the end." 

The brazen look, the sneer, on that face, were as a cold douche 
to Lewis. He turned away his head, crimsoning with vexation. 
But Fafgus, more tolerant, more far-seeing, cast a grave, not un- 
kind, glance upon the girl, under which her challenging eyes fdl, 
and the bold, handsome features worked with a sudden emotion. 

■'I've nothing to hide," she said, in a lower key; "I'm not 
ashamed of what I have done. I would do it again. There's many 
a fine lady, I'll be bound, who flaunts about the Court, and shakes 
hands with the Queen, as has not as clear a sheet to show as me; 
and many a wedded wife thinks no end of herself as hasn't been as 
true to her husband as 1 have to Charlie. I don't care whether he 
marries me or not," she pursued, and her eyes flashed fire, " but A^ 
don't have me," 

Her face set into a look of extraordinary determination. She 
looked straight before her, dropping each word slowly by itself with 
emphatic meaning. 

" But we are quite in the dark," put in Fargus gently. " Please 
be less enigmatical. Why should Mr. Hillyard leave you 7 And, 
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forgave me," he added, replacing into the rack the pipe that had 
gone out in his hand, and leaning his back against the mantelshelf 
— " forgive me i£ I appear rude ; but what has this to do with us ? " 

Fargus's manner of address seemed to please the girl. She 
smiled upon him broadly, and, with a childish change of mood, re- 
plied almost gajly : 

" Why, DOW, it he only knew, it has got a good deal to do with 
that young man. And I've come all this way to tell him about it ; 
but he's as cross as a bear with a sore head. Come now," as 
Lewis's gravity was not proof against the apposite simile, " that's 
better — you look a deal nicer when you're good-tempered, I can tell 
you. And you'll live to thank me on your bended knees before I've 
done. But "—stopping short and looking wise — "as it is some- 
thing strictly private and confidential, I'd belter know who the old 
gentleman is, hadn't I ? Will you introduce him ? " 

In answer to an acquiescent glance from his companion, I,ewis 
complied with the requesL 

" Well, I'm not much the wiser," remarked the visitor candidly, 
when the ceremonial was over. " Look here, Mr. Kerr, youll be 
just as much in a hat as me, if your friend was to split upon us. 1 
must have my say to-day ; I have been here often enough. So per- 
haps you'd better send him away." 

This was qualified vrith an amiable smile at Fargus. 

The latter looked amused, but Lewis responded impatiently : 

'■ Mr Fatgus is quite to be trusted ; he is my adviser upon most 
important legal business at present. In fact, anything you have to 
say to me must be said before him." 

" Hoighty-toighiy I " cried Miss Hilda, without losing her good- 
humor. " It would serve you right if I were to leave you in the 
lurch. But I won't— first, because I believe you're a good sort, 
though your temper's none of the best ; secondly, because I like the 
looks of him even better than you ; thirdly, because it would not 
suit my book, after all. So, you've important legal business, have 
you ? Then, I dare say all my news won't.be as much news to you 
as I thought. So much the better." 

Lewis bent eageriy forward. She surveyed him a moment with 
a malicious smile, then yawned and looked round the room with 
great deliberation. 

"Why, I declare," she went on, "if that isn't a tea-tray over 
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there, with everything as handy as can be Now, look here, gen- 
tlemen, 111 make a bargain : you can smoke your pipes, if you'll let 
me have a cup of tea. I'm just dropping for it." 

"It is not made yet," groaned Lewis despairingly; "but, of 
course, I can get you some before long. In the mean time, pertiaps, 
you will be kind enough to state your business." 

"Now, don't you bother," said the damsel, rising. "You sit 
down there ; you don't look over-well, as the gentleman said. Ill 
cook the tea." And with much neatness and expedition she pro- 
ceeded forthwith to arrange the cups and light the spirit-lamp, per- 
fectly at home and at her ease. " This is just like the place Charlie 
has at his college," she airily remarked as she busOed about. 

" So you have been to Cambridge, have you ? " said Lewis, re- 
signing himself to the queer situation he was pUced in, and even, 
in the midst of his anxiety, becoming rather tickled by the quaint- 
ness of it. 

" Yes, once I did. But he don't like my being seen there, so 1 
never went again. It appears they won't have ladies about the col- 
lies— at least, so he said," with a sudden drawing together of her 
straight black brows. 

As she stood up in the middle of the room, leaning on the back 
of the chair with her hands behind her, the careless attitude dis- 
played the magnificent lines of her figure in all their warm, firm 
perfection. Lewis gazed at her intently, mentally comparing her 
with the image that lived in his brain ; now and then, in an odd, 
half-feverish abstraction, almost confounding the two. Fargus 
stood watching the scene in silence. 

Suddenly the girl glanced round over her shoulder and met 
Lewis's burning glance. 

" Why, you look as if you could eat me ! " she cried, with a pro- 
voking flash in her violet eyes. " Well, is that Miss Woldham really 
better than me ? " And with a bold, graceful movement, she drew 
herself up and turned slowly round before him. After a second 
devoted to the apparent enjoyment of the Impression produced, she 
sat down by the tea-table, and pursued with great comprosure : 
" I've never seen her, but I tell you plainly, 1 don't think she is. 
She may be a lady, but a lady is, after all, only a woman ; and 
I know what sort of a woman I am, and I'm sure I'm as good as 
her." 
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Hereupon she poured the boiling water over the leaves, and with 
a fillip of her middle finger closed the lid of the teapot with a snap. 
Tlien, with her broad smile, that displayed teeth of the most perfect 
regularity and whiteness, she again looked from one man to the 
other in that self-satisfied and good-tempered way they had already 
grown accustomed to, poured out two cups of tea after due delay, 
and handed them graciously. 

" Well, really, I wonder, now, if you think me very cheeky to 
call on you in this way, and quite happy like ? " she remarked, sip- 
. ping her own portion. " But I have something to give you in ex- 
change for this here cup of tea that I think will alter the case a 
bit. It's in there," pointing with her spoon to the reticule on the 
couch. 

" I am sure we are delighted with the visit of such a charming 
person," said Lewis gravely ; " but I own that the time is approach- 
ing when I shall feel a certain desire to hear more of its definite 
puqMse." 

" Well, as I said, one of my purposes was to see the effect of my 
appearance upon you, and " — laughing — " it beat all I expected. I 
really think you must be as bad as Charlie himself about that girl. 
Oh, don't vex yourself, I mean no offense ! But that was one of 
the reasons why writing would not do. Now, to come to the other : 
it's this way then— 1 think you expect to come into a certain prop* 
erty. That's true, I suppose? " 

" Perfectly. I have come into one." 

"Just so. Well, Charlie thinks he has found the means of com- 
ing in for it himself. Perhaps that's news for you ? " 

" Not quite ; but if you can tell me how he hopes to keep me 
out, that would, I confess, be news, as you have it." 

" It would be silly to ask," replied the girl, after the manner of a 
humorous proposition, "if you are really anxious to get that fine 
property, I take it." 

" 1 mean to get it," Lewis replied quietly, "tor more reasons 
than one." 

" Very good. Then we are of a mind on one point at least, be- 
cause," she said with a determined frown, "/ mean not to let htm 
get it, if I can prevent it." 

" But," interposed Fargus, " what are your reasons ? 1 presume 
he believes he tias a good chance of success." 
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" My reasons," cried the giri, tapping her foot on the floor, " is 
that I have found out his little game — and not a bit too soon, either ; 
that I'm not going to be given the slip in this manner. I've been 
as good and faithful to him as any wife, and so I've told you before 
— and, sure enough, better than most wives I know who are left to 
themselves as I am, and so I've said, too, just now; but I say it 
again, for it's Gospel truth. I've never worried him about noth- 
ing, though I could on many a score, I've always put him first and 
foremost, and me in the background. I've given in to all his fan- 
cies, and what do you think those fancies were ? — I only found it 
out lately. Why, to m^ke me look as much as possible like that 
gir! of his— that Miss Woldham, down in the country. What do 
you think of that ? and what do you think his little plan now is? 
Why, simply to pension me off — pension me, who would have given 
him money if I had had it, earned it for higi, if he would have let 
me — pension me off, that he might go and play the squire on his 
land and marry her ; that's all. Now, so long," she went on, quiet- 
ing down again from the repressed excitement she had begun to 
display — " now, so long as he has only his college-money to live on, 
she won't look at him — that's my view ; nor would he marry her on . 
small means — ^I know my fine gentleman too well for that. And 
ladies, you know, ain't as easily satisfied as one like me ; and now 
you know my reason for wanting to keep him out of the property. 
I don't want none of these changes." 

Lewis had grown ciimson during her tirade— the mixing up of 
Maude's name in this vulgar business, the mention of " that girl of 
his " in connection with Charles, made him wince and shudder. 
He rose and paced the room uneasily, finding confirmation of his 
most grievous suspicions in every word that fell upon his ear, and 
for the first time dreading Charlie as a rival with horrible burning 
jealousy. 

" I won't let him go," she pursued doggedly, " that's one thing ; 
but I'll pay him out for hb tricks. Just fancy, making a dummy of 
me all this time. But, Lor, won't there be a jolly row when he finds 
the papers gone ! " 

" The papers ! What papers ? " cried Lewis, coming to a stand- 
still with a great start. 

" Why, them papers I have brought to you. Just hand me my 
bag there, please. Thank you." She tugged out of the reticule an 
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immense envelope, bulky with inclosures, and tied together with 
string, and placed it on the table. " Now listen to me," she went 
on, laying her open palm over the bundle. "It may happen to suit 
my game, but, still, it's a real good turn I've come to do you, and 
before I let you have them — which I think you ought to be jolly 
pleased to have — you must swear, honor bright, you know, never to 
let on how you came by them." 

" But stop a minute," interposed Lewis, in considerable agita- 
tion, "I don't know that I can in honor take advantage of this. 
How did you come by these documents, whatever they are ? " 

The girl arched her straight eyebrows and looked at him with 
an air that said, as plainly as words, what was in her mind. " Well, 
of all the soft ones ! " but aloud she ejaculated triumphantly : 

" What ! Not if they are actually addressed to you ? " holding 
up the bundle as she spoke, so that Lewis's amazed eyes could read 
on the envelope his own name in the clear, well-remembered hand- 
writing of his old guardian. 



CHAPTER XV. 

SUDD£K DEVELOPMENT OF BRAINS IN A DUMMY 

"My God' Uncle Robert's writing!" exclaimed Lewis in an 
anguish of surprise, fear and anticipation, and stretched forth his 
hand to seize the parcel. But the visitor seemingly enjoyed her 
hold upon the situation far too keenly to relinquish it so promptly. 
She whipped the papers behind her back with a giggle. 

' No. you don't my lad ; at least, not till I've had my say. Be- 
wdes, you want to know how I've come by them, first, don't you ? 
You've not got a very trustful disposition, I see. If I can't showyou 
I've come by them honestly, perhaps you'd rather not have them, 
though, if nicely cooked and dished up. I'll be bound they can be 
made to prove, as plain as Salisbury, that you've no more right to 
the estate — nor to the name of Kerr, for all that — than that gentle- 
man yonder." 

Quivering with exquisite impatience, Lewis turned to Fargus, 
and the latter, a strange smile on his lips, came forward, sat down, 
and addressed the g^rl with gentle authority. 
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" Do you know you are keeping my poor friend in cruel sus- 
pense ? Though I am perfectly certain that nothing you can have 
got hold of would ever prove what you suggest, you understand that 
those letters must be of great importance lo Mr. Kerr, more espe- 
cially as they are actually addressed to him. Will you not give 
them without further delay? " 

"Well, I won't tease him any more, then," answered she, with 
prompt good-humor. " It's hard on him, I must say, and he don' 
seem strong enough to bear it. But I'd like you to hear what I have 
to say, first, for all that I'd like to tell you, really, joking apart, 
how I came by them, for I don't care that you should think too bad 
of me when all is said and done. And if I don't have my say be 
fore you get hold of this," laying both hands on the parcel and look ' 
ing slyly at the men, " you'll be far too busy grubbing at what's i 
side to listen to me. Now, don't go on so, Mr. Kerr ; I won't 
long, and it's as well, as I'm sure your friend will agree with n 
that you should leam what that cousin of yours has been up 1 
May be, too, I'd like you to hear how clever I've been, and how I' 
circumvented him. But first of all again — honor bright, you woi 
split on me ? " 

"One instant, madam." said Faigus; "will you allow me to 
speak apart with my friend for half a minute ? " 

Receiving a cheerful and careless nod of acquiescence in an- 
swer, Faigus drew his son into the inner room. 

" You have confidence in me, have you not ? " he said to him 
earnestly. " Leave me the management of this. You do not seem 
to realize what an extraordinary piece of luck is this unexpected 
turn in your affairs — what a positive godsend ! Let the girl have 
her own way, for heaven's sake. The more she says, the more shall 
we leam of what otherwise might have remained sealed to us for- 
ever. She will prove an all-valuable ally." 

" It is all so strange, so irritating," muttered Lewis, and looked 
up full of doubt. " I hardly know if I am justified." 

" Can you not trust your honor in my hands, Lewis ? " 

The young man winced under the glanceof reproach that accom- 
panied these words ; a rapid recollection of all he already owed to 
his kind friend, all he knew of his honored past, rose up before him. 

"Forgive me," he said impulsively; "I put everything without 
reserve in yotu hands." 
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" 1 accept the charge," answered Fargus. 

And together they re-entered the room where Miss Hilda sat 
awaiting them. 

"We give you our wotd of honor, as gentlemen," said the Amer- 
ican, taking the lead, " that no one shall ever hear from us that you 
have been mixed up in this business. Does that satisfy you?" 

'■ It'll have to do, I suppose. I'll trust you, though I've small 
reason to believe in a gentleman's honor. Well, now, to begin 
with, my name's Wren — Hilda Wren— and for four years well-nigh, 
as I've told you, I've lived as Charles Hillyard's wife. The first time ■ 
I saw him, up the river, I thought he was so handsome that he 
looked like a prince, all in his white clothes, with the sun in his fair 
hair ; and when he spoke to me, I said to myself, ' That's the man 
forme,' I loved him then, and I've never changed. I love him 
still, for all his black falseness to me, and may be the day will come 
when he'll be glad of it. He said he could not marry me, because 
the old fools at the University had made a fool of a law against 
Dons marrying. Yes, I know it's no longer so now ; I found that 
out too, since, though he never told me. But never mind. He took 
a house for me in Vincent Square. Do you know the place ? It's 
genteel enough, and the landlady ain't a bad sort. Anyhow, I've 
made him a nice cosy home there ail these years, though it was dull 
to be so much alone. I'd have been glad to help him more, for he 
worked hard — yes, and I could have earned money easy ; there is 
not a swagger shop in London where they wouldn't pay high to 
have me about. But he wouldn't hear of it. I was to live like a 
lady, he said — slow work enough, I found it ; but I saw him every 
week, and that made up for everything. We'd go out a drive to- 
gether, go to the theatre, or have a day in the country ; and I was 
really happy, and never a suspicion came to me till a fortnight ago." 

She paused and bit her lip fiercely. 

" It was but a small thing put me on the scent," she pursued ; 
"but 1 set to work then and made it all out, and my eyes are well 
opened now, I promise you." 

Despite the men's eagerness for their garrulous visitor to have 
s^d her say, despite their suspense, with the unread bundle of paper 
and its possibly disastrous contents hanging, a sword of Damocles 
over their heads, they could not help feeling some sympathy with 
her, as, discarding the flightiness of demeanor that had marked 
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her entrance upon the scene, she proceeded with increased earnest- 
ness: 

" It was in the middle of August, then, Charlie had told me he 
was off a-yachting with a friend, so 1 hadn't seen him lor nearly a 
month. It wasn't true, either — he was at Gilham ; I found it out 
afterward with the rest of it. A lonely month for me ; no letters, 
not a bit of change as I'd always had : for up to this we used to go 
away somewhere at that lime, quite quiet, and the happiest bit of 
the whole year it was to me. But I wouldn't grumble, for I thought 
he was having a good holiday after his hard work. Well, as I'm 
telling you, it passed the middle of the month, and Charlie turned 
up unexpected. Wasn't I glad ! Oh, when 1 think oHl I could beat 
my head against the wall ! He looked ill, though, I thought, and 
worried like — downright worn out. It was beastly hot, and I didn't 
mind his being grumpy, with the joy of having him there ; and when, 
after tea, instead of talking, he went sound asleep on the sofa, 1 
didn't mind, either. I thought, ' He's real tired, poor fellow ! ' and 
went to put a pillow under his head. Well, as I came up I saw his 
pocket-book sticking out of his pocket, and a thought came over me 
I'd like to see if he'd got my photo safe where we'd put it together 
in a kind of secret place under the ivory slab. He was that deep 
asleep he never felt me touch it, and so 1 pulled it out." 

She halted and caught her breath with a sort of gasping 

"Ah! there it was, sure enough! I was pleased, I tell you; 
and then I had another happy thought— a real happy one, as you'll 
see. For something to do I'd had my photo taken while he was 
away ; it was an uncommon good one, so I said to myself it would 
be fun to put in one of the new ones instead of the old thing. So I 
creep to my desk to get it, and I pull out the old photo from un- 
der the slab. Guess what I found ! Another photo underneath. 
At first I thought it was one of myself, 'pon my word I did, for I 
never saw anything so like ; but of course I couldn't be such a fool 
for long. Well, the next thing I thought was, that he kept it there 
just because it Tvas so like me. Silly thing to think, wasn't it ? 
But, you see, I couldn't make it out ; 1 thought he was still as fond 
of me as I of him. So I pulled it out ; on the back of it was writ- 
ten : 'To darling Susie from Maud Woldham, September 14, 1876,' 
and the photographer was some man in York. Well, worse luck, at 
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that minute he stirred in his sleep, just as I was going to have a 
look at the papers that were in the case. So 1 stuff eveiything back 
in double-quick time, and lay the case on the ground beside him, to 
look just as if it had fallen out of his pocket, and then I went back 
to the window to think. I didn't want him to know I suspected 
anything— he can be real nasty sometimes; besides, if he thought 1 
was up to watching him, he'd be as close as wax, and he's so clever, 
I'd never have a chance against him. So 1 soon settled in my own 
mind I'd not let on. Now, I'm not stupid, and I can put two and 
two ti^elher if I'm once set going, and there were, besides the fact 
of the photo of that other girl itself, three or four queer things about 
it. First of all, the photo was given to his mother— I knew her 
name was Susie ; then, it was taken in York, and Gilham, where 
his mother lived, is near there ; so I said to myself, ' It's dear the 
girl comes from that part of the world too ; ' then the date was be- 
fore he even met me, and the queerest of all was that the girl's hair 
was done just the same way as he made me do mine when he knew 
nie first. That last set me thinking worse than anything. Well, 
after a bit he wakes up, and when he finds the book on the floor he 
gives a sharp glance at me; but I was smiling at him quite cheerful 
and cool, so he puts it in his pocket without a word. ' Now hsten, 
my girl,' says he by-and-by ; 'go and put on your bonnet and we'll 
have some dinner. I've been debating in my own mind whether I'd 
start on a journey to-night or whether I'd go in three days ; but the 
business is important, and I've made up my mind,' said he, 'it's 
better to go to-night." ' Where are you going ? ' I asked him, and 
my heart misgave me cruel. ' I'm going to Southampton," he said, 
scowling at me, ' if you must know ; and from there to the South of 

" To Spain I '" interrupted both men with a simultaneous cry of 
angry amazement ; then Lewis looked across to Fai^s with a bitter 
smile, and said : 

" He is determined to leave no stone unturned." 

Miss Wren caught up the remark and pointed it with character- 
istic directness : 

" No, that he won"t ! "" she cried, nodding her head ; " catch a 
weasel asleep ! Your mother was Spanish, wasn't she ? " 

"Yes," answered Lewis, reddening again with indignation. 

"Tbat"s it. He's gone to rake up something about her over 
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there. Now, don't take on like that. Lor" bless you, I don't be- 
lieve it ! When a fellow is capable of going on like Charlie has 
done with me, who cares about what he may try to do — so long as 
he do^n't succeed? Still, it's uncommon lucky for you I had my 
little finger in his pic. Now I'll carry on with my story; you're be- 
ginning to find it more interesting than you thought you would — 
now, ain't you ? Well, I begged him hard to take me along with , 
him to Spain, partly, to be true with you, to see the face he'd make, 
for I didn't believe a word about his going there ; you know, I 
thought he was off again to Giiham, may be. Of course he said he 
couldn't. Then I asked him what he was going for, and he said ; 
' Business, business, business ; money matters, child. ^ relation of 
mine's dead, and if I find out what I want to find out there, I ought 
to have his money, and that'll make me a little more independent for 
my — for «<r bread and butter.' I looked at him and noticed he was 
in mourning, and I began to think he might be telling the truth, 
and that p'raps I was a goose, after all. And my heart felt easier 
instead of hke a lump of lead, and then he told me again, ' Go and 
get your bonnet on — we have just three hours left together.' pulling 
out his watch. But as he said that I thought it was a queer kind of 
smile he gave, and all my doubts of him came back. So when I 
came downstairs dressed to go out I listened outside the door, and 
peeped through the keyhole, before going in, and I could just see 
him as busy as possible stuffing letters and papers into his dispatch- 
box. And when 1 turned the handle and came in upon him he 
gave a start and shut up everything 'quickly and locked the box. 
'Now, Hilda,' be said, 'you see this box. It contains papers regard- 
ing that inheritance I spoke of ; they are very important to me, and 
you must go and leave it at my solicitor's to-morrow morning. 
I am going to write a letter for you to take to him too — ^you see, 
I'm trusting you not to forget. I meant to leave it myself, but it 
was after hours when I arrived ; if 1 wait till to-morrow I'll miss 
my boat. So don't you forget.' 'Oh, I'll do it," says I, 'never , 
fear.' Then he wrote the letter for me, and then we went out tor 
our dinner. He was very nice with me, yet lots of things trotted all 
the time in my head. Well, during dinner he pulled out his pocket- 
book to get a banknote or something, and laid it on the table, and 
I took it up careless-like to look at it, and made believe to find out 
if he'd got my picture still, and pulled it about as if to set it 
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straight. The other photo was gone. 1 knew thea for sure there 
were something behind it," 

Here the narrator paused abruptly. Faigus, looking kindly at 
her, thought her face seemed drawn and pale. 

■' You are tired," said he ; " you had better rest a little." 
"I've not told you the half of it yet," she answered doggedly. 
" No. I'm not tired, but you don't fancy these have been pleasant 
times for me, do you? Not that a woman who has loved and 
trusted a man with her whole heart and all she has for years can 
find out he is a villain and feel none the worse for it ! Mind 
you," sharply, " I wouldn't let you or any one else say the same of 
him— for t love him ; if t didn't 1 wouldn't be here. He'll always 
be the one man for me, and that's why I mean to keep him. But it's 
been cruel hard to me. all the same. You haven't heard the worst 
yet, nor how I found him out. It was this way : The thought of 
that girl's photograph, and the box, and the hurry he had been in 
to shove in the papers and the photo while I was out of the room, 
didn't let me sleep a wink that night, after he was gone— it was to 
Southampton, after all, for 1 went to the station with him and saw 
his ticket — and all the next day 1 couldn't eat, or read, or walk, or 
work, or think of anything but that blessed bos. I didn't bring it 
to the lawyer's, either, but sat down and stared at it from morn- 
ing till night, wondering what was inside along with that photo. 
And next day it was just as bad, and I could stand it no longer. I 
fetched all my keys and tried them one after the other. But trust 
Charlie for hanng a good lock on his secrets ! Not one would lit ; 
then I thought I must find out, come what might, 'and serve you 
right for your closeness, my boy,' thought 1. So I go down to the 
landlady, who's a shrewd kind of body, and I say, over a cup of 
tea, in a careless sort of way : ' There's a confounded dressing-case 
of mine,' says 1, 'upstairs as has got locked with a snap, and the 
key inside, and I've tried every key in the place, but it won't do, 
for it's a Chubb lock. 1 believe 111 have to break it open.' 'No, 
don't you do that, Mrs. Hillyard,' says she; 'take it over to the 
shop and they'll open it for you in no time. We did that with one 
of our Tantalus spirit-cases, and we got a new key and no trouble 
at all.' 'Give me the address,' said I, 'and maybe I'll go.' I could 
have kissed her for it. but of course I took it quite coolly, and never 
pretended it was anything of importance. . But as soon as I could 
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1 made off upstairs and on with my hat and things and off in a 
hansom with the box on my knees. Well, to cut it short, I was 
that grand and airy at Chubb 's place that the smart young man 
never dreamed of suspecting my story, but opened the box and 
measured the lock for a new key in double-quick time — for of course 
1 had to order a new one for appearances' sake, you know, though 
the lock does shut of itself. Well, then, back I got into my hansom, 
and I couldn't keep my fingers out of the box, but rummaged in it 
all the way home. One thing I made out before we got to Vincent 
Square — the girl's photo was not in it, after all ; he had taken it 
with him, and that was a bad sign. 

" As soon as I got in you may be sure I turned out all the papers 
on my dressing-table and sat down, without even taking off my hat. 
There was a big envelope tied up with your name on the top, Mr. 
Kerr — that's this one you see^-and lots of letters about business 
that looked dull enough, and that was all. Nothing about the girL 
I began to think 1 was sold ; I turned over every nook and comer — 
nothing. I couldn't make it out. Then I took up this here en- 
velope: 'Lewis Kerr, Esq.,' says I to myself. 'Now, where the 
dickens have I heard that name, and what the dickens has he got 
to do in Charlie's dispatch-box ? ' And then I remembered sud- 
denly that you were that cousin chap of his he used to be such 
chums with. I often used to wish you to Jericho, when you kept 
him away from me. That was in the first year I knew him, you 
know, but I've a good memory. Now, as far as I could see, there 
was nothing particular in these stupid lawyer's letters, so the papers 
he spoke of as so desperate important must be in that packet, and 
yet it was addressed to another man—that seemed queer. So I got 
curious about it and untied the string. The envelope had never 
been gummed up, and there were a tot of letters and things inside, 
I needn't tell you what I found ; you'll see it for yourself. I couldn't 
understand a bit what there was so precious important about them, 
nor don't now either, if it comes to that; but one never knows what 
a clever man tike Charlie can make of things. It didn't seem a bit 
interesting to me anyhow, though I read everything twice over. 
What could it matter to Charlie about your father and your mother.' 
The letter to you at the top — I confess I read it also — said itself that 
the papers were of no importance, and you had better bum them. 
So it was all queerer and queerer he should be that ankious about 
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them. So then I thought I'd try again and read the business letters, 
and may be they'd tell me something. Well, 1 read them, and they 
did tell me something — lots, I promise you. The first thing I found 
out was that Charlie, if all went right, might come into a grand 
fortune. So it tiias true what he said. ' Hurrah," says I, ' now he 
can marry me.' Simple of me, wasn't it? But then I wondered 
why he told me so little about it, why he hadn't wanted me to know. 
• Hilda, my girl," said I, ' you're not at the bottom of it yet ; read 
on, before you make a fool of yourself.' Well, the next thing as be- 
came clear to me was that it was your fortune he was after. ' Aha ! ' 
said I, ' That's how he comes to have the letters addressed to you. 
Isn't he a sharp one to have got hold of them ? ' And yet somehow 
I felt uneasy about that, too, as if things weren't quite on the 
square. ' If he can play hanky-panky with his chum,' thinks I, ' it 
may also be a bad look-out for me.' After that I opened the last 
lawyer's letter— they were all arranged very neat, according to date. 
Wait a bit ; I've got it in my pocket. It was such a nice letter, 
don't you see, I like to carry it about with me and read it over again 
when I feel a bit low like. I'll read it to you now, if one of you 
will give us some light," 

Lewis rose mechanically to obey. In a few minutes the dark- 
ness which had closed on the strange scene was dissipated, and Miss 
Wren, who had been impatiently tapping her foot on the floor dur- 
ing this delay, spread out a crumpled letter on the table under the 
light, and once more raised hervoice with crudely sarcastic emphasis: 

" ' Dear Sib ; We think that it would be better if you would 
let us have the safe custody of the documents, as on them depends 
everything. We quite agree that it is advisable you should investi- 
gate yourself the registers of birth and baptism in Seville. Although 
we may look upon the proofs already in your hands as practically 
ifficient if utilized to their full powers, the matter would of course 
; settled beyond the possibility of dispute, should the date of the 
aimant's birth be found not to tally with the requirements of his 

" ' With reference to the young woman in question, we certainly 
>ine, having had some experience in cases of that kind, that, con- 
dering the very handsome compensation you would, in case of 
iccess, be willing to offer her. you need anticipate little trouble, 
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Meanwhile, we quite ^rree with you that the sooner an understand- 
ing is come to tlie better, and we shall be happy to undertake the 
necessary negotiations should you feel sufGciently confident of suc- 
cess to venture on the expense.' 

■' That is ail — and enough too, you'd think ; but though my 
head went round and round as I read it, I said to myself : ' Oh, 
that's about that girl, of course.' Yes. you may well look at each 
other : it's queer, isn't it ? to think of me being such an innocent ! 
' That's all right,' I says ; ' it's that girl.' Well, I put up the papers 
and closed the box and took off my things and went about the room 
singing quite cheerfully, and all the time I kept saying : ' It's that 
other girl he wants to get rid of, 'cause she'd come hanging round 
him if she heard of his riches.' And then all at once I knew I 
was lying to myself, and a sort of devil came into me. ' I must find 
out for certain,' I thought, ' or I shall die ' ; and I made up my mind 
to open the letter he had given to me to take with the box to the so- 
licitor's, and see if that would tell me more, may be. So I light my 
spirit-lamp and boil my kettle and hold the letter over the steam 
and open it as easy as anything, and after I'd opened it I stood star- 
ing at it, and. Lord bless me ! I was afraid to read it." 

In the flickering light of the candles the two men looked pity- 
ingly at the speaker, who, seized with a sudden trembling, had seem- 
ingly been brought to a standstill to wrestle with it. After a little 
while, having regained the mastery, she resumed with a dry laugh : 

"I know that letter o£f by heart. It's short, and I have studied 
it well. It went this way : 

" ' Dear Sir : I was not able to leave the documents vrith you, 
of which you have the copy, this afternoon. I steam to-morrow 
morning for Gibraltar, but my dispatch bon, containing, amon;^ 
other things, the papers in question, will be left at your office im- , 
mediately. And, by-the-by, in default of a better messenger in my 
hurry, it will be brought to you by the young woman I spoke to you 
about. It may, however, be as well that you should see her. In 
great haste, yours 1 ' and so on. 

" I'm not one of the crying sort, but when I'd read that I seemed 
to go mad like. I roared, I rolled on the ground, I could have 
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kilted myself, only that it would have made things too easy for him. 
Well, you don't want to hear all about that, I suppose. 1 came to 
my senses again after a hit. Then I read everything over ^ain, 
and I thought over everything, and I discovered everything. That 
Woldham g:irl was a grand young lady. I should have thought of 
that before, for wasn't she his mother's friend? And when he 
found he couldn't have her, or she couldn't have him, or something, 
he finds me, and I'm so like her, he takes me instead. Do you 
understand ? " almost screaming as she spoke, and beating the table 
with her hands. " That's why he made me do my hair so, and dress 
so particular — now like this, now like that : and he never went 
yachting at all, for all those letters were addressed to Gilham, and 
there he was, seeing her ^ain, no doubt, and making up to her. 
And then, when he finds he can do a friend out of a fortune, and 
step into riches and grandeur, he'll cast me off, d'you see ? — cast off 
the \vretched dummy, and get the real one I But that's where he's 
wrong— that's where he's made a mistake— for I've sworn 111 keep 
him, and I vrill ! " 

Panting, she flung herself out of her chair, and walked the room 

up and down a few times in a fierce manner, clinching her hands as 

she went, and pausing once at the window to press her forehead 

against ttie darkening panes, as if to look forth into the night, while 

the friends heard, with some consternation, the sound of a sup- 

ied sob. But when she returned, and stood again within the 

: of light, she was dry-eyed, and the munificence of her beauty, 

all its startling associations, struck them with fresh force. 

Did you ever see that Woldham girl in a dress like this?" 

isked sharply, " or a hat like this?" seizing the black-plumed 

gear that lay on the sofa, and planting it roughly on her head. 

me, answer, can't you ? instead of staring like a couple of gan- 

I have only seen Miss Woldham once this very long time — for 
: years or more— and that only for a short while." answered 
is slowly. 

Lnd with the remembrance of that hour rose Maude's image as 
ad last seen her, seemingly repeated in the flesh before him. 
so had she stood, draped in soft shimmering gray, with even 
another broad-brimmed straw on her brown head, and softly 
ping feather. Just so had she stood, but not with that glare in 
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her eyes, that anger on her lip ; it was horrible to see Maude's 
face so distorted. The room seemed to go round and round with 
his giddy head ; sighing, he leaned forward, and rested his face on 
his hands. 

But Fargus was more willing to humor the girl in her request — 
the reason for which was so extraordinary, yet so pathetic. He 
shifted the candles on the table, to examine her by a better light, 
and exclaimed in tones of surprised conviction : 

" I do remember. As a rule, I do not notice such matters much : 
but, now that you ask, I have seen Miss Woldham dressed just like 
you at Woldham. I remember the hat especially; 1 used to think 
it looked as if it had come out of an old picture." 

" There '. I knew it," cried Hilda Wren, stamping her foot. 
"Now what do you think of that for sly? All along he's made me 
dress like her. I'm a dummy, I tell you — a blessed dummy ! But 
I'll make him smart for this. Would you believe it," she went on, 
resuming her pacing about the room, " that he always pretendefl to 
care so much about fashion ? I was to wear this, that, something 
else. I didn't mind, because one wants to look nice, and I never 
thought of anything except: 'Isn't Charlie proud of me!' Oh, 
what a blasted idiot I have been ! " She pulled her hat from her 
head, and clutched it savagely with both hands. " I'd have torn 
the cursed things to bits," she continued, and dashed it on the floor. 
"I'd have torn the rags off my back, walked naked, rather than 
have done it, if I'd known," 

She paused, and suddenly her tragic airs fell from her. 

" I'm making a fool of myself before you," she said, in an altered 
voice, and, picking up her hat. began to smooth a feather here and 
there ; then, laying it on one side again ; " But it was a good idea 
to put on those clothes he made me get last, and let you see me in 
them, wasn't it ? Now 111 back to my chair and my story ; it's 
nearly done. Mr. Kerr seems bad rather ; head aching, eh ? Cheer 
up ; I shan't be long finishing. Well, then, after I'd come to the 
bottom of ever^'thing, I made up my mind to play a big game to 
prevent Charlie dropping me, ' I may whistle for him, if he gets the 
fortune,' 1 says to myself; *so I'm determined he shan't, and if he 
finds out that I've tricked him out of it, nothing worse can happen 
to me, after all, but his leaving me, and who knows, if he can't have 
her, but he'll come back to me sooner or later?' Anyway, there 
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was a chance that way, and none the other, and it was better than 
being packed off with a pension. And if the worst came to the 
worst, and he was bent on dropping me, I'd have put a good spoke 
in his wheel, anyhow. So I thought it well over for days, and how 
I'd bring you the papers. My first idea was to bum them and have 
done with the job ; but when I'd reflected properly, I thought you 
might as well know the good turn 1 was doing you^tnoreover, the 
papers was yours by rights — and then I wanted to find out quite 
clear about that Woldham girl. So I looked your address out, and, 
you see, here we are. Of course, I had to go to the lawyers first, 
with the empty box — joke, wasn't it ? Though I can't say 1 was 
much in the laughing mood, it did tickle me, all the same, to think 
how nicely I could do all these clever people, after all — and ' May 
be that old buffer, that was so free with his good advice about get- 
ting rid of troublesome young women — may be,' I says to myself, 
'111 worm something out of him, too.' Well, ifter a week, I'd 
everything as clear as possible in ray head, and I began to think it 
was about time to settle my fine young man's business for him, 
when I got a letter from foreign parts, to spur me up a bit. It was 
as cold and stiff as you please— only sapng he hoped I'd done his 
commission, and that he couldn't tell when he would be back — may 
be, not for eversolong. Now. that letter told me something else, for 
all that — he wasn't pleased with the way things were goingover there, 
whatever it was, and that had put him in a vile temper. I knew 
by the very crossing of his t's that he was fit to be tied when he 
wrote ; then I guessed that he was safe to be coming home almost 
immediately, and only wanted to blind me, because he did not mean 
*■" — ■"- here ; and last, it was plain that he was beginning already 
ng-oft business. My blood was up. and without any more 
nched the matter. I took out the packet of papers that 
fortune to Charlie, a slap in the face for you, and the sack 
ind put them carefully in my hand-bag, locked the box, and 
lie key in the back-garden. Then I got a flat-iron from 
inders, and smoothed and fastened up the letter I was to 
the lawyer, so thai you'd never have knovra it had been 
I puts on my hat and make myself nice and smart, and 
1 in a hansom, with my box on my knee and my b^ safe 
rist. Well, I get there in time. The office is in a queer 
:t yard off Cannon Street — everything as prim and proper 
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and stiff as can be. with a whipper-snapper of a clerk staring at me, 
with a pen behind his ear, as ifl'd twenty heads. 

"'Mr, Hodgson in, young manp'says I, very grand. 'I'll see, 
madam,' says he ; ' what business, may I ask ? ' ' Say it's Mrs. 
Hillyard, please,' says I, as cool as a cucumber, ■ and give him this,' 
and handed him the letter. Presently he comes back again, and 
says Mr. Hodgson would see me. ' I thought he would,' says I, 
and up-stairs I went, him carrying the box for me. There was a 
little old gent sitting at a desk, who got up as I came in, and looked 
at me hard : he was as like a weasel as ever 1 see, with cold, nasty 
little eyes. ' Sit down, madam,' says he. ' Is that the box ? put it 
down, William, and leave us. Well, madam, so you've brought 
this from Mr, Hillyard. I see,' he says, looking at the letter — ' I sec 
this letter's dated a week back.' ' Couldn't come sooner,' said I, 
smiling at him. At which he frowned, but didn't seem to have a 
word to say. I rather think he expected a very different sort of per- 
son." with a conscious up-drawing of her exquisite figure. "Any- 
how, I went on, cheerful like ; ' He gave it to me,' I said (talking of 
the box, you know), ' the day he went off abroad, but I didn't know 
it was so desperate pressing till I got a letter from him this morn- 
ing, saying he hoped to goodness I'd done his commission. He 
wrote from a place called Se villa— that's in Spain, isn't it?' 'It is,' 
says he, and looks at me as if for all his sharp old eyes he couldn't 
make me out. And I thought, ' If I want him to speak up, 111 
have to improve on facts a bit.' So on I went again: 'It seems 
I'm to call on you for something concerning myself besides — I'm 
sure I don't know why.' quite innocent, you know. At that he was 
really taken in, and as he was humming and hawing as if he'd some- 
thing to say and didn't quite know how to set about it, I thought 
I'd give him a wink to encourage him. That seemed to touch him 
up, ' Have you that letter here ? I'd like to see it,' he asks, as dry 
as can be. 'No, I haven't," says I very bold, 'and if I had, you 
shouldn't see it. I don't mind telling you, however,' I went on, 
' that Charlie seemed uncommon jolly over his business there — 
whatever it is he don't tell me — and he says great things is com- 
ing, or something or other like that." You see, I knew I'd have to 
tell a lie or two, and thought they might as well be good ones when 
I went about it." 

The girl's mimicry was marvelous. She bent and shrunk her 
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broad shoulders and blinked her superb eyes, and assumed prim, 
sedaie intonations as she repealed ihe lawyer's remarks; while, 
when in her natural full-toned voice she narrated her own rejoin- 
ders, now an expression of indescribable Impudence came over her 
handsome countenance, now, demurely dropping her full eyelids, a 
most amusing air of simplicity. The whole scene rose up before 
the two men in what was becoming, in spite of the seriousness of 
the questions at issue, a more and more humorous Lght, as they 
listened to her candid recital. They could see it al! : the girl, with 
her glib tongue and self-confidence, stnmg in her hidden purpose, 
acting her part with clever consistency ; the old lawyer, with his 
restless eye and droning voice, so completely and unconsciously her 
dupe. As Miss Wren noticed the impression she was producing, it 
evidently did not displease her, for a furtive smile crept on the red 
lips, and she ceased to speak, for a moment, to suney her audience 
o>mplacently. 

" You'd have laughed a bit, I dare say." she proceeded, " if you'd 
been there, especially if you'd known what 1 was up to. So then I 
went on : ' 1 haven't come here to be snapped at with cross-ques- 
tions,' says I, 'and it's a pily for me to waste this lovely afternoon 
in this stuffy little hole of yours. I've done the job as Chariie told 
me. If you've nothing to say. it don't matter; I thought you had, 
that's all. I suppose I shall hear all about it, whatever it is, when 
be comes back.' With that I jumped up and made believe to go, 
and that seemed to decide him. ' Walt a bit, w^t a bit, please, 
tnadam,' says he, waving his hand — so. ' I have something to say ; 
it is important, and rather of a delicate nature, so I must beg you to 
be so kind as to listen to tne quietly. When I have done, you will 
no doubt see it is all greatly to your advantage, on the whole.' 
' Mow for Charlie's handsome compensation,' thinks 1, and I nodded 
to him to go on, drawing patterns on the floor with my parasol in an 
innocent kind of way. ' The case is this,' says the old man, cough- 
ing. ' Mr. Hillyard has explained to me the nature of his relations 
with you. Of course, you know they are such as can not last for- 
ever.' ' No, I don't,' said I, and I dug hard into the carpet with the 
point of my parasol. I'd have given something to be able to lay it 
about his head. ' Weil, you should know it, madam,' he says, get- 
ting riled-like ; ' you can not be so ignorant as not to be aware that 
Mr. Hillyard's connection with you is not what his family or friends 
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would approve of,' ' You mean,' said I ' that I'm only kept, I sup- 
pose ? I'll have you know,' I said, ' that Mr. Hillyard would have 
married me years ago, only he'd lose what he calls his fellowship if 
he did. and that's worth a pot of money to him.' ' My dear young 
lady,' says the old devil, with a twinkle in his nasty old eye that 
drove me nearly wild inside — ' my dear young lady,' he says, ' I 
grieve to tell you so — but it would be false kindness to allow you to 
mistake your position, if mistake you do — but it's more than k year 
since that regulation's been done away with.' I couldn't speak, for 
that came hard on me, I own, and he went on in his rasping voice, 
so that I could have screamed at him, only it wouldn't have done, of 
course. ' Without any further beating about the bush. Miss Wren, 
I must inform you that Mr. Hillyard's life is about to change. He 
has come, or is about to come, into some landed property. He will 
have to reside in the country and undertake the duties of his new 
position.' Of course, I knew right well what he meant, but I 
wouldn't let on. ' Well,' 1 said, ' I don't quite see what that's to do 
with me: I don't mind— I was brought up in the country myself.' 
' This is wasting my valiiable time, Miss Wren,' said he. I saw he 
was tired of it, and meant to finish up ; so was 1 too, sick and tired 
to death. ' Mr. Hillyard,' says he, has evidently been some time in 
coming to his resolution, but now he has made up his mind, and he 
has charged me to let you know it, in order that there might not be 
too much sentiment mixed up with things that should, when the 
time comes, be treated practically.' I kept up my part well. ' So 
he has made up his mind to drop me, has he ? ' I said quite calm. 
' Supptose. now. I mean to stick to him.' " 

Here the speaker came to a standstill, as if the narrative had 
lost its zest for her; she hesitated, made one or tvro false starts, 
and finally took up the thread of her discourse again in a hurried 
way, from which all mimicry and humorous appreciation had disap- 

" Well, then the old man told me I'd be a fool for my pains, for 
I'd lose the compensation Charlie was ready to give me, and he 
jawed a lot about the impossibility of my being able to bring in a 
breach of promise (as if I would trj- such a thing !) after living with 
him four years. Besides, Charlie never promised anything; but 
that doesn't matter. Well, after a good deal of talk, he tells me 
the compensation Charlie '11 give me is three hundred a year, as 
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long as I never come near him, or write, or try to see him ; and he'd 
have to sign an agreement, and so should I, and that would be the 
end of it all. Don't you see? However, I took in the oldweasel to 
the end, pretended to be surprised and rather pleased than other- 
wise, and I left him, saying I'd think over it all. And he stood look- 
ing after me. grinning and rubbing his hands, and thinking himself 
so jolly clever. And me going off with the papers in the b^ on 
my arm ! I tell you, it was my turn to grin, by myself, when I came 

She laughed again now very emphatically. 

" Don't you think 1 am a fool," she inquired, "not to take that 
compensation ? Do you know, that lawyer fellow said I could 
make a real good marriage with such a fortune ? " 

She sprang from her chair and flung the papers across the table 
to Fargus, who caught them between his hands. 

"Now you can have them," she cried; "I've done with the 
things. And I'll make off with myself, too, for it's getting late." 

Brave as she was, her voice broke a tittle. 

" Don't look at me like that ! " turning on Fargus with sudden 
passion ; " don't pity me— I can't bear it." But before he could 
answer she had recovered herself. " Not a looking-glass m the 
place, of course." she observed coolly enough, planting her hat on 
her head. " Isn't ii just like a man's room ? Well, good-by, Mr. 
Kerr; I'm real sorry to see you look so ill. Now you know what I 
was after, perhaps you'll foigive me for disturbing you in this way. 
And good-by, Mr. What's-your-name. I believe you have the brains 
of both of you under your hair, for I am blessed if that youi^ friend 
of yours seems to know if he's standing on his head or his heels. Per. 
haps you won't mind dropping me a line some time to say how the 
whole affair goes off. and what Charlie's up to. It's ten to one I 
don't see him for a long time, or, if he comes back to me at all, he'll 
be fit to murder me." 

" I shall certainly write if you wish," answered Fargus, shaking 
her warmly by the hand ; " but where to ? " 

" Not to Vincent Square, I guess, lest Charlie catch hold of it. 
Send your letter to the Keppel Head, Vauihall Bridge Road, care 
of Miss Polly Evans. Can you put that down on your memory 
tablets, or shall I vmte it for you ? She's an old pal of mine— used 
to help me in the bar at home, you know. Now, I've your word 
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youll never let on to Charlie ? Of course, sooner or Utter, he must 
find out it was I who took these things 1 but I'd as lief he never 
knew of this visit of mine to you." 

" He never shall know from us. You have, I believe, laid my 
friend under very great obligations, Miss Wren, May I hope you 
will allow me to try and repay ii for him some time ? If ever I can 
be of use to you in any way, do not hesitate to write. Stay ; I will 
in my turn give you my address in the country. Mr. Kerr," he add- 
ed with a smile, after penciling his direction " is rather too young 
to be able to befriend you. But an old man like me has his privi- 
leges." 

She took the proffered card, and gave the speaker a grateful 

" I believe you're real kind," she said, " and I trust you a long 
way, for all I've only known yoii a couple of hours. You have a 
true friend there, Mr. Kerr, and you're in luck. Good-by E^ain, 
No, don't trouble to come down; I'd rather you didn't. Ill get a 
cab for myself." 

The door closed after her, and presently the tap of her heels 
down the wooden stairs faded into the distance. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

"LITERA SCRIPTA MANET.' 

For a few seconds the father and son stood facing each other, 
too full of thoughts for speech, and then Faigus broke the silence. 

"This is a strange turn in our affairs," he said, "but happily 
one which will wonderfully simplify matters." 

Lewis sat down wearily, and put his hand to hJs head with an 
unconscious gesture of bewilderment and pain. 

" The whole business is sickening," he cried petulantly ; " and I 
seem to myself no better than Chariie, to think of profiting by this 
woman's prying unscrupulousness. We should have told her that 
we declined to have anjlhing to say (o such underhand ways. Ah, 
Colonel Fai^s, I fear your interest in me and your goodness have 
led you to countenance this thing against your better judgment." 
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Fargus, holding the papers in his hand, looked at the young 
man with a troubled eye. Was that sensitive honor of his boy. 
which he had been so proud of, to be now another obstacle to over- 
come ? What difficulties lay on every side — how hard to set right 
the wrong unwittingly done so long ago ! 

" Lewis, this is overstrained." he replied at length, with an eflort. 
" Are not these papers addressed to you ? Are they not yours by 
right?" 

"Qve them to me, then," said the other, dtavring his chair 
to the table; "I may as well Itnow the worst at once. I am 
ungracious," he added, with an attempt at a smile ; ' I make a 
poor return to you for all you have done to me. 1 hope you will 
pardon me." 

" You are weak and ill," s^d the father with some emotion, 
"and sorely tried, or 1 confess your want of confidence would be 
wounding. Come, my boy, you have put this matter in my hands ; 
and, indeed, you are not fit for any mental exertion lo-night. Leave 
the perusal of these documents to me. Must 1 again insist that 
your honor is safe with me ? " 

Lewis rested his throbbing forehead on his hand : 

" Let me see my uncle's letter, at any rale," he said doggedly. 

" You could not read it," insisted the father. " I can see by 
your manner that you are almost blind again with headache. This 
has been a heavy day for a convalescent ; come, let me read it to 
you. After that we can better advise. 

In compliance with a nod of assent from his companion, Fargus, 
full of misgivings, and rebelling sorely against the harsh circum- 
stances that forced him again to convey these messages of evil to his 
son, pulled the letter out of its envelope. " What if the elder Hill- 
yard," he thought anxiously, "were to bring the same indictment as 
the younger ? " But it was impossible further to combat Lewis's 
feverish determination, and he began to read aloud in a voice that 
grew firmer as he proceeded. The letter was dated a couple of 
years back, and ran thus : 

" ' My Dear Lewis : It is nearly two years since you passed 
out of my tutelage ; but, knowing that it was your wish, and espe- 
cially that of my wife, I have continued to look after your interests in 
general. The hour is now drawii^ very nigh, however, when I shall 
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have to resign all earthly charges. My doctor here, as well as the 
specialist 1 have consulted in London, both admit that my time is 
likely to be limited, and when this is received by you the great 
change will have taken place for me. 

" ' Business matters, however, are not what 1 have now to write 
about ; you will find, I trust, that all your worldly affairs are weH 
eared for and managed by Perkins. 

■' • After accepting the medical men's verdict, I set to work and 
put all my papers into final order, and in so doing I came across a 
bundle of papers, some of which concern you directly. These are 
the letters and other documents which some twenty-four years ago, 
before you were bom, I considered it my duty to gather and to re- 
tain (for my own safeguard and justification) when, on your father's 
death, at my wile's request, I undertook to assist his helpless widow 
in her trouble, and began those relations by correspondence with 
your grandfather, Don Atanasio de Ayala. which ultimately led to 
my undertaking the duties of guardian to you. 

" ' They consist of Geotge Kerr's last letter to his wife ; your 
mother's letter to my wife, asking for her help ; two letters from an 
hoteI-keep>er at Portsmouth — one anticipating, and the other an- 
nouncing, your father's death by drowning ; newspaper reports of 
the accident ; a letter from William Kerr in answer to one of mine, 
refusing to have anything to do with your mother. 

" ' I have thought of destroying these papers, which relate to affairs 
now very ancient and undoubtedly panful. But I was restrained 
by scruples of conscience. Rightfully they are yours : and on due 
consideration I do not feel justified in not handing them to you to 
dispose of as you think fit. It was from a desire to spare you use- 
less pain that I have not done so sooner ; and now my purpose in 
writing is to advise you strongly (and hitherto you have always fol- 
lowed roy advice to your benefit) to bum this bundle unread. No 
good can come of raking up old family misunderstandings, the last 
effect of which has been visible in Mr. Ken's persistently hostile 
attitude toward you. You will do wisely in leaving the past undis- 

" ' I would fain have been able to give these to you myself, and 
to have spoken what I now write. I can not even send you this, 
as 1 hear with satisfaction that you have been allowed to volunteer 
for active service in Afghanistan. You will receive the packet 
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therefore when you return to Engiand, as I sincerely hope, safe and 
sound. Let me say, as a last word, one which I know will please 
you, that ever since your grandfather on hb death asked me to take 
an interest in you, till this moment, I have watched your career 
with no feelings but those of satisfaction ; and I feel sure that the 
rest of your journey through this life will be marked by the same 
sense of duty and moral refinement i have observed in you. In this 
hope I must say, what is beyond doubt, a last adieu to you. 

" ' Yours affectionately, Robert Hilly ard.' 

"And now, my dear boy." said Faigus, looking his son full in 
the eyes, and throwing into his gaze and voice all the intensity of his 
desire, " you hear what this message from the grave tells you. Will 
you bum at once, or at any rate trust me to examine, these relics so 
unfortunately preserved, so dishonestly misappropriated? And if, on 
examination, I agree with your guardian, will you let me fulfill his 
wishes ? The mantle of guardianship has informally fallen on my 
shoulders. You look cruelly tired, my poor boy 1 Come, let us settle 
this business now and forever." 

Lewis returned Fai^s's gaze with a sort of dazed fascination, 
and then slowly extended his hand as if in token of acquiescence 
For such, at least, did the father take the action ; without delay he 
withdrew into the other room, and, lighting a candle, perused the 
papers hurriedly. Every word of that farewell letter to Carmen was 
branded in his mind, but now. as his eyes ran over the material lines, 
in the new light cast by recent events, the plausible constructions 
which might have been put upon every bitter sentence seemed to 
flash out portentously. Then there was Carmen's anguished appeal 
— poor foolish woman !— heedless of self-accusation in the midst of 
her ungovemed grief. 

Crumpling the sheets in his hand, as though to crush and strangle 
their wretched, lying implications, he turned to the brief lines in 
which William Kerr repudiated his brother's widow, and his face 
burned with indignation at the brutality of their barely-veiled inanu- 
ations. What sudden and blessed working of fate was this, thought 
he, which, having brought back from the grave, so to speak, by an 
extraordinary malice, this damning circumstantial evidence, now 
placed it within the grasp of the man who had been the unwitting 
pronator of all the mischief? 
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These papers, with the Portsmouth landlord's letters and the 
nevrapaper reports, with the help of whatever further hostile cor- 
roborative testimony an unscrupulous claimant would no doubt suc- 
ceed in raising, formed a chain of evidence almost complete against 
Lewis, and, aghast at finding that his own rash acts had. in the old 
days, forged the first and strongest links, David Fargus was seized 
with a perfect frenzy of impatience to destroy them while he had the 
power. It would be fatal to let them fall into Lewis's hands. 
Trembling at the thought of the danger so narrowly escaped, at the 
thought of what effect these cursed letters would have on his son. 
with his habitually exaggerated notions of honor, in his present sick 
weakness of mind and body, the father hurriedly set about his task 
of destruction. 

Beginning with his own and Carmen's letters, he held the yel- 
lowed leaves to the flame and watched their glowing annihilation 
with fierce satisfaction. These had been consumed, and the tastblack- 
ened scraps of the squire's letter to the Rev. Robert HiUyard were 
curling up and vanishing under a licking tongue of fire, when the 
door opened and Lewis entered the room. 

" Colonel Fargus," he cried sharply, " what are you doing ? " 

Holding a crumpled bunch of paper over the candle, regardless 
of the upspringing of the scorching flame round his lingers, Fargus 
restrained Lewis's hasty approach with an iron grip ; then, the de- 
stroying element having invaded the last comer of the last writhing 
sheet, he tossed it flaming in the air, and, surrounded by the floating 
black flakes which now were all that remained of the false witnesses 
that threatened his boy, he turned to him with undisguised elation, 
and answered : 

" Only carrying out your guardian's direction. Listen, Lewis 
Kerr of Gilham : your case is as clear as the flame which has now 
consumed all this folly. Don't look at me with that stupefaction. 
These papers, which refer to quarrels it never was anybody's inten- 
tion to leave recorded, misunderstandings long since forgotten, be- 
tween people now all dead, should have been burned long ago ; only 
an exaggeratedly methodical spirit in your guardian could urge their 
preservation, and utter unscrupulousness their utilization for an at- 
tempt to establish a charge against you, I have done what it would 
have been your duty to the memory of your father and mother to do 
yourself." 
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" Oh, why did joa not let me see them ? " groaned Lewis, after a 
pause for painful, stru^ling thought ; " I shall always think there 
was something in them, after all." 

" On my word of honor there was nothing affecting you in them ; 
on my word of honor, Lewis, nothing but (he history of a quarrel 
between two hasty and ill-assorled young people, and of the circum- 
stances which attended the death by drowning of George Kerr, your 
father. The reason I have burned them without allowing you to read 
them is because, morbid as you are inclined to be after your illness, 
and un6t for mental worry as you are, you would have pored over 
those miserable old letters till you made yourself ill again with doubt 
and wonder. I have burned them to keep them from you, as well as 
(0 insure their not falling into Charlie's unscrupulous hands again. 
As 1 said, only his evil greed and that of an unconscionable lawyer 
could have hoped to get from them what they do. But you know 
enoug'h of the d<ungs in the courts of justice of your country to real- 
ise that a man's whole fortune may go to defend rights impugned on 
no better ground than these might have afforded. Come, Lewis, 
this is unworthy of you, unjust to me. You gave me discretion to 
act, and I have acted with a clear conscience. Do you doubt me 
now ? Do you doubt your mother, after all ? " 

Lewis's brow cleared. How could he have doubted, even for a 
moment ? he asked himself under the influence of that other's strong 
conviction; was he mad, to hold thoughts suspicious of the 
daughter of Ayala's proud house, of the blood that flowed in his 

He said so aloud with a shaking voice. 

"Not mad, but upset by all this," came the reply in those 
gentle tones that had soothed him in his hot delirium but a few 
weeks ago. 

" Well, thank God, all's well that ends well, and your future is 
bright before you once more. " Now," with a cheery change of man- 
ner, •' do you know it is past nine o'clock ? It has been a long and 
eventful day. Let us go out and dine, my host, and after that to 
bed. Your poor head will rest the better for some supper and a 
good glass of wine." 
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In that queer old attic, which to Fargus had dread; grown one 
of the pleasanlest spots on earth, the two men sat the next morn- 
ing over a late and protracted breakfast. 

Outside the world was gloomy. The rain was dropping from 
the gabled roof and beating the casement with sullen autumnal de- 
termination, and a gust of wind, in its sweeping course down the great 
Holbom highway, tore in and out of the ancient courts, whirling 
away the faded leaves from the resigned trees, grumbling down the 
chimney, rushing up the open staircases to shake the outer door, 
whistling and whispering through crannies and keyholes as if to de- 
mand admittance. 

But inside the quaint bachelor home looked the very shrine of 
comfort, and such had been Fargus's first thought as he emerged 
from his tiny bedroom and found Lewis leaning gainst the chim- 
ney-piece quietly scanning tlje morning paper as he waited for his 
guest, while a clean ship-wood fire leaped and crackled and glowed 
on the hearth, in cheerful contrast with the dreary patter on the 
panes and the weight of gray skies that seemed to bear down so 
close ^pinst the window. Lewis Kerr, rich enough to gratify all 
his peculiar tastes — which, however, in all matters not relative to 
the pride and prestige of his regiment, were by no means of the 
showy kind — was pleased to surround himself with household items 
attractive to the eye, if not necessarily luxurious. Even the break- 
fast-table in this curious retreat was in keeping with the refined and 
quaint fancy that had established it under the roof of that venerable, 
if dilapidated. Inn. Hot water bubbled and hissed in an ancient 
copper " dolphin " um of exquisite outline — the triumphal prize of 
some foray amid bric-i-brac shops in the old student days ; a very 
special blend of tea was fragrantly brewing in a silver pot, which Far- 
gus suddenly recogniied as one of George Kerr's wedding presents ; 
a rye loaf stood crustily inviting on an ancient and precious oaken 
platter ; bacon and eggs reposed crisp and odoriferous on a Dutch 
plate, which in other establishments might have adorned the walls. 
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together with divers of the attendant plates, not to speak of the old 

Chelsea tea-cups. 

After the fatigue, and notwithstanding the emotiuns of the pre- 
vious day, Lewis had slept soundly, and had awakened strong and 
refreshed to find life, as seen from his own familiar surroundings, 
decidedly brighter and more interesting, in spite of damp and gloomy 
weather. As he greeted his gtiest and proceeded to dispense his 
hospitality, all the haunting doubts of the previous evening, if not 
definitely dismissed, had at least retired to some secluded comer of 
his mind ; after all, his friend, that world-famed man and true gen- 
tleman, to whom he had given power to act and judge, had judged 
add acted — the judgment was favorable, and the enemy's only 
weapon destroyed. 

Fargus, on his side, perceiving the benelictal change in his son's 
mind, was not slow to respond to it. The morning meal was thus 
a cheerful one, even though, as was inevitable, the conversation ulti- 
mately strayed back from general topics to Charles Hillyard's 
treachery and all the ramifications of that unpleasant subject. 

" I feel a different being this morning," observed Lewis, as he 
sat down to the well-laden breakfast-table; "in fact, I don't know 
what has become of the wretched creature of last night, who was 
almost ready to believe himself all that it was proposed to allege 
against him. Upon my word, Colonel, though I was very angry 
with you, I quite see now how wise you were to keep those papers 
from me just then. I was capable of any lunacy. Nevertheless, 
need you have burned them ? It does seem odd I should not be 
able to judge tor myself now that I am clothed in my right mind, 
jespecially as even to you they were very unconvincing. You 
to tell me what was in them, word for word, you know, 

jrse I shall," said Fargus, quietly sipping his tea. •' It is 
-, iary you should know beforehand all the facts of the case, for 
f . idversary is pretty sure to introduce them to you under some 
', artificial light whenever he tries conclusions vrith you about 
Stended amicable arrangement. But, stili, the more I think of 
e I applaud myself on the aulo dafi 1 consummated on 
\ lehalf." 

e could have guessed from the speaker's manner how sorely 
it quailed from the prospect thus coolly commented on. 
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As matters stood, it was inevitable that on him should devolve 
the delicate duty of preparing Lewis, without raising his doubt 
anew, against the forthcoming revelations of Charles Hillyard. And 
the night had been spent wakefuUy in thinking over the simplest 
way of dealing with the case : a hard task, no doubt^at first sight 
almost an impossible one for David Fargus to tell his son the story 
of Geoi^ Kerr's suicide as set forth by these cursed letters. But 
best for that dear one's interest that he should learn it from the lips 
of him who alone could argue with absolute conviction the falseness 
of Charles Hillyard's interpretation. The burden of the father's 
secret anxiety could not but be lessened, however, to find Lewis in 
such healthy frame of mind that morning, 

■' Yes," he repeated meditatively, " I see no reason even now to 
repent my hasty decision of last night. What was it Talleyrand 
said about letters ? ' Give me three lines of a man's handvmting, 
and I'll hang him.' This is perhaps not very apposite, but it shows 
what his masterly cunning thought of (he capabilities of ' black and 
white ' for being twisted to any purpose. Your cousin's scheme, 
my dear Lewis — please pass the pepper; thanks — for utilizing these 
precious letters, as far as I can see, was altogether too clever to 
justify me, as your adviser, in leaving them in existence an hour 
longer. Who knows? I might have had a fit in the night, or 
gone mad, or broken my neck in those corkscrew stairs of yours, 
and however sensibly you may be disposed to took on things this 
morning, I had too good reasons to mistrust your quixotic, anti- 
quated turn of mind, not to foresee the possibility of your being 
tempted by specious arguments to give them up again, in the face 
of the Providence that had placed them in your hands. A soldier, 
if he is one of the true hearty sort, is notoriously a bad business 

Lewis smiled gayly at this lecture, delivered with that grave 
manner which, mitigated by the kindly expression of face, was one 
of his companion's odd charms in conversation. 

"Come, Colonel Fargus of the Confederate Army, what sort of 
a soldier am I by your side, I should like to know ? " 

" To begin with. Lieutenant Kerr of Her Majesty's Dragoon 
Guards, I believe I have told you before that I never looked upon 
myself as a professional soldier, any more than did the Cavaliers 
who fought for their own cause m England, as we Southerners for 
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ours in America. Secondly, 1 have been as much lawyer in my 
life, almost, as anything else, having to look after my own rather 
shaky interests, at one time pretty narrowly, and I have never had 
the worst of any business, though I labored under the disadvantage 
of a weakness for honest dealing with friend and (oc alike, which 
was considered among a certain class of my countrymen akin to 
declared idiocy. Thirdly, if soldier I have been, I am not like you, 
a young soldier grafted on the dreamy scholar. And, lastly, I am 
not upset in health by recent wounds, a sharp attack of brain-fever 
and the melancholy that comes of disappointed love and betrayed 
friendship. For all these reasons, my dear Lewis, I must con- 
sider myself, to say the least of it, eminently better suited than 
you for the transaction of sound business. Now, can you gainsay 
that ? '• 

"I grant you," answered Lewis meditatively, "you would prove 

a far better match than I for Charlie. Indeed, the gusts of anger I 

can not restrain every time I think of him paralyze my common- 

I suppose I ought to thank Heaven it has been settled 

is ; 1 can hardly imagine how I should have come out of it 

I am deeply curious," said Fai^s, " to see how Mr, Hiltyard's 
: will go on now that the trumps are all in our hands. That 
g man is clever. And I rather think that but for that Miss 
I's strange behavior, which was no doubt against all the rules 
obability— he might have made a sufficiently good case, if not 
ndoubted success, at least for an almost endless lawsuit. He 
St the sort of person that my countrymen admire — cool, ob- 
nt, self-controlled ; he would play, I am sure, an admirable 
at 'poker.' I met him, as I told you, several times at Gilham, 
noticed his striking face, though I can not say I felt much at- 
;d by his cold, calculating character, which for all his polish of 
ler, I could not help finding out somehow. As for you. all 
business ha'S been a rude awakening to the fact that few friend- 
can stand the test of clashing interests. And yet yours was a 
Iship of more than usual closeness, was it not ? " 
I can answer for my side, at least," said Lewis, with an effort, 
loked upon him as the Breton Knight of the legend might have 
d on hafrire d'armes, as the gold-digger, your Bret Harte 
us of, looks on his partner ; and besides this, 1 had fallen in 
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the way of regarding htm with the deferential sympathy of the stu- 
dent for the master. To his influence 1 attributed whatever success 
I had at college ; moreover, my feeling for him was made up, partly 
of gratitude for the interest he seemed lo take in me when I first 
came friendless to England, partly of intense admiration for his 
character, his manner, his pluck — that less common kind of pluck 
which shows itself in tenacity of purpose through obscure work and 
drudgery ; for his ultimate successes ; for his looks ; for his attain- 
ments ; indeed, the knowledge stored within that fine head of his is 
something stupendous ! He was, in fact, my high ideal of the Eng- 
lishman, in those days when all my eagerness was to make myself 
worthy of my country. I would have done anything for him. And 
now here I am, face to face with the fact that Charlie, for self-in- 
terest, steps from his high pedestal to the low level of pettifogging 
schemer." 

" And this youthful fascination of yours," asked Fargus, leaning 
back in his chair, and stirring the second cup of tea which Lewis, 
with a rueful countenance, had just poured out, "this romantic af- 
fection, was it reciprocated ? " 

" We were undoubtedly great friends, though his liking for me 
was, of course, of a different kind ; such as befitted a coach toward 
his pupil, a thoroughbred Englishman toward a semi -foreigner, a 
man of standing toward one decidedly his junior, you know. And 
yet he had a true affection for me in those days ; I really believe he 
would have gone out of his way to do me a good turn. At any rate, 
I would have promptly put down any one who had dared so much 
as to suggest the possibility of Charlie Hillyard playing an under- 
hand trick on anybody, let alone on myself. And I have come to 
the conclusion," continued Lewis warmly, " that money considera- 
tions alone could not have induced him to act so dishonorably. 
There must have been a stronger lever at work. Yesterday's reve- 
lations confirmed much that before I had only suspected. — Colonel 
Fargus, it is useless for me to pretend and try to conceal what you 
know already, though 1 have never told it to you in so many words. 
I had reasons to think, years ago. that Maud Woldham might love 
me as I loved her. It has been the aim of my life ever shce I first 
knew her to try and win her. When I heard of my accession to the 
Gilham fortune, I simply started off after her to Homburg, at once, 
full of not unjustifiable hopes. 1 asked her to be my wife — and wa3 
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refused. Now I believe that, had it not been for that slander — for 
slander it is, as you yourself have found — that slander on the ques- 
tion of my birthright, Maude might have remained true 10 her tacit 
pledge to me. But how could she think of mating herself to a poor 
devil whoseveryname, she may have been told, is supposed to be his 
own only on sufferance ? There was pity in her eyes when she recog- 
nized me ; but that pity only accentuates the insult and the grief." 

" All this may be true," said Fargus quietly. " It seems, in fact. 
very likely. But instead of fixing the past, fix the future, and sec 
what it promises : the elaborately consti-ucted plot which was to 
deprive you of the woman you want, the name that belongs to you, 
and the fortune that awaits you, falls to pieces now that its main 
prop has been removed. What follows? You become one of the 
great landowners, the head of one of the oldest families in that part 
of England which Miss Woldham brightens with her presence. 
Your estate is contiguous lo that of her father — a circumstance which 
disposes of the objection she is populady suppiosed to entertain to- 
ward marriage in the abstract. And with reference to what has 
taken place between you and her, don't you think It better that she 
should have refused you through some hidden reason which she 
could not tell you to your face — perhaps, who knows, acting under 
some order written to her by her father, for the General is full of 
old-fashioned prejudices— than that her motive should have been 
mere indifference ? Her sense of generosity (I know the girl's 
charming nature, for all that our acquaintance is but of a few weeks' 
standing) when she learns the truth, will warm her heart toward you 
more than the knowledge of your prosperity. As for the father, 
from the drift of the conversation we old fogies have had together, 
I know his dream would be to see his girl happily married, if mar- 
riage did not take her away from him." 

" My dear Colonel," cried Lewis, who had risen during this 
speech to walk excitedly about the room, unconsciously clasping a 
piece of toast in his hand, and bearing an expression of delight on 
his scarred faced, " what good your talk always does me ! I declare 
you are a very alchemist of the mind ; you have the talent of trans- 
muting the lead of depressing circumstances into the gold of glad 
prospects." 

And he sat down and helped himself to marmalade as though 
freshly stimulated to appetite by the cheerfulness of his thoughts. 
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" By the way," said Fargus, smiling indulgently at the conceit, 
" the mention of Woldham reminds me thai I came last night to 
the conclusion that it really seems a pity to waste these autumn days 
in London, and that, since our reason for remaining on here hasb«en 
so happily removed, the best thing we can do is to take a train for 
Yorkshire to-morrow or the next day. Your swallow's nest up here 
is delightful, but yet not comparable to the moors in September, is 
it ? The bracing air will set you up, the sport will divert your mind 
from unpleasant thoughts, and— I forbear to mention other attrac- 
tions. Moreover, it is time you should make act of presence on 
your estate If you do not care for the lonely splendor of the Court, 
my shooting-box will give you the wannest of welcomes. I pro- 
pose, then, to start myself to-morrow, and that you should follow — 
without fail, mind — in a day or two. You must consult Perkins, 
you know, and best by yourself, though all you need say is, that you 
believ your cousin's claim will come to nothing, and that, since no 
active steps have been taken by the other side as yet, you, at any 
rate, will quietly continue to act as if you had never heard of it." 

Lewis looked as if the proposal were tempting enough. 

" Yes ; I feel as if a blow on the moors would make another man 
of me," he said, after reflecting a while. " And if you will be so 
good as to have me, I should rather go to you. I shall see more of 
you ; and, besides, I hardly like to go to Gilham until it is evident 
that Charlie has abandoned the field." 

" There need be no fear about that," answered Fargus, and he 
would have added more, when the sound of a letter falling through 
the slit of the letter-box attracted their attention. 

" By Jove ! " said Lewis, looking at the clock which marked close 
on eleven, " the second post already ; we are late this morning. 
Probably Perkins's missive to fix an hour for our interview. Poor 
old gentleman ! 1 should think he will be glad to hear of the conclu- 
sion of this business — he has been family friend and adviser many 
years— even though it means the loss of a good round sum to him." 

So saying, Lewis proceeded in quest of the letter. When he 
returned he was holding the stil! unopened envelope in his hand, 
gazing at it with darkening countenance. 

'• From Charles Hillyard," he said briefly. " He evidently does 
not know of my return to town, for he has put ' To be forwarded ' 
on the top," 
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He tore the cover open and studied the communication (or a few 
seconds, then tossed it with a dry laugh across the table to his com^ 
panion. who sat watching him with some uneasiness. The letter 
contained a few curt and careless lines in the small cramped hand- 
writing peculiar to so many scholars, and merely begged the recipi- 
ent to fix the earliest dale possible for an inlerview on matters of 
th^ utmost importance. 

" Cool is it not ? " mused Lewis, as Fargus, buried in thought, 
mechanically refolded the sheet and replaced it in the envelope. 
" Not a hint of what he is up to, though Perkins told him he would 
write to me about the business." 

" There is no need for you to see him, surely," urged Fai^s 
earnestly. " This letter was written last night and posted this 
morning ; he evidently knows nothing of the loss he has sustained 
as yet, but he can not remain long in such ignorance. When he 
finds out that he has lost the trick, his rage will be fearful, I expect 
— at any rate, for a little while ; and you, my boy, have got a hot 
temper of your own too, and are not especially disposed to be defer- 
ential with him just now, I should think. Besides, anger is bad for 
a convalescent head. I confess I am of opinion that it would be 
better to wait a while, and exchange your ideas by letter for the 

" No, no," impetuously cried Lewis. " Vou have been right and 
wise in all your advice up to this, but I can not agree with you 
there. It is impossible. Why, Charles would think I am shirking 
the ordeal —funking, in fact. And since I must see him, the sooner this 
hateful business is over, the better. Besides," he added with a half- 
v^stful, half malicious smile, " I should rather like to see him be- 
fore he makes the stupendous discovery of the empty dispatch-box. 
I am really curious to hear his version of the case, and I should not 
be sorry to give him a bit of my mind, either." 

Fargus looked at his son, and there was a somewhat perturbed 
speculation in his eye. But he attempted no further dissuasion. 

" If you will excuse me," Lewis proceeded with great briskness, 
as if stimulated by the thought of the coming contest, " there is the 
morning paper — I shall just go and send a telegram to Charles to 
say I shall be ready to see him any time after three to-day. 

And, without waiting for an answer, he seized his hat and ran 
out of the room. When the door had closed behind him, the weD- 
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assumed placidity of expression departed instantly from Fargus's 
face. This inadvisable meeting was full of danger. Charles Hill- 
yard, whether cynically self-confident in the ignorance of the trick 
played on him by his mistress, or maddened by disappointment. 
might say things to Lewis which might be as hard to positively dis- 
prove as they would be cruel to hear. And it rested with the father 
now — trammeled at every tum by the guilty sense of a false per- 
sonation — to try and explain away to his boy in some easy and 
plausible manner all the circumstantial misleading evidence with 
which that good friend of his was waiting to buffet him. In truth 
a hard task — doubly hard in the face of Lewis's morbid susceptibility 
on matters that had hitherto been a source of so much pride tojtim, 
and one, indeed, the success of which was very problematic. Yet 
it had to be undertaken, and Fargus accepted it as a first expiation 
of his past selfishness. 

And so, when Lewis returned from his errand, with face grow- 
ing and shining after his rapid walk through the rain, and the two 
men sat down opposite each other by the blazing hearth, the elder, 
feeling the uselessness of further delay, plunged into the heart of 
the business with all the facility of manner he could summon. 

" And now about my report," said he, making a great show of 
lighting his pipe with unconcern — " concerning the relics which I 
cremated yesternight. I must first of all ask you whether you ever 
heard any theory advanced on the subject of your father's death, 
other than what you have told me ? " 

Lewis frowned, and shot an anxious look at the speaker ; then he 
answered slowly : 

" Never; though 1 must own that since all this ado on the sub- 
ject of my position has been raised, 1 have been going systemati- 
cally over what 1 know of the past in my own mind ; and 1 have 
more than once thought that the other side may possibly wish to 
make out that he committed suicide. It seems absurd, does it 
not ? " he went on hastily ; " but you know what a self-tormentor I 
am, and the idea has haunted me of late." 

" As it happens," replied Fargus. in his earnestness, soon for- 
getting his rdle and laying down his pipe after a few puffs — " as it 
happens, my dear fellow, you have made a shrewd guess 1 that is 
just one of the chief points on which your cousin bases his plan of 
campaign. And in fact, from what gossip has told me during my 

D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



28o CONSEQUENCES. 

brief stay at the Lone Grange, it appears it was generally nimored 
at the time that your father did commit suicide. It was not set 
aAoat by your relations, for Mr. Kerr, who, by all accounts, had 
quarreled implacably with your father on his marriage was never 
heard to speak of him. Your uncle Hillyard, on the other hand, 
was far too discreet and conscientious to ventilate such a theory. 
Yet the rumor got afloat, as rumors will ; nothing positive was ever 
said, it seems could ever have been said, for he who alone could 
tell the true history of it all, George Kerr — who set out one even- 
ing to take a solitary sail round Portsmouth Harbor — never came 
home again." 

Lewis had listened with deep attention and without an attempt 
tointenupt; but Fargus paused, too much moved to be able to pro- 
ceed with that deliberation and coolness he deemed necessary for 
the occasion. 

Lewis was the first again to break the silence. 

" I never knew," he said in a low voice — " I never dreamed of 
such a thing till the other day. Well, Colonel Fargus, did rumor 
say anything else ? were the gossips busy about my mother, too ? " 

" No," cried the father emphatically, seemg the drift of the ques- 
tion, and rejoiced to be able to answer it with satisfactory decision. 
"No, Lewis; that was left to your cousin, your chum, when he 
found it suited his interest. And now this brings me to the papers. 
What they consist of, you heard from your uncle's words. The first 
and most important, you know, is the last letter of your father; and 
that letter points to a very angry quarrel between him and your 
mother. Do you know anything about their short married life?" 

" The only person who could have given me any Information 
about them was my aunt, Susie Hillyard," Lewis answered, conceal- 
ing his impatience with difficulty. " And she was always so fright- 
fully cut up when she talked about her brother, that I never liked 
to broach the subject ; but I do remember her saying that my 
mother was a spoiled beauty, and my father a wild, irrepressible 
boy, and she feared they often fell out ; but she was sure they loved 
each other, all the same. But please go on, sir; what about these 
letters? they are the most important witnesses— or were -after all." 

" It is not likely," Fargus went on, with his hard-won composure, 
" that a spoiled beauty, as your aunt had it— a Spanish girl ; passion- 
ate, irreflective, no doubt, as most of her kind ; prejudiced, ignorant. 
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childish, as such a one must remain from her very up-bringing ; of 
different rel^on from her English boy-husband— it is not likely, I 
say, that she could have made him happy in the long-run. It is 
probable that they fought desperately, and that is just what the letter 
in question seemed to point to. A wild boy is hardly likely to be a 
wise guide for a spoiled child. At any rate, when your father wrote 
from Portsmouth, there is no doubt he was in hot anger. He bade 
his wife farewell forever, telling her he was glad they had no chil- 
dren, as he could not then give her back her Mberty and assert his 
own. It would seem it was indeed suicide he meditated, for he 
added, 'Every one will believe in the accident you will hear of.' 
Now, Lewis, be calm," Fargus went on, quietly enough, though, 
with an aching heart, he noted how all color had faded from the 
young man's face ; " hear me out before you speak. Remember, I 
have had these papers in my hand, I have studied them dispassion- 
ately, yet with all the attention suggested by my sincere interest in 
you. If it be true that your father meant to do away with himself, 
if the only deduction one could draw from his letter in conjunction 
with subsequent events is that he did do so. that is the worst that 
can be said. It may be a source of keen grief to you, but, reflect, 
the man who contemplates suicide does so, in nine cases out of ten, 
in a state of mind akin to insanity, and generally from inadequate 
motives. That a hot-headed youth should threaten to throw away 
his life, after a violent quarrel with the woman he loves, is almost an 
everyday occurrence. And if his union is ill-assorted, a perpetual 
conflict of wills, a series of bickerings and disagreements, a young 
man of no occupation — I believe you said your father gave up the 
army to marry— may well fall info that chronic state of discontent 
which culminates in the madness of self-destruction ; you know, my 
dear Lewis, how near you were yourself to it, and from how inade- 
quate a motive, I will touch on a few more points that struck me in 
your father's letter, before telling you the contents of the others. I 
am giad to see you can listen to me so calmly. 1 am beginning to 
think, after all, I need not have mistrusted your common sense." 

Lewis gave a faint smile ; and Fargus, taking up the cold pipe, 
puffed at it with a great appearance of content, as he proceeded in 
the detached, judicial tones he endeavored to assume throughout. 

" Well, the first most obvious thing to be noted is that your father 
makes absolutely no accusation which could, e:tcept by the most 
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gratuitous implication, be looked upon as affecting your mother's 
honor ; moreover, if his angry departure from his home, and his 
threats of self-destruction had been brought about — as, of course, 
the other side would have it — by the discovery of some shameful 
misconduct on her pari, that would have involved the existence of a 
third person, to whom, however, there was not even what could pass 
for an allusion in the letter. I think this is a circumstance which 
would have gone some way toward demolishing Mr. Hiljyard's 
pretty theory. In the second place, as to the phrase concerning your 
father's belief in his own childlessness — which, no doubt, would 
have been used as one of the claimant's strongest arguments, and 
which actually seems, at first flush, a tolerably strong one — a mo- 
ment's reflection will show that it can prove absolutely nothing one 
way or another ; your mother herself could hardly at that time have 
known of her condition. Ah ! you think that things are beginning; 
to shape themselves, do you ? I can read your face like a book : 
you begin to understand how it is that these letters, though convey- 
ing to any right-minded person none of the evil meaning your cousin 
and his lawyer would Cain find in them, could make a very pretty 
case against you, if properly utilized, to use the expression of that 
letter Miss Wren so obligingly read to us — an expression which 
struck me at the time as typical of the spirit in which our adversaries 
are going to work." ' 

Lewis's countenance wore indeed a brighter look at the end of 
his friend's discourse than at the beginning, hut he merely said : 
" You put things very clearly, Colonel. But what of the other 
letters ? " 

" Oh, the others," returned Faigus, almost gay with the relief of 
finding that the brutal news was received, after all, with more com- 
posure than he had hoped for—" the others are of very small impor- 
tance as compared with that letter of your father's, which was evi- 
dently the pivot on which turned the whole scheme; in fact, they are 
only important as connected with and corroborative of it. Youri 
mother, it would appear, on receipt of the same, wrote in great dis- ' 
tress to your father's sister, imploring her to come to her and help' 
and advise her. This, in itself— I must again point out— is not the 
act of a woman who has sinned against her husband and been 
found out Ncverthtless, this incoherent scrawl, in which the writer 
childishly announces she has had a 'dreadful letter,' that her ' 
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husband means to kill himself, that she does not know what to do, 
that she is very unhappy — in which she blames herself, yet calls him 
very cruel in the same breath, might easily, of course, have been 
utilised to its fullest extent by the counsel for the claimant, aa im- 
plying a full confession of guilt. The hidden meaning Serjeant Buz- 
fui found in Mr. Pickwick's notes — anent his chops and warming- 
pans — was, after all, not such a burlesque of the fashion in which the 
feelings of a jury may be worked upon. " 

There was relief to the tension of both men's minds in the laugh 
which the illusion afforded. 

'■ And is that really all ? " asked Lewis at last, with a sigh of re- 
laxation. ■' Is it really on no better grounds than those that Charles 
is trying to impeach my position ? " 

" That is all," answered the father ; " insufficient grounds, indeed, 
to convince a man of honor, but no doubt quite sufficient for a petti- 
fogging lawyer and an unprincipled claimant. The r^^f "' •'"' 
papers consisted of a letter from the squire of Gilham, ii 
stated that he saw no reason for departing from his det< 
— taken on the occasion of your father's marriage — not to 
thing more to do with him, and declined in any way t< 
young vridow any assistance. It was a churlish letter, an 
all the bitterness of an old grudge. Miss Woldham, c 
visit to her, gave me a very vivid account of the squire's 
ity, and I must say this fully corroborated it. After that 
the Portsmouth letters and the newspaper paragraphs 
your father's mode of death, and which, if suicide, was 
contrived to seem accident, that they were of no valu 
ever to Charlie, save in connection with the rest. N< 
you know all." 

For a few minutes the young man remained plungei 
tion. He knew the worst, that was a relief ; and the v 
all, resolved itself into two facts : that his parents had 
and that his father had committed suicide — painful facts, 
for their son to have to learn, but by no means such as a 
out willful distortion, be made to impugn his mother's ho 
consequence his right to his name. 

" Thank you," he said at length, stretching out his ha 
have, I feel, been as frank as you have been kind in al! 
told me. I do not deny that, however great a blow the s 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



284 CONSEQUENCES. 

iather's death must be to me. 1 am relieved to lind these terrible 
proofs of ChariJe's contained nothing worse. Indeed," he added, 
smiling, as Fargus shook the proffered hand, " I have had so many 
blows lately that 1 think I am rather hardened to them now. It is 
late. We had better go and get our lunch over, or we shall not be 
back for the claimant. I say we, though I really do not know. 
Colonel Fargus, if this time the interview had not better be a iet^ 
i-tite between the principals." 

" What, discard your legal adviser already ! " 

" Do not think I should not like to have you," said Lewis warmly. 
" I do not foiget what a second you were to me in that encounter 
with swords, and I fully appreciate how you would stand by me in 
this forthcoming duel of another sort. I was only thinking of ex- 
pediency." 

" Do you think your cousin would absolutely object to my pres- 
ence ? " asked Fargus after a moment. He was determined, since 
he could not prevent the dangerous interview, that he would at 
least take part in, and if possible lead his boy through it. " I do 
not mind that in the least," he continued ; " if Mr. Hillyard is 
ashamed to say himself before a third person what must be blazoned 
before the world if he gain his object, down goes that in my black 
books as another mark against him. No, Lewis, I can not abandon 
you at this moment ; 1 shall be too full of anxiety, not knowing 
what your hot head and soft heart may lead you into. Besides, you 
will scarcely be able to meet that cold-blooded relative of yours on 
an equal footing, though you have the whip hand of him in reality. 
Impulsive natures like yours are invariably at a disadvantage on 
such occasions. Therefore, unless you say in so many words that 
you have a personal objection to it, 1 shall follow my own inclina- 
tion and see you through the business to the end." 

" Very well, then^that is settled," said Lewis simply. 

Even as the father and son were entering the low paneled, 
beam-ceiled coffee-room of the Bell, in quest of the midday meal, 
Charles Hillyard, half a mile further east, sitting in that sanctum o£ 
legal learning so disparagingly commented on by Miss Wren, was 
concluding, for the benefit of its owner, the account of his recent 
journey. 

" No doubt," remarked the solicitor after some reflection, appar- 
ently devoted to the unsatisfactoriness of the narrative, " we can not 
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blind ourselves to the fact that, as you say, we have as yet failed to 
get hold of the proof positive we wanted, however morally con- 
vincing the evidence you possess undoubtedly is. All things con- 
sidered, if you feel yourself equal to carrying it through with the 
necessary ease, that personal interview you spoke of undcrtal " 
day might lead to a private agreement which would simpli 
ters considerably on both sides. Vou can represent to the 
man very strongly how immensely to his advantage it wjL 
avoid the scandal of a public trial." 

Mr. HiUyard, looking down at his boots with an expre; 
countenance which did not seem to indicate any very great re 
the task, acquiesced, nevertheless, without demur. 

" We received your dispatch-box, though somewhat 
through the intermediary of the young lady you consul 
about," pursued Mr. Hodgson in natural sequence; "do y< 
template taking these important documents with you this 
noon ? " 

'■Of course not," answered Charles, with a smile at the ■ 
ity of the question. " I have with me the copies I made my; 
which 1 showed you, which will be quite sufficient for the o( 
But I suppose Mr. Kerr, as by courtesy I must continue to c: 
will want to satisfy himself 3s to their genuineness, and iA 
will agree with me, I am sure, he must do here. I do not r 
trust them out of safe-keeping." 

" I am glad to hear you say so," said the lawyer rathe 
" I confess that I was surprised to find that you could Ct 
matter of such importance to a person like Miss Wren- 
casual messenger. She placidly admitted, when I expressed 
isfaction at the long time which had been allowed to elapse fa 
her fulfillment of the commission and the date of your lettei 
she brought to me, that it was only when you wrote agai 
abroad, that she was reminded of her promise." 

Here the old gentleman suddenly came to a standstill ai 
a puzzled, not to say anxious, look at his client's darkenir 
which the latter did not notice, being, in fact, at that momi 
sorbed in preparing in his own mind a somewhat unpleasant 
of an hour for the unfaithful emissary. 

"This is yeryodd!" proceeded the legal luminary, scr 
his chin with an uneasy movement of the lower jaw ; " am 
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ously enough, I never thought of it till this moment. Miss Wren 
certainly gave me to understand that in that very letter you ex- 
pressed yourself extremely satisfied with the prioress of your busi- 

Charles started from his abstraction and shot an angry glance at 
the speaker. 

■■That is impossible!" he ejaculated shortly; "I never men- 
tioned anything whatsoever about it." 

" I can not have been mistaken," murmured the other, with a 
perceptible increase of anxiety and vexation on his countenance. 
What if he had made a little mistake in the conduct of that some- 
what delicate undertaking ? An unpleasant reflection for one whose 
buuness it b to conduct other people's a£Fairs with superior sapience ! 
" No, I can not have been mistaken," he insisted, falling back into 
bis dogmatic manner, for it would certainly not do to admit the pos- 
sibility of error on his side. " Am I not correct, also, in believing 
that you desired me to take the opportunity afforded by that inter- 
view to broach the subject it was arranged I should settle with 
her?" 

"Certainly not," replied Charles, with increasing surprise and 
displeasure ; " and if you have done so, it was excessively ill-advised 
and j;remature." 

" My dear sir," said the lawyer, likewise raising his voice in pro- 
test against this uncompromising statement, "allow me to remark 
once more that it is you who have been premature and ill-advised 
in your manner of dealing with this person. Whether or no she 
had some inkling of your proposed generosity to her and wished to 
secure it, or at all events ascertain the amount of it, she certainly 
told me that in your letter from Spain you had most expressly re- 
quested her to come to me." 

" 1 told her to go to you with the box, of course," said Charics, 
without attempting to conceal his irritation ; " nothing more. What 
the devil — " here, however, he puUed himself up, and added more 
quietly : " So you told her all about it, did you ? ' Well, you had no 
end of a scene, 1 suppose, and have let me in for a pretty state of 
things before 1 am even secure of ray position." 

" This anxiety is quite unnecessary," responded Mr. Hodgson 
with a superior smile ; " I told you, my dear sir, that I should have 
no difficulty with the young lady, and I had none. She took the 
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news with perfect composure, and seemed, indeed, very much grati- 
fied and impressed by the figure of your intended annuity. Of 
course, she knows that nothing is yet settled, but she left with the 
promise to tiiink over the matler on her side. That, however, I 
may point out. is the merest piece of show — believe me, we know 
how to deal with such cases, and there is very seldom any difficulty 
to be anticipated from these ladies.- at least, when there is such 
ample compensation for their wounded feelings in perspective." 

Charles Hillyard's face, instead of clearing during this soothing 
speech.grewblacker and blacker as it proceeded. " So she agreed ? " 
he asked abruptly at its conclusion. 

"Practically, my dear sir." 

"Without a protest? Without wanting to see me?" 

"With the most absolute coolness." 

For a minute or two the young man remaned absorbed in 
thought. Then he seemed to come to some settled conclusion, and 
suddenly his scowling brow lightened. 

" Well, perhaps it is as well so ; I am surprised, I must remark, 
Mr. Hodgson, both at your taking upon yourself to make this com- 
munication without more express directions from me, and at your 
account of her reception of it. But the deed being done beyond un- 
doing, I hope I may tind it for the best, after all. — It had to be done 
some time, I confess," he went on, with a short laugh, " I expected 
more trouble than that ; but, as you remarked with true wisdom, 
there are few wounds to people's feelings which money can not heal. 
And now," he added, taking up his hat, " I see your clock points to 
the quarter : Lmust be off — I am due at Staple Inn at three." 

" Then you do not wish me to accompany you ? " asked the law- 
yer, who had succeeded by this time in swallowing his mortification. 
" It might perhaps be of use to you to have a professional man to 
explain matters." 

" I think not ; I know my soi-dhant cou^n by heart, and I shall 
be able to lay the siege against his weak side all the better for being 
alone. I hope to let you know to-morrow that he has proved amen- 
able to reason." 

Thus spoke Mr. Hillyard with careless confidence, as rising, he 
took leave of his grizzled adviser to proceed to his appointment. 

But when he had reached the top landing of the set of stairs 
leading to Lewis's high-perched chambers, and was about to give 
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the gentle kick which a ' sported oak ' naturally sufjgests as coagni- 
ous with college habits, the extreme unpleasantness of the task he 
had undertaken suddenly obtruded in vivid fashion upon him. The 
surroundings recalled college days spent m common, the devotion 
and the admiring friendship of the man he had come to dispossess, 
and, in more recent intercourse, the hearty welcome which had 
been offered him in those very rooms a few short weeks ago. For 
a moment he found himself wishing that he had indeed deputed the 
disinterested man of law to manage this cold business now with 
friend, even as with mistress. But with Charles Hillyard hesitation 
was a weakness of invariably short duration ; he never withdrew his 
hand from the plow : he had started on this business, and ii must 
be gone through. Moreover, as he had said, no one could deal with 
Lewis so well as himself. 

He knocked, and following the invitation to come in, opened the 
door and was confronted by Colonel Faigus, who greeted the visitor 
with a cold, dry smile. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

CHARLES HILLYARD EXPOUNDS HIS CASE. 

The meeting was so absolutely unexpected, withal so particu- 
larly undesirable at the present juncture, that, for all his boasted 
stoicism, Mr. Hillyard halted in blank amazement. 

" Colonel Fargus ! " he ejaculated in tones too spontaneous to 
express aught but the most unmitigated surprise and annoyance. 

Fargus met the suspicious and unfrientUy glance which accom- 
panied his handsome nephew's exclamation with one in which a 
certain enjoyment of the situation was blended with very distinct 
disfavor. 

" How do you do ? " he said quietly, crossing his arms as he 
spoke, as if to obviate the necessity of offering his hand. \ 

The occasions were few indeed, in that philosophically-regulated 
life of his, on which Charles Hillyard had ever been discomposed 
by such keen yet seemingly foolish vexation as that which he was 
now trying to subdue. The unreasoned antipathy he felt for the 
transatlantic lion whom his simple Woldbam friends had promoted 
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on so short an acquaintance to so high a place in their esteem was 
unaccountable, even to his most secret self, but none the less real. 
He had disliked and mistrusted that plausible American from the 
first, and now he beheld him installed with Lews — evidently on in- 
timate terms, perhaps even awaiting this visit — with an equally un- 
reasonmg presentiment of coming annoyance. 

As, promptly discarding all outward semblance of perturbation, 
and stooping bis fair head under the lintel of the low door, he now 
airily stepped over the threshold, he was inwardly resolving to get 
rid of the unwelcome third as speedily as possible. 

Lewis had not spoken. Leaning against the high mantelpiece, 
he stood motionless, sternly facing the visitor, without attempting 
the smallest advance. 

Charies, though he had, of course, realized that, warned of the 
object of his interview, Lewis would meet him in no conciliatory 
mood, was not prepared for such determined enmity as was here 
displayed. The young man's attitude and look, the very silence 
with which he received his old friend before one who was a com- 
parative stranger to both, took Hillyard again by surprise. And 
once more, rapidly, without other reason than his prejudice, he con- 
nected this unexpected dignity of anger with the presence of Far- 
gus. 

Nodding to Lewis, thus avoiding the mistake of any greeting 
which would assuredly have called forth a snub, he addressed him 
with a coolness born as much of his habitual and almost uncon- 
sciousness contempt for him as of the combative feelings caused by 
Fat^us's proximity. 

" I understood from your telegram that you meant me to come 
here to-day, Lewis ; and I thought I would find you alone. I fear 
I have. disturbed your tite-A-tSte with Colonel Fargus," turning to 
the latter with that afiectation of pleasantness which is popularly 
described as " from the teeth out," 

" Not at all," quietly answered the person referred to. 

" I must say it is most curious," proceeded Charles, bestowing a 
keen look on the mysterious American — " most curious to meet you 
here, Colonel. You are certainly quite the last man 1 should have 
thought of finding with Mr. Kerr." 

" Really ? " queried Fargus, with gentle malice. 

Then there followed a silence in the attic room, which, as neither 
>9 
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Fargus nor Lewis was willing to break it, (ell awkwardly upon their 

After standing for a minute or two gazing from the former's 
placid countenance to the latter's irale face^all the more changed 
from its usual expression of honest cordiality by ihe livid scar that 
traversed its unwonted pallor — he again lifted hij voice with a show 
of insolence that betrayed his irritation. 

" Well, since you are so pressing, I w(V7take a chair. Thanks." 
And sitting down straddle legs on one of the old oak seats, he 
folded his arms across the top of its straight back. and. looking up 
scrutinizingly at his cousin, proceeded pleasantly : " What have you 
been about ? Where did you get that slash ? " 

"A duel in Germany." 

Nothing repressed by the tone of the reply, Charles gave a short, 
contemptuous laugh, and went on in the same bantering manner : 
" 1 knew you were capable of a good many absurdities — it is in your 
Southern blood, and you can not help it, I suppose — but 1 didn't 
think — no, I did not think you were quite the donkey to go on the 
Mensur. I should dearly like to hear your account of the honorable 
difference which mutual disfigurement alone could settle, but there 
is one thing I am even more curious to learn, and that is how the 
dickens you come to be acquainted with our Colonel Have you 
been to Gilham since your return ? " 

" No," answered Lewis, again with the curtness that would not 
waste a word. " t met Colonel Fargus in Germany." 

" In Germany — in Germany ! Now, what on earth ? , . . Oh. I 
see, at Homburg. of course." There was a cold smile on Charles's 
lips, a slight arching of the calm brows, as he spoke, sufficient to 
, point his meaning ; and Lewis, more galled by this than by an open 
taunt, flushed crimson, but could not at the moment trust himself to 
Speak, for the fierceness of his resentment. 

Once more there came an irksome silence, and Charles, for all 
his well-tempered armor of self-control and self-esteem, found it 
difficult to oppose an impassible front to the undisguised hostility of 
the two men. 

" At any rate," he began once more, (his time with some sharp- 
ness, "it can not matter to me much, either how you have contrived 
to bring back such a ' Schmiss ' from your wild expedition to Honi- 
burg, or why Colonel Fai^s — popularly supposed to have taken a 
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shooting-boji in Yorkshire for the purpose of shooting — should dis- 
appear from there before the I2th, to be rediscovered here after the 
ist. And it is, perhaps, just as well that I am not over-burdened 
with idle curiosity, is it not? because there is, beyond mistake, a 
generally ha.ng-ofT look about you both which seems to preclude 
further questioning just now. But as I am here on business of im- 
portance to myself as well as to you, Lewis, it is, I tliink, better 
that we should soon settle down to the discussion of it. I regret to 
have disturbed you in company so much more congenial than mine 
seems to be this afternoon." 

Neither Lewis nor Fargus offering any deprecation of this state- 
ment, Mr. Hillyard pursued, after a marked pause : " However, I 
do not offer to withdraw, considering that I am here by appoint- 
ment, and " — glancing at the tail clock in the comer — " that I have 
already lost twenty minutes in waiting for your leisure." 

" I beg to state," said Lewis, " that it is 1 who am wwting," 

Charles's nostrils dilated, and the rare crimson moonted to his 
pale face. 

" You force me, then," he said, breathing a little quickly, "into 
the ungracious position of begging you to dismiss your guest. Pray 
forgive me, Colonel Fargus, for a seeming discourtesy. On reflection, 
I feel sure, you will do me the justice to acknowledge, however, that 
it is not on my side." 

Despite his hard judgment on his nephew, Fai^s could not but 
admire, if only from an seslhetic point of view, the determined self- 
control of the young man's manner in the face of such odds, and 
notwithstanding unmistakable exasperation. " What a pity," thought 
he to himself, as, merely bowing in reply, he now. at a sign from his 
eon, advanced to the table and took a seat thereat, " what a pity that 
this nephew of mine should have turned out what he is, after all 1 
He is too much of a gentleman, outwardly at least, for the dirty 
work he has taken up." 

" Whatever you may have to say to me, Charles," said Lewis, 
without stirring from the position he had taken from the first, " say 
it now, before Colonel Fargus, who has my full confidence in this 
matter, and upon whose advice I am determined to act in all that 

Charles's brow darkened. His weakminded cousin acting under 
the advice of this impenetrable, unaccountable American ! What 
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m^ht that portend ? — no good, certainly ; no help to the easy settle- 
ment of this disagreeable business. So much, at at any rate, the 
present sudden confirmation of his first uneasy suspicions made 
clear to him. 

•' This is folly, Lewis," he cried in a hard tone. " I must decline 
to discuss intimate matters before an absolute stranger." 

" Colonel Fargus acts as my legal adviser for the present," re- 
iterated Lewis. There was an ominous gleam in his eye. 

" Your legal adviser ! " repeated the college Don, with another of 
his quick, contemptuous laughs. " It -is as like you to make an 
American Colonel your adviser in a matter of this kind, as it is, 
when returning unscathed from serious warfare, to seek the adorn- 
ment of a Schlaeger cut." 

" You lose," thought Fargus, as he quietly watched the scene 
and forebore to take notice in any way of the disparaging allusion to 
himself, " all your advantage, my friend, as soon as you release your 
grasp on your temper." 

" I do not suppose," resumed Lewis doggedly, " that your pur- 
pose here to-day is to discuss my mental weaknesses. I tell you 
Colonel Fargus remains by my wish ; I give you the opportunity 
you desired to speak with me upon matters you state to be of im- 
portance. Allow me to observe that, if you decline to make use of 
it, my time can be more pleasantly employed than in being cate- 
chized or lectured." 

"You are a fool, Lewis!" pronounced Mr. Hillyard slowly. 
" You are aware, 1 know, of the present state of affairs, yet would 
make a man who can only be the most casual acquaintance of yours 
privy to what I must say lo you to-day." 

"1 am aware of the true state of affairs." 

Lewis spoke quietly enough, though his mouth quivered with 
anger. Charles shrugged his shoulders and only smiled at the amend- 
ment. 

" You will, I fear, regret this," he said after a pause ; for though 
the presenct of the impassible watcher irritated him savagely, to 
yield before him now and quit the field savored too strongly of de- 
feat to be entertained for a moment. " You will repent your un- 
warrantable offensiveness to me, and this absurdity in dragging a 
third person into our business. I warn you fairly what I must 
. speak upon to-day will be no pleasant hearing for you. However, a 
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willful man, t suppose, must have his way. I certainly can not af- 
ford to come backward and fonvard to your loft in the hope of find- 
ing you in some more sensible frame of mind." 

Still Lewis remained silent. 

After a few minutes' impatient waiting, Charles wheeled round 
his chair and. changing his attitude to seat himself more at ease, 
carelessly turned his back on Fargus, and observed in his old pat- 
ronizing manner: "Seeing your present mood, it would be idle, I 
presume, to try and convince you that in this errand of mine I am 
really actuated to a great extent by friendly feelings." 

" It would," interrupted Lewis, with a sweep of the hand depre- 
cating further progress on that topic. 

" Quite so. Yet it remains a fact that in seeking a private inter- 
view — which your sullen manner leads me to believe will be even 
more unpleasant to me than I anticipated — I have been prompted 
mainly by the desire to spare you as much as possible, under the 
circumstances. It would undoubtedly be, as I trust you will pres- 
ently see, far more to your advantage than to mine that the issue 
between us should be amicably and privately settled," 

Again Lewis vouchsafed no reply ; but a tightening of the lip 
and a red flash of the eye betrayed how intensely his cousin's words 
and manner tried his small remnant of patience. 

Charles paused as if to select his words, while his eyes musingly 
wandered over the quartered coat-of-arms wherein Lewis's family 
pretensions were blazoned above the portraits of his father and 
mother. At length, with a certain effort— for, with all hb philoso- 
phical egotism, the task was trying— he began to expound his case 
in that clear, deliberate speech, with that thoughtful choice of lan- 
guage so familiar, and once so pleasing to Lewis in the old Unii-er- 
sity days. 

" It may be as well," said he, " that 1 should first briefly recapit- 
ulate the main points in the family history of Kerr of Gilham which 
have led to the present dead-lock. Though, doubtless, you are well 
acquainted with them, to do so may establish my premises more 
clearly, and perhaps save some profltless discussion. Mr. William 
Geoi^ Kerr, my grandfather, whose death occurred in '46, had 
issue : by his first wife, William, the late head of the family ; by 
his second, George, who died in "57, and Susan, my mother, who 
died two years ago. Mr. William Kerr, who died last July, had 
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then no issue living^. The estate is entail on the heirs male. The 
question now b, who is the heir'at-law ? I think this is the case in 
a nutshell." 

Lewis nodded impatiently, and Charles proceeded : " This ques- 
tion of heirship unfortunately raises a point which, but for the un- 
foresacn contingency of the untimely death, wilhool issue them- 
selves, of the late squire's two sons, no one would have had any in- 
terest in investigating And it is the strange irony of fate that the 
task of lifting the veil which covers the parentage of my old fnend 
and pupil should devolve upon me." 

Tumultuously Lewis's heart began to beat : the sickenii^ slan- 
der was coming home at last. 

" I need hardly say, Lewis," proceeded the speaker, with an un- 
conscious deepening of his voice, "that it is serious grief to me to 
have to say all this to you. The name which you bear is yours only 
by prescription, so to speak, and it is my painful task — " 

"Oh, for God's sake," interrupted Lewis, stamping his foot furi- 
ously, " a truce to your hypocritical sympathy ! Since you could 
turn traitor to friendship, have the courage of your opinion — say 
your say simply, at least. ' 

"This anger is (utile, unworthy even of your hot head," an- 
swered Charles, with a return of that grave dignity which so well 
became him ; " and unjust, too, on your part. The facts that have 
come under my notice are indubitable. 'The purest quixotism alone 
— and that is a character for which, as you know, 1 have little ad- 
miration — could induce any one to ignore them. I may appear sel- 
fish in insisting, as 1 mean to do. on my legal and moral right. 
Granted ; but it would be but fair of you to give me credit for thus 
trying to convince you in private. It is, I repeat, almost entirely 
for your sake I wish the case to be kept from a Court of Law, where 
I should have to assert my claim without mincing matters, and 
where the fact would be made brutally public that^yiwcannot prove 
yourself to be the son of the late George Kerr and that / can prove 
the contrary." 

" Charles Hillyard, you are a liar as well as a hypocrite and 
traitor ! " 

Fatgus's strong arm was in an instant interposed between 
Lewis's furious gesture of menace and the motionless figure of the 
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" My dear boy," he said with kind severity, " you are now putting 
yourself in the wrong ; and unless you can keep your feelings better 
under control, you had, indeed, better let ine conduct this business 
for you." 

Charles had not stirred a muscle under his cousin's threatened 
onslaught, but his face had hardened into colder contempt ; when 
Lewis, yielding to the firmness of Fargus's hand, resumed his 
place, he addressed himself to the Utter, and said, with a sarcastic 

" I see now that my old pupil has done wisely, after all, in tak- 
ing you as adviser in this affair. You Americans are proverbially 
cool-headed, Colonel Fargus ; and you form, I see, a most valuable 
corrective to Mr. Kerr's impetuosity. As I have certainly no wish 
that this interview, which I trust may lead to a wise settlement, 
should degenerate into a brawl, I now agree with you in thinking 
that it may be as well if our friend will leave you to act for him in 
an affair he is so evidently unfit to manage himself. Perhaps your 
persuasive powers may save him humiliation now and misery in the 
future." 

"You hear, Lewis," s^d Fargus, resuming his seat in the arm- 
chair, and halt tummg to his son to give him a warm look of sympa- 
thy that removed something of the bitterness seething in the young 
man's breast. "Will you retire /ro tempore figuratively into the 
background, and trust me to discuss — if it should prove necessary 
to discuss — Mr. HiUyard's business with him ? " 

" Pray do," said Lewis, attempting to smile in return and sig- 
njJly failing ; " you know I have given you a moral power of attor- 

" Then, sir, I am at your service," said the American, turning 
again toward Charles, who promptly resumed the thread of his ex- 
position, and now as pointedly addressed Fai^s as he had previ- 
ously excluded him : 

" I said that I had the proofs in my possession that my friend 
here, Lewis, was not the son of George Kerr, and, in consequence, 
not the heir-at-law. Here they are." And he placed a bundle of 
papers on the table by his side. " We can peruse and talk about 
them later, but first let me tell you the story which they will sub- 
stantiate." 

Fargus sent a quiet smile in Lewis's direction, which meant to 
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convey. " Never mind the specious arraignment you will heAT— you 
have heard the defense already." But Lewis's eyes were too fierce- 
ly set on the speaker's face to heed it. 

" In 1856," proceeded t^harles, " George Kerr married, at Seville, 
Doiia Carmen de Ayala. They lived toifether, I gather from the 
dates, one year and a day, and most of ttiat short time, to aU ap- 
pearances, unhappily— so unhappily that at last, after making 3 
shocking discovery concerning his wife's conduct, George Kerr left 
her and committed suicide." 

Lewis's face became ashen. It was hard, even after all Fargus's 
careful preparation, to have to hear attacked the honor of the woman 
who had borne him and not smite the slanderer to earth. He clinched 
his fist and turned his eyes slowly toward Fargus, but meeting the 
same grave and confident smile as heretofore, took courage from it 
for further self-control and patience. 

"Ves?" said Faigus, with quiet interrogatory, as he bent to- 
ward Charles Hillyard. The latter had paused, quite prepared for 
another explosion from Lewis, as the plain statement came out at 
last. Surprised at the silence, he turned sharply, to catch the mute 
intercourse between the two men- Although facilitating for the 
moment progress of business, it was with no satisfaction, but rather 
a recurrence of uneasiness, (hat he beheld the American's curious 
power over Lewis. His eyes rested a moment piercingly on the 
worn countenance of the latler. as if he would read into his vetj- 
soul. But when Fargus looked up again with his placid inquiry, 
Charles felt, with that curious anger this man seemed to have the 
secret of stirring in him, that he had met his match. 

" Yes— and then .' " asked Colonel Fargus. 

"Then Mrs. George Kerr returned immediately to her countr)', 
and in the natural course of time her child was bom. That child 
was christened Luis Jorge Kerr, was brought up in Spain 
adolescence, after which, on his grandfather's death, he was 
over to England. The squire, at Gilham, refused steadily to recog. 
niie him. My father, moved by feelings of benevolence, and pre- 
vailed upon by my mpiher, who loved to imagine that something 
was left in this world of her dead brother, accepted the ofiice 
guardian to the young outlander, while 1 became, out of personal 
liking, as they say, his guide, philosopher, and friend," 

Here Cbades stopped again, as if waiting for objections. 
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" That is not all, surely," said Fargus. 

" Of course that is not all. It is, so to speak, the broad sketch, 
which can be filled at leisure with the required detail." 

" Thus far," said Fargus composedly, " the story is one of a man 
who, five-and-twenty years ago, is alleged to have commilted sui- 
cide because he was not happy with the foreign woman he had 
married, and of his posthumous son, who had one bad uncle and 
one good one, after the fashion of fairy tales. You will be able to 
prove, I suppose, that Geoi^ Kerr had positive cause to suspect 
his wife ; secondly, that his death really was the result of suicide, 
not accident, as reported by the papers at the time ; thirdly, that his 
suicide, i( suicide there was, was brought about by horror at his 
wife's behavior: lastly, that the posthumous child could not by any 
possibility be his son. Unless you can prove all that, your story 
would hardly be adequate to support your important claim. You 
have, of course, more facts in reserve .' " 

" It is quite a pity you were not a lawyer. Colonel Fargus," s^d 
Charles, with mocking admiration. " Vou are right ; 1 have facts 
in reserve. But let me tell you at (he outset that it would be safe, 
in dealing with matters of this kind, to remember that in this coun- 
try — I do not know how it may be in yours — there arc very few 
disputes indeed that can not be made good subjects of litigation. 
You may. however, be certain that I wotild ret advance such a 
claim against my friend's interests were I not persuaded of the irre- 
fragable nature of my assertions. I can prove, to the hilt, almost 
every one of the points you have raised. Of the excessively un- 
happy life led by George Kerr and his wife, and of the last scene 
between them, evidently brought about by the discovery which led 
to his flying a dishonored house, I have sufficient testimony, having 
found some of the servants who were at that time in George Kerr's 
employment. But in this case personal evidence is not even re- 
quired, as there is extant a letter from George Kerr himself which 
shows explicitly that his life with his wife was miserable, and further 
points to one particular, unpardonable offense, which has driven 
him in disgust to make away with himself. In further proof of the 
question of suicide is the summary of the inquiry into the alleged 
accident, if it be read in the light afforded by the dead man's letter. 
And, finally, there is Mrs. Kerr's own letter to my mother, in which, 
at the same time, she admits her guilt and announces it as the caus« 
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of her husband's death. There is no proof," continued Mr. Hill- 
yard, after again pausing to watch the effect of his disclosures, and 
again noticing with surprise and intangible disquietude a confiden- 
tial exchange of glances between his adversaries — "there is no 
actual proof that Lewis can not be the child of that union — for he 
was bom in March, iSjS, while his putative father died in the 
month of July preceding — but, unfortunately for him, two pass^^ 
in the existing documents fill up the lacunes. You will no doubt 
notice them on perusal. In one of them George Kerr writes : 
' Thank God, we have no children.' In the other Mrs. Kerr, struck 
with remorse, admits : ' I know I have been guilty toward him.' Last- 
ly, I can prove from variotis letters written by the late Mr. Kerr to my 
father, which are still obtainable, that the belief in the illegitimacy 
of this boy bom in foreign parts was shared by all his English rela- 
tions, except, as I have said, my mother, who succeeded in blinding 
herself to a truth which would have been inexpressibly shocking to 
her, and myself, who had never heard anything but insinuations on 
the subject, and never cared — being satisfied with my friend as he 
was — to investigate JL Circumstances, however, had altered con- 
siderably when these documents came into my hands. What these 
circumstances are you are by this time well aware." 

" Before I ask you, Mr. Hillyard," said Fargus, after a somewhat 
lengthy silence, " how these documents — the most important of 
which undoubtedly should, by rights, have been surrendered long 
ago to my friend— have come into your hands, 1 should like to know 
how you propose to prove their authenticity ? " 

" Upon my word, Colonel," exclaimed Charles, with a laugh that 
ill concealed his vexation, " one might almost imagine that you had 
prepared the defense at leisure, so methodically do you survey my 
means of attack. Of course, Lewis heard something of my move- 
ments through Perkins, and you have evidently been discussing 
them together; but did I not know it to be impossible that you 
could have learned more than the broad facts of the case, I should 
be tempted to think you had already studied and sifted the relative 
importance of every point. You are a bom lawyer, I repeat, and 
were it not for your laurels 1 should incline to imagine you had mis- 
taken your vocation." 

Fargus answered the flippancy with a grave inclination of the 
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" You have not answered my question," said he. 

" Your objection was so very obvious," returned Charles, with 
an easy smile. " Their authenticity can, of course, be established 
beyond doubt, or my case would at once fall to the ground. My 
uncle's handwriting and my father's are easily verifiable. There 
was at first a certain difficulty in connection with that of the late 
George Kerr; but it was found. that his last will was holograph, 
that it was proved, and is, of course, accessible to experts. As to 
Mrs. Kerr's letters, I will now inform you that I have just returned 
from Spain, whither I went to verify certain data— among others, 
the handwriting of Lewis's mother. I had, I confess, to conceal my 
real purpose — to sail, so to speak, under false colors — but, thanks 
to the extraordinary courtesy of the Spanish people, I obtained 
leave to take away sundry old letters, photographs of which 1 can 
.let you see whenever you wish." 

" What would those courteous Spanish people say to that sam- 
ple of an English gentleman's conduct," put in Lewis scornfully, 
" could they but have known your purpose ? " 

" Their thoughts on the subject would cause me little concern, 
I do assure you," rejoined Charles dryly; "though, surely, neither 
you nor they could object to a little diplomacy in view of a good 
purpose. The end justifies the means. Does not your Chur~'~ 
teach that ? " 

" Your knowledge of the rules of my religion is as insufficie 
Charles, as your conception of the rales of honor," said Lewis 
icy tones. " You have obtained some of my mother's letters 
means of lies worthy of a private detective, not of a gentlema 
just as you have retained, for your own purpose, papers which I 
longed to me — which, plainly worded, is theft." 

" Lewis," said Fargus, " let me again entreat you not to sp( 
another word. This is a consultation. We shall waste much 
our purpose if you condescend to angry recrimination, howe' 
true what you say may be, and however justified you may be 
sajing it." 

Charles felt the backhander more keenly under the dispassion: 
form in which it was administered than the angry insult of his p( 
cousin ; but, without changing his manner, he said very quietly : 

" After this little expression of opinion on my character 
should be quite justified in abandoning my present friendly inti 
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tions, and in letting matters go through the regular channel, with 
all its consequent publicity. But, having gone so far through an 
exceedingly unpleasant ordeal, I consider it worth my while to see 
it to the end." 

" I am glad to hear you say so," said Fargus ; " but as the un- 
paiiiamentary expressions were on our side, would it not be advisa- 
ble for you to explain how you have come into the possession of 
things which we might claim as our own ? " 

" I have no objection," said Charles carelessly : " it b very easily 
told, and a very ^mple matter. My uncle, William Kerr, gave the 
papers to me, or, rather, directed me where and how to get them, 
before he died ; and I verily believe the knowledge of the use I should 
be bound to put them to was what soothed his last moments. He 
recovered consciousness toward the middle of the night," he added 
to Fargus, as if anticipating an objection, "for half an hour or so. 
I was watching, as you know, and alone to keep the vigil. He was 
terribly babbling, of course, but he was able to make his meaning 
clear through sheer detennination. 1 confess I had been thinking 
somewhat of the succession myself, and so was all the quicker to 
catch the drift of it ; but there was no mistaking the emphasis with 
which he said, ' No bastard here.' You have forced me to plain- 
speaking, both of you ; I can not help it if it offends your ears." 

"And how could the squire have come into the possession of 
these unlawful goods ?" asked Faigus, breaking the cold silence 
that followed this speech, after a deeply reflective pause. 

""^■^at 1 have explained to myself by plausible surmise, but I 
have no absolute certainty. The squire was my father's 
r, and must have found this bundle among my father's pa- 
rhcy were addressed to Lewis, with a letter in my father's 
jt unsealed. The old gentleman was thus able to satisfy 
as to their contents, and took them into his possession, 
did so — why he did not forward them to Lewis at once, I 
:her explain nor defend. It is just probable that he was 
for his return to England to send them, or perhaps intended 
;he bitter pleasure of giving them to him with his own hands, 
lainingthereby his persistent repudiation of him. He always 
^ deep resentment against Lewis, and it was a sore point 
n that my father and mother should receive him as they 
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" May I ask," said Lewis in a low voice, " if you consider you 
have also a right to your father's letter to me — whether you read it, 
and mean to keep it to use against me ? " 

" My good fellow," said Charles irtpatiently, '' I most certainly 
read the letter, and most certainly I should use it were it likely to 
prove of any use to me. It is, however, far too ambiguously worded 
to be so, and I shall send it to you as soon as I can get it out of ray 
dispatch-box, which I left at my lawyer's during my absence abroad. 
Your sneers are quite thrown away upon me, I may remark ; my 
conscience does not in the least trouble me for doing what any other 
man would have done under the circumstances. My father's letter 
to you and the whole packet of papers vfere, as I have told you, 
unsealed ; his death was sudden at the end— in fact, occurred, I be- 
lieve, on the very day after he wrote to you, and no doubt he meant 
to arrange for these papers being given into your own hands. I do 
not in the least attempt to deny it, but I am quite certain, on the 
other hand, that, could he have foreseen the death of both the di- 
rect heirs, he would have felt bound to make use of them himself 
and assure the succession to the legitimate heir." 

"Surmises as to the probable conduct of Lewis's late guardian, 
under supposititious circumstances are useless as evidence," inter- 
posed Fargus, anxious to forestall his son's reply; "anditren 
a fact, Mr. Hillyard, that you have unlawfully appropriated le 
for the purpose of damaging their rightful owner and advai 
your private interests. Should the case be destined to come b 
a court of law— even should you prove successful there — I cai 
think this circumstance will raise you in the estimation of 
friends. You are wise, certainly, as far as your own interest! 
concerned, in desiring to avoid publicity." 

" My dear sir," returned Charles in a bland voice, but with, 
crtheless, a darkling look at the speaker, " you are wrong for < 
I am not in the least afriud of the world's verdict any more thi 
the jury's. But be it as it may, I am quite prepared to taki 
rough with the smooth, as it has been my principle all my life. 
I believe," he added with a cynical smile, "the world would nt 
hard on the successful claimant." 

" At any rate," said Fargus, feeling, for the first time during 
intercourse, an uprising of anger hard to conceal, " I am one 
you in desiring to avoid the open scandal. I presume that. 
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your object is to convince us of the advant^es of such a course, 
you have now adverted to every proof you possess of the irrefraga- 
ble character of your claim." 

" And you hold there copies of all the most important docu- 
nienis — such, I mean, as could not be done without ? " 

" Yes." said Charles after a pause, devoted to the endeavor to 
understand the drift of this question. 

•■ Very good. Well, now that we have heard everything you can 
advance against your cousin — what have you got to propose to 

" First," said Charles, "that he should read the attested copies, 
which I shall have prepared and sent to-morrow, and digest them. 
Then, if he should wish to see the originals, that he should call at 
my solicitor's and satisfy himself as to what I have advanced. 
That he should further take competent advice, and if he comes to 
the conclusion, as I believe he must ultimately, that hts chances of 
establishing his legitimacy are too slender to justify his risking an 
action in defense, that he should come to an agreement, resigning 
his claim, by means of whatever instrument is best available. 
Among other obvious advantages to him I may point out how 
excessively damaging such a public trial would be to him in his 
regiment if he fails, and how, on the other hand, none save his most 
intimate friends will realize that he would have been heir-at-law to 
his uncle's property under more favorable circumstances." 

" Thank you for your forethought," said Lewis, endeavoring to 
conceal, under an ironical smile, how sore a point this reference to 
his beloved regiment touched upon. " Let me repeat your own ' 
words, and that with a clearer conscience. I am not afraid of pub- 
licily, for/have done nothing dishonorable,' 

Charles bowed mockingly at the complimentary insinuation, but 
Fargus, with a warning glance at the young man, again interposed 
his quiet voice : 

" You have no objection, I presume, to allow me to enamine 
these wonderful documents?" he asked of Charles, who in reply 
handed him the parceL 

Fargus withdrew near the window and silently proceeded to 
read them one by one, as if their contents had come under his eyes 
for the first time. Lewis watched him at first in some surprise, but 
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remembered the promise made to Miss Wren, and thought he un- 
derstood the mancEUvre, though it somewhat grated upon his par- 
ticular ethics. On his side, Charles followed the American's prog- 
ress through each letter with curiosity and some annoyance at the 
impressive countenance that betrayed neither surprise, uneasiness, 
nor conviction. The fire burned red and crumbled into glowing ash 
upon the hearth, the wind shook the casements as if with an impa- 
tient hand, and the rain pattered on the panes at intervals. The 
stillness inside the room was marked only by Lewis's quick breath- 
ing and the grave tick of his old clock. 

- At length the reader looked up. His task was completed. The 
papers contained an accurate copy of those which he had destroyed 
the night before ; there was nothing new in them save some mar- 
ginal hieroglyphics in shorthand, evidently added by Charles as 
memoranda for his own use. 

"Did I understand you to say you had no other copy?" he 
asked, slowly turning toward the latter. 

- " Yes," answered Mr. Hillyard : " this is the only one for the 
present. You would, I suppose, like to keep it, but I should prefer 
you to have one that is properly certified. I meant, indeed, to have 
it ready to bring with me when I came, but Mr. Kerr's telegram left 
me no time. You shall have it, however, as I said, to-morrow," he 
added, stretching out his hand as he spoke ; " I made this one my- 
self, and I have added notes intelligible only to myself — anoth-"'- 
reason why 1 wish to retain it." 

"One moment," said Fargus reflectively, and he walked acre 
the room to Lewis, who made way tor him on the hearth. 

'• Lewis, you have deputed me to act tor you," he said gravely 
his son. 

Then, as both men stood watching him with some surprise, 
deliberately turned round, threw the parcel at the back of the gra 
and planted himself before the fire, in an attitude which seem 
quietly to defy interference, while the leaping flames toyed with a 
licked their new prey, and, soaring, flashed with it into nothingne 

Lewis who had made a quick gesture as if to prevent the dei 
at a look from Fargus restrained himself, and took a hasty tr 
round the room in a high state of perturbation. Charles remain 
motionless, but the first unmitigated astonishment upon his U 
melted into open and somewhat irritated contempt. 
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" This behavior, Colonel Fargus, 1 might have expected from 
one of Lewis's stamp, who invariably acts on those first impulses 
which are traditionaUy loolish — but hardly from you. Besides being 
very indecorous, it is absolutely futile : did 1 not distinctly stale that 
these papers were only copies? If, indeed, I had been foolish 
enough to bring the originals, such a stratagem would have been ■ 
treacherous, but at least comprehensible. But this ridiculous, weak- 
minded display of irritation can le-d to nothing, except to give me 
the small extra trouble of making two copies instead of one. Did 
you perchance imagine," he went on with curling lip, as an expla- 
nation seemed to dawn upon him, " that the notes 1 referred to, in 
the margin, were of vital importance, or such as could not be re- 
placed by half an hour's work?" 

" Mr. Hillyard," answered Fargus in his tranquil way, though 
there was just the suggestion of an irrepressible twinkle in his eye 
that set Charles's mind wandering perturbedly on a wide field of 
conjecture, " I never pretended to be other than mortal man, and 
mortal man, you know, is liable to error. I regret to have fallen in 
your estimation, to have laid myself open lo the damning charge of 
impetuosity. The rash act is unfortunately done, and can not be 
undone. May it console you, for having had lo behold such an in- 
; of human weakness, to reflect thai, at any rate, it has been 
as far as you are concerned." 

laries now got up. There was an uglylook on his face. 
[ do not understand you. Colonel Fargus," he said insolently, 
I confess, do I care lo try. Be it as it may, I have done what 
:o past friendship prompted me to do ; I shall have no cause 
de myself if it has been in vain. Good-by, Lewis. I am sorry 
come to this between us, though it is not my fault. You have 
up with a new friend, but for all your silly anger against me, 
bt if the change be for the better. Lei me give you this last 
ng, for the sake of old days : Do not let yourself be advised 
course of action which. 1 tell you, must lead you to a miserable 
. At the beginning of this interview I thought 1 could con- 
late you on your adviser i I was wrong. You are excitable, 
influenced and thoroughly impractical, but unless you have 
changed, a straightforward, honorable fellow. Take my ad- 
to-morrow you shall have these papers ; read them yourself 
idge for yourself, and do not hand over your will and conscience 
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into the keeping of this " — here the speaker meastired Fargus with 
a. cold, challenging glance, and paused — " this disinterested, brand- 
new friend of yours." 

" Good-by, Mr. Hiliyard," said Fargus. still standing with his back ■ 
to the fire, his eyes still shining with that gleam of inward satis- 
faction which was so puzzling to his nephew, "We shall meet 
again. I dare say, when I hope I may not have the misfortune to 
find so much disfavor in your eyes. I go back to my Lone Grange 
Perhaps we may meet down there." 



CHAPTER XIX. 



The sun had just cleared the golden belt of mist on 
zon : emerald-tinted gleamed the crest of the wooded slo 
ham. while the hollow folds of the land still lay in glaucou 
each tremble of dewdrop reflected the rising orb in miniat 
fresh swept the breeze from the broad moors — sweeter th: 
perfumes with the breath of wild nature, of pine-wood ani 
thyme, and the myriad herbs of the distant plainland. 

Alone in the midst of his lonely demesne stood F 
watched with delight the secrets of morning unfolding ani 
and ripening; watched theearth doff her white veil of mis 
the sun's ^ooing as the bride to the kiss of the bridegnx 
ing, responsive and glowing 1 he inhaled with grateful zt 
ginal freshness around htm, and his thoughts were tender 
ness, though tinged with a vague melancholy. Those the 
roused him from dreamful slumbers to a vivid wakeni 
dawn had yet outgrown night, and, oppressed by the lim 
and ceiling, unable in his solitude to use that precious 
which man can relieve the overpressure of his mind, and 
cate of his joy or sorrow to feQow-man, he had risen witi 
to seek the ever-ready companionship of nature and the I 
air and space. 

He had taken his gun, almost mechanically, from the 
passed out, and swung a cartridge-belt over bis shoulder 
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innocent blood of the wild things of moor and brushwood was rot 
to lie on his soul that morn, and the first frantic enthusiasm and 
rapturous anticipation of his black retriever, as she circled and 
leaped round hini with joyful note, sank to reproachful sadness as 
now a brown-winged covey started with a whir and flutter from a 
covert of hazel bush, now a startled hare bounded and sped across 
his path, and yet her master never so much as lifted the unerring 
gun to his shoulder. 

Crushing the heather beneath his feet, dashing the dew sparkles 
from gorse and juniper bush, the man tramped onward, following 
his thought, till his aimless march brought him to the crest of an 
almost imperceptibly rising sweep of ground, whence the eye dom- 
inated a wide stretch of country. North and east the broad undu- 
lations of the moorland, melting into fulvous or amethystine distance, 
with here and there a silver pool blinking up at the ever-brightening 
sky; here, a patch of red autumnal -leaved bushes, there, a slash of 
vivid green turf where morass joined healher-brown earth. To the 
south, beneath him, on ever-deepening levels, belted in by stripes of 
solemn firs, by rolling masses of yellowing timber, by horizon 
waves of faint blue mountains, lay the rich meadows of Gilham, the 
prosperous village dominated by the single tower of the Court, 
proudly upreared above the trees. To the west, against a tenuous 
curtain of mist, through an opening of the wooded screen, rose the 
gabled pride, flashed the black and white tracery of Woldham, 
its facet windows striking back the level sun rays with manifold ir- 
radiation. 

Faigus let his eyes roam from that distant joyful gUnt to the 
cold thin line of the empty flagstaff over the Court tower, and his 
heart grew warm with a presentiment of coming good. When the 
red and white waved once more from that turret, flaunting the Ken- 
escutcheon to the breeze, then would his brave boy be master of the 
old home, the accepted head of the old family. And then for-that 
fair girl — perchance now just waking behind yonder burning win- 
dow, or, may be, still wrapped in whitc-souled dream fancies — then, 
please God ! would there be a stitching of bridal garments, a weav- 
ing of bridal wreaths. And as the sun rose, away from amber and 
orange to whitest brilliancy amid the blue ether, as the shadows 
shortened and the day grew universal gold over the beautiful autumn 
land — David Fargus, lost in his dreams, saw in spirit a happy future 
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unfold before him scene upon scene ; saw Lewis, the secret pride 
of his declining life, lead home his wife ; saw the fullness of joy, the 
crown of love upon his young strength ; ay, saw children about his 
knee, and David Fargus himself an honored guest beloved of old 
and young, coming year by year to rest by this happy hearth — short 
spells of family life, of which none should ever guess the deep 
hidden sweetness to the lonely wanderer. And his boy should ad- 
minister his goodly fortune in all wisdom, should make for himself 
a name in his father's country worthy of the best of them. 

Even as in years gone by. when the horizon of life had seemed 
incommensurable to his ardent gaze, he had dreamed of success, 
fame, happiness for himself, so did Fargus now encompass his son's 
future with e^er and loving ambition ; and, indeed, he had reason 
to be hopeful — no one could come between his son and his name 
and estate, Gilham was Lewis's beyond dispute ; now must he woo 
his bride again. 

Fargus smiled as he gazed at the distant gabled casement, the 
sheen on which, among the trees, was rapidly fading as the sun 
rose. There lay his boy's princess — the sleeping princess wailing 
for the kiss of love to wake her to life and womanhood. If thorny 
barriers and spell of cold slumber were not ready to yield before 
him this time, he was much mistaken. 

Anxious to be ready with some news against his guest's arrival, 
anent that dear wish of his soul, the father, on the first afternoon 
after his home-coming, had hied him to Woldham, intent on recon- 
noitering how the land lay there. Maude was away — a cause of 
great regret — on a visit somewhere in the neighborhood, and not 
eipected back for a few days ; but the General was at home and 
unaffectedly delighted to see his friend, and in the untidy smoking- 
room, amid the pipes and guns and sport trophies, they had had a 
lengthy talk. From almost the first words spoken it had been evi- 
dent to Fargus that, as far at least as the old man was concerned, 
he had misjudged Charles, and that no misrepresentation had been 
made here to blight Lewis's position. General Woldham was quite 
e^er to speak of ihe "young squire," delighted and amazed to 
hear that Fai^s had already made acquaintance with him, and ex- 
cited beyond measure by a graphic account of the duel and its re- 
sults. His pipe went out, his blue eyes, bright and keen as steel, 
sparkled and danced under the bushy white brows, while the most 
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complete assortment of snorts and sniffs were produced to punctu- 
ate the visitor's deliberate narrative of the encounter, the flight 
across the hills, and the fever episode in Brussels. The old soldier, 
of course, was bound to some highly proper indignation on the sub- 
ject of dueling itself, and vowed he would give Mr. Kerr a piece of 
his mind about his folly, and pished and pshawed at the description 
of the subaltern's scarred face ; but he asked for a second descrip- 
tion of the fight, insisted on an illustration of the bouts, to Fai^s's 
great amusement, with the help of a crop and a walking-stick, and 
there was an irrepressible chuckle somewhere subterraneously and 
a certain unctuous gloating over the detail of blows exchanged, and 
the foreigner's final undoing, which would not have deceived a child 
as to the nature of his real feelings. 

And after that the General had gone on to talk about Lewis and 
the old days, and his ailectioa for him : and roused into greater un- 
reserve by Fargus's tactful guidance, there had escaped from his 
lips a phrase which caused the other father a warm pleasure ; " Up 
on his word," he had said, " he did not know, after all. any one he 
would desire more as mate for his Maude." 

"I used to think 1 hey fancied each other," he had proceeded, 
relighting hts pipe. ' Certainly Maude does not care for any one 
else — at any rate, she has refused offer after offer, and good fellows, 
too. I don't say that I was very sorry, for I can't spare ray girl 
easily, you know, Fargus ; but, still, an old fogey like me must not 
be too selfish. But, by Jove! when I heard our fine young gentle- 
man had flown abroad instead of coming here, as he should have 
done, I made sure I knew what he had gone for. But it seeras I'm 
all at sea. My girl came back with never a word about him, and 
now you tell me he was quietly revisiting the scenes of his student 
days at Heidelberg. Can't make out what you were all posting-off 
to Germany for, when Lewis ought to have been at Gilham, and 
your shooting was just beginning, too." 

" I dare say Mr. Kerr will explain," had answered Fargus, care- 
ful to conceal the satisfaction which the beginning of the General's 
speech had caused him, and keeping his own counsel in face of the 
very natural exasperation which marked the end. " Young men are 
erratic at times : I do not pretend to understand them. All I can 
tell you about Lewis Kerr is that I found him a plucky fellow and 
an excellent companion. As for me, I am by nature and habit a 
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conlinned wanderer. When the whim takes me, wander 1 inust, 
be there a thousand beller reasons to keep me at home. Now, 
however, I am established for some time, 1 hope; and m" ■"■■" 
friend, Mr. Kerr, has promised to come and stop with me, an 
me to shoot my scarce game, while I am, later on, to help 1 
shoot his well-preserved coverts. I have the best of the b 
thus far." 

After which the conversation had diverged into other chi 
for Fargus was too well bred and too wise to push the Gener 
ther than he seemed inclined to go upon the delicate topic, he 
tempting the opportunity might seem. But enough had bee 
to confirm his secret hopes, Whether Charles had preji 
Maude against her girlhood's choice, it was just possible he 
have written — at any rate, whatever may have been the indue 
work which caused her to refuse him, that must Lewis find ( 
himself ft was not for Fargus to interfere here ; the coai 
clear of material obstacles, the weapon wielded by the false 
had broken in his hand, and here was the General as ready t 
come his old favorite as son-in-law as he had been ready to 
father's part to him in his somewhat deserted boyhood. 
would be precious news to welcome the lover on the morrow, 
father had as good as said that if Maude's heart was not L 
then it belonged to none. Who could know the bent 
maiden mind better than he, between whom and his be 
daughter there existed the closest confidence and most ex 
tenderness ? Lewis with these odds in his favor had but to fij 
for his happiness. 

Fargus was a man of wide experience ; his checkered III 
carried him through many strange adventures, the like of whi 
fall few people. He had a partly inborn, partly acquired, faci 
discovering men's inward through their outward self, and ri 
with clear eye the weakness or the vice that lay behind fair pi 
ments ; he had a straight decisive judgment of conduct and 1 
but there was a very important element he had never cared to 
and which had remained in consequence as a sealed book to hit 
womankind— the womankind, that is. reared in loving homi 
shielded from the outer guile and the vulgar curses of life- 
maidens that dream away their existence in innocency sucfc 
scarce comprehensible to those that have had to face the wc 
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it is from childhood upward — of the depths of the hearts of these, 
of the virginal reticence that would keep unwhispered even in a 
mother's ear the name of the loved one-Kif such things had Fai;^s 
no conception. 

And now. as he stood upon the moor and sent his glance to- 
ward that special gable in the old black and white house which 
marked, as he knew, the bower of its fair mistress, he hugged him- 
self to think that she was destined to be the blessing of his son's 
young manhood. 

The day was broad when the faint clang of a church bell in the 
distance recalled him to the flight of time. He glanced at his watch 
—it marked the half-hour after nine ; he remembered that he was 
hungry and had not yet broken his fast— remembered, too, that the 
early post must have reached the Grange, and that he was expect- 
ing a letter from Lewis announcing the definite date of his arrival. 

" Yes, Dinah," he said, looking kindly at the retriever, who, per- 
ceiving him to be awakened from his prolonged immobility, now 
ventured upon an expostulatory whine, " I know 1 have been most 
disappointing this morning Come on, old lady ; you shall have a 
good breakfast to make up for the loss of your sport. Home, 
Dinah ! home ! " 

With agitated tail and nose to earth Dinah bounded off in the 
direction indicated, and her master swung after her down the slope 
at a right sturdy pace. A quarter of an hour's procedure after such 
fashion brought them within the gates of the wilderness of garden, 
and Fargus, after depositing Dinah in the kitchen with directions 
for her delectation, sought his own breakfast-table, where awaited 
him a bulging post-bag and a promising array of dishes, and natu- 
rally devoted his attention first to the former object. As he antid- 
paled, there was a letter addressed in Lewis's somewhat precise and 
foreign -looking caligraphy. Such a thick letter I Wiiat could the 
boy have to say to swell his envelopte to these dimensions ? 

Fargus weighed the missive in his hand and hesitated to open it. 
The morning had been bright, the future before him stretched a 
cloudless prospect, but now there seemed to be gathering a cloud 
before the sunshine ; beautiful mornings do not always keep their 
fair promises : an unusual shadow of evil came athwart his own 
heart. In another minute, however, he laughed at himself: 

" Positively I am as bad as a lover about his mistress over this 
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big boy of mine. How now, David Fargus ! presentiment because 
there is a cloud over the sun, and because a letter from Staple Inn 
seems too fat ! You are getting old — you must be drifting into sec- 
ond childhood ! " 

He sat upon the window-sill, broke open the envelope with a 
steady hand, and drew forth three closely-written sheets. The 
clouds drifted and drifted, darker and closer. Rain fell. Sunshine 
flashed out again, and the blue sky broke once more over a spark- 
ling, dripping earth. The traveling-clock on the mantlepiece ticked 
the seconds of an hour; the tea-kettle on Faigus's breakfast -table 
boiled itself frantic till the spirit flame burned out. Once Turner, the 
discreet, passed his head in at the door and noiselessly withdrew it. 
Still Fargussat absorbed over that lengthy letter, moving only to 
turn the sheets this way and that as be read and pondered and read 
again: 

"My dear Colonel Fargus" (Lewis had written,): "I 
fear that when this comes under your eyes your first impulse will be 
to mentally declare that you wash your hands of one so ungrateful 
and foolish. But as you have proved of more help to me in my seri- 
ous trouble — been more friendly, more disinterestedly Idnd in every 
possible way — than I can express, I am emboldened to open out my 
whole mind to you once more and expose my presept difficulty. 

" There is no use in trying to disguise the fact that ever since 
those letters which you burned were brought to me by Miss Wren 
I have been far from feeling as convinced of the justice of my claim 
to name and estate as before, It was a great blow to me to learn 
that what I had endeavored to drive from my mind as an exa^er- 
ated, self- tormenting fancy — the suspicion of my father having com- 
mitted suicide — was actually an indisputable fact. Vet when you 
placed my case and Charles Hillyard's before me, I own you spoke 
so clearly, so plausibly, that your words seemed to carry conviction 
with them ; and subsequently, during that first visit of Charles's, my 
anger against him seemed to prevent me from reasoning. But when 
I was left to myself, when you were gone, when I was no longer 
under the spell of your cheering, vigorous, sympathetic presence, I 
had time to reflect ; and last night Charles Hillyard came again. 
He was in bitter anger, and said bitter things : he had discovered 
the loss of the papers, of course, and also knew how it happened, 
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His very first words were so insulting to me, so outrageous about 
you, that, in the indignation they roused, I told him I would neither 
listen nor speak to him. He was obliged to leave me without ob- 
taining any satisfaction as to what had become of the documents — 
though it is quite evident he believes you have them — norastowhat 
my feelings were in the matter. But what he said I had to hear, 
and it has sunk deep into my heart. 

'• ' You have read these papers, Lewis,' he said ; ' you have seen 
with your own eyes how this George Kerr you claim as a father 
wrote to your mother — in what anguish, with what reproach ! No 
man can forgive her behavior, he says. He is too sick at heart even 
to try and punish her, but after his awful discovery he can not live 
with her ; it is impossible. But he will not ruin her in the eyes of 
the world. These are his words, Lewis : " I will give you your lib- 
erty and my money, but I will die ! " Read that letter. Levris — read 
it, if you have it, for. I suspect, your wonderful new friend has got 
hold of the papers, as he seems to have got hold of your con- 
science — for God knows what private aim of his own — but if you 
have them in your possession, study them alone, dispassionately, 
honestly, away from his perverting influence, then dare to say you 
believe your mother innocent, yourself true-bom I dare to come and 
offer yourself as the last link of the chain of true Kerrs ! ' Forgive 
me for repeating the absurdity about you. I can laugh at it now, 
though it angered me so much at the time that, but for that inso- 
lence, I think I could have cried out to him that he was right, that I 
should fight him no more. For when he spoke of that letter he 
had the accent of truth in his voice, and his words seemed to brand 
themselves on my brain. And oh ! Colonel Faigus, I could not 
turn upon him and say ; ' You have twisted the words to your own 
evil meaning — thus, and not so, did my father write.' I could not 
even say to him ; ■ I will read, and prove you liar from your own 
mouth ! ' Why did you bum those letters ? How can 1 ever now 
judge the true from the false ? What lies before me but either to 
take upon me honors and riches I can never establish, to my own 
mind, a moral right to ; or blast myself bastard, for the sake of a 
quiet conscience ? Better, indeed, would have been the lawsuit, the 
open scandal, than this. At least, if by law I had been proclaimed 
legitimate, I could in peace of mind have accepted the position, and 
for the sake of my name and all it means to me I should have 
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risked the alternative. But now again I say, what can I do? 
When Charlie had left me, I spent the n[ght in fruitless cogitation, 
pacing my cage from end to end, I tried, tried in vain, to still the 
doubt— went over all you had said to me— your narrative of the 
contents of the letters as compared with Charlie's, and what I know 
of the past myself. I see your point of view — I am not led by fool- 
ish fears that have no genuine foundation ; the case lies now plain 
and clear before me. I believe, with you, that these letters prove 
nothing to absolute certainty ; on the other hand, I see, with Hill- 
yard, that they lay my parentage open to strong suspicion. You, in 
your kindness and anxiety to befriend one to whom you had taken a 
liking, thought better, in the absence of aiiy distinct proof, to spare 
me the knowledge of this suspicion. There are men, no doubt, 
who would laugh to think that on a mere suspicion I should medi- 
tate giving up name and fortune. I repeat, if I could fight it out 
with Hillyard in fair and open fight, 1 should do so, and accept the 
verdict of the court, whichever way it went, as final. But a series 
of extraordinary— and, as it turns out now, unfortunate — events 
have rendered this impossible, I have been legally established heir 
to Gilham by the revei^eful cleverness of a jealous woman, and by 
your well-meaning but mistaken destruction of evidence against me. 
Can 1 take advantage of this ? I know what you would say to me. 
AH night, I tell you, I battled with myself ; and you alone, 1 believe, 
of ail human beings, can guess what a battle it was I had to fight — 
you alone know what the position I give up might have meant for 
me. But my conscience, my honor, are too strong for me, and 1 
have made up my mind, unless I can prove myself, to myself, a Kerr 
— and, alas ! I tear that is impossible— I must abandon everything 
to Charles. I was so worn out and sick at heart this morning that I 
was sorely tempted to write to him and have done vdth it all and go 
back to India at once. Then, when my poor old regiment comes 
home. next year, I should take the Staff Corps and remain behind. 
That would be a wrench ; hut I must cut myself away from Eng- 
land and that part of my life, or life would indeed be unbearable. I 
should have done it, 1 think, but for you. 1 could not seem so un- 
grateful in your eyes. I will do nothing, therefore, without hearing 
from you ; I hold to showing you what I fear this letter may lead 
you to doubt — that indeed my confidence in you is not shaken. I 
promise to take no steps without hearing from you, to wait patiently 
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for your answer to this. Do not ask me to come to you ; I dare not 
trust myself to meet Maude Woldham again in my humiliation. 
And do not be angry with me ; I feel how I am trespassing again 
on your goodness, how wearied you must be of me and my woes 
and my weakness ! Think for me. judge for me, and help me to 
safeguard my honor as you would have helped your own son, had 
you had one. I know well enough what you must say, now that 
you know how I look upon it all — no sacrifice can be considered 
when such a point is at stake ; but your decision will relieve me 
from this constant mental conflict. I shall write to the General 
when everything is settled and I am outward-bound once more; 
meanwhile, you will keep my counsel. 

" Yours ever sincerely and gratefully, 

■■Lewis Kerb. 

'• P. S. — Do you remember my asking you whether there was 
resemblance between Geor^ Kerr's portrait and myself ? I used 
to think so. This morning I held it beside my face before the glass 
and studied both images. I could see no likeness. Everything 
seems to have gone from me — even the memories that have grown 

A deep sigh escaped from Fai^us's lips when he at length 
looked up from the letter, and, refolding the closely-covered sheets 
with almost tender care, placed them in his breast-pocket. He 
then rose and stood looking out across the wide prospect, checkered 
now with strong Ughts and shadows from a cloud-riven yet sun- 
bright sky. 

So it had come to it at last The veil must be lifted, the secret 
unfolded. David Fargus, the loved and admired companion, the 
trusty friend, must reveal himself in his true colors. And George 
Kerr, mourned and lovingly regretted — George Kerr, whose mem- 
ory, in spite of one supposed unhappy deed, was kept in honor by 
his own, must reappear in all his self-seeking, his deceitfulncss be- 
fore the eyes of the one being he loved — with a love that seemed 
revengeful for his long immunity from human ties, so keen was it, 
so all-absorbing, so potent now for pain or joy. 

How different from under the glamour of his adventurous, care- 
less youth did the past appear now in the garish light of the pitiless 
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present ! Heedless disregard of another's possible sorrow ; gross 
egotism, which had led him to act a ghastly lie, to desert his child, 
to disown his name — so did it stand in reality. And from it, behold 
what a train of Consequences, circling wider and wider till the lives 
of many innocent beings are drawn into the spreading wrong !— 
The death of her whom he had vowed to guard and cherish so 
long as life remained ; the grief and lonely old age of her parents, 
who had confided her to his guidance and keeping; the shadow 
across his sister's life ; the melancholy struggle of his son's child- 
hood and youth, and this insult to name and honor in his manhood; 
the dead squire's breach of trust and dying act of enmity ; the 
temptation to Charles Hiilyard and his fall from moral altitude to 
<jualified dishonesty and vulgar greed ; and the last wide ripple 
bringing such poignant misery to Lewis, cutting him apart from 
the true, sweet girl who had loved him — no doubt loved him still — 
to poor passionate Hilda, ruined and like to be abandoned to heaven 
knows what unimaginable depths. 

But the circle could and should be broken here, and the happi- 
ness of two lives, at least, be saved from out of the wreck ; the 
stigma should be rennoved from that beloved head. Thank God 
for that; thank God that by his own humiliation and suffering the 
father had it still in his power to save them to the son. 

This was to be the expiation^and a bitter one. What would 
that boy of his, who had learned to trust him, who revered him for 
past achievements and loved him for present good — what would 
that white-souled man, who held honor so high that he preferred 
expatriation and disgrace and the relinquishing of the woman he 
loved to the shadow of a stain upon it— and this with such a simple 
heroism as to be fain to ask pardon for the trouble caused — what 
would this Sir Galahad of modem youth, whom he, the father, was 
so proud of — what would he think of his father when the shameful 
truth had to be told ? No longer Colonel David Fargus, the hero 
of military legend, the model, the great man, deigning of his good- 
nature to lake such wondrous interest in an obscure English sub- 
altern, but a guilty father, creeping by stealth into the life of the son 
he had abandoned, shyly offering amends for unknown and im- 
measurable wrong, striving by subterfuges to undo some of the 
past; deceiving — deceiving till deception meant so complete a ruin 
that, in common humanity, he is forced to own the truth at last. A 
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father whom this son, having fought his way to honorable manB- 
ness — not by his help, but, indeed, in spite of him — owed nothing 
to, but much misery in the past and in the present. A father whom 
the son is never to acknowledge before the world, and whom he can 
not even acknowledge to himself without regret. Oh, it would be 
hard to have to do this— to lose the esteem, the affection so happily 
won, so highly prized ; to feel that all he could hope for now in thdr 
stead was anger, contempt, or, perchance— for his boy was gener- 
ous—pity and forgiveness ; and these were cold feelings for love to 
think on. And how had he been brought to it ? By what strange 
longing forced in another world, in another existence, after so many 
years and events, to take up the old life again, to seek his own kin 
once more ? And, having yielded to the mysterious impulse, how 
had fate worked till, step by step, he had been brought to this? Ah, 
Geoige Kerr was not destined to find happiness in his aflections; 
even as the passion for a woman wrought havoc in hb youth, so 
now was this purer, dearer, closer love to bring sorrow on his 
age! 

Yet, after all, as he stood there, and measured past and future 
with even mind, and calmly faced the coming bitterness and hu- 
miliation, a great thankfulness, a triumphant pride, rose paramount 
like a flood in his heart : that his son was what he was, and that 
he — his father—was at hand to help him in his need, and could hc^ 
him at last by the sacrifice of self. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE LONE GRANGE HAS VISITORS. 

Holding a cup of cold tea in his hand, Fatgus paced his room 
with heavy, regular tread, so lost to outer things that the sharp 
sound of the hall-door bell, the murmur of two voices in colloquy, 
the approach of steps along the flagged passage, struck indeed upon 
his ear. but brought no meaning to his mind ; neither did he notice 
his servant's entrance upon his privacy, nor the subdued murmur of 
his voice. Indeed, he only became aware of that worthy's respect- 
ful presence when, turning in his measured tramp, he came upon 
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him suddenly — and then with a v^^ue memory of words still ring- 
ing in the air. 

" What was that you said. Turner ? " 

With that wooden decorum that is the glory o( the perfect 
domestic, Turner betrayed no surprise either at his master's un- 
usual absence of mind, or at the announcement he had himself to 
make. 

" There is a young lady without, sir, who gives her name as Miss 
Wren, and would like to speak with you, she says, sir." 

Fai^s's face marked strong displeasure. What intempestive 
freak brought the girl, with her fatal likeness, to this part of the 
world and to him at such a moment J Could ever intrusion be more 
inopportune, more inconsiderate and foolish ? But in another min- 
ute his innate sense of justice triumphed over the natural irritation. 
She had been told to come if she needed help, and surely whatever 
help was possible ought to be given her freely, in return for her sig- 
nal service to Lewis. Moreover, she might be the bearer of news 
— useful, if not important." 

"Ask the lady to step in here," he said, thoughtfully scanning 
the servant's face and wondering with some annoyance what scan- 
dal and gos^p this strange appearance of Maude's double would 
create in his bachelor household, to spread no doubt into other re- 
gions. But, as ever, religiously impenetrable, Turner withdrew to 
fulfill the order, and presently, the door noiselessly closing behind 
her, the visitor and her host stood face to face alone. 

To the latter's satisfaction, she was closely veiled with white 
gossamer, through which her features were not sufficiently distin- 
guishable to give rise to comments. 

"An uneipected pleasure. Miss Wren!" said Fargus pleasant- 
ly, stretching out his hand as he spoke, " What has brought you 
here ? No bad news, I hope. " 

Without seeming to notice the proffered greeting, the girl threw 
up her vail with a passionate gesture of weariness. 

" Let me sit down," she said in a sort of cry. " I am so tired — 
oh, I am so tired ! " and she flung herself into the arm-chair he was 
about to move toward her and turned her face, haggard for all its 
rounded beauty and paled from its warm richness of bloom, to look 
at him with fevered eyes. 

" You want to know what has brought me here, and if it is bad 
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news. It ts bad news, and bitter bad, to me. Ob, never fear — 
nothing about that precious friend of yours. There b nothii^ new 
about him as 1 know of. ft's ^MXit my$df. I've been a fool, that's 
what it comes to ; and I've done for myself, that's what I've done. 
And now 1 have come on a fool's errand— I know that too," 

" What is it ? " said Faigus, sitting down opposite to her, and 
bending forward to fix upon her a gaze full of kindliness. He felt 
both pity and liking for this curious undisciplined creature, child in 
artless impulse and woman in passionate determination. " You 
know I said i would gladly be of use to you in whatever way might 
be in my power." 

" It's just this," she cried, with that quiver of the lip he remem- 
bered so welL "Oh, I know you'll think I am mad ! I want you 
to give me back those papers, since it was you who took them from 
me. You won't, I know ; I told you I came on a fool's errand, but 
a drowning man '11 catch at a straw, they say. Give me back them 
papers, for God's sake ! I had no right to have brought them to 
you, and they can't mean as much to you as they do to me." 

Through their covering gloves the shapely hands, interiaced 
upon her lap, showed convulsive clutchings, and she returned his 
glance from hollow eyes, that looked as if they had not closed in 
slumber through long weary nights. He was grieved to sec her so 
wasted, so fallen from her high estate of spirit and triumphant ex- 
uberance of healthy, beautiful life. 

" My dear child," he answered very gently, " have you come all 
this way to ask me to do an impossible thing? Those papers I 
saw burned myself the very night after you brought them. But even 
were it not so, they belonged to Mr. Kerr by right, and I could 
never have returned them to you for Mr. Hillyard's peculiar 
designs." 

She listened in silence, compressing her lips till all the carmine 
flew from them. 

" Of course, of course," she said at length, nodding her head in 
dreary acceptance of his reasoning. "Didn't I say I was a fool? 
But that doesn't make it easier for me, you know. He has left 

She turned her head sharply from him to hide the sudden dis- 
tortion of her features ; for a second her whole frame quivered in a 
brave struggle against herself, but the next she had thrown herself 
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on the arm of the chair and had broken into a stoim of bug-drawn 

She was not one " of the crying sort," she had said, and in truth 
her weeping was far removed from the facile, elegant tear-shedding 
of which her sex possesses the monopoly ; it was more like a man's 
in its fierce, uncouth paroxysm, and like a man she fought against it 
with a sort of fury at herself. 

Very much disturbed, and quite nonplussed as to what could be 
done for her, Fa:gus took what was perhaps the wisest course, and 
left her alone. The breakdown, if complete, was brief; she raised 
herself presently and quitted her chair, to walk over to the window, 
unclasping her dust-cloak and flinging it from her as though it 
choked her. There she stood with her face to the breeze, and 
battled with her pain in silence. After a little while she was able 
to turn round again. Then, as the feminine instinct began to re- 
assert itself, she fell to fingering her hair and smoothing her gown, 
stooped to pick up her gloves, which she had torn off, and to lay 
the pretty cloak neatly across a chair. She next looked at Fargus, 
who had noticed these signs with much relief, and a faint, melan- 
choly, shy smile stole over her lips. 

" Can I get you anything ? " he asked, coming forward. " Let 
me give you a glass of vrine ; you must be very tired." 

She looked up again, and, at the sympathetic tone of his voice, 
the tears glistened again under her heavy lids. 

" I'd rather have some milk, thank you, if you wouldn't mind. 
I've had precious little breakfast, and I've walked a terrible way. I 
thought I'd get some more in the village, but there's no village, it 
seems. Why, it's a regular desert you live in." 

He got a glass and filled it from his breakfast table. Coming 
over, she sat down to it, and, seizing the brown loaf in her strong 
hands to break off a crusty portion, fell to with right good will. 
When she had done she turned round to her entertainer with a 

"That's done me good, I think," she said. "My gracious I 
what a fool you must think me to have set to crying before you like a 
little babby ! But I've had a cruel time lately, and I don't feel like my 
regular self at all. So you've burned them papers. Perhaps it's as 
well. I came to make you give them back. If you hadn't I'd have 
been fit to go on my knees to you, or to strangle you ; there's noth- 
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ing I wouldn't have been ready to try to get tfaetn back. But since 
you say they're burned there's an end of it, and may be it would have 
done me no good to have had them, after all. I thought, you 
know." she weat on, gradually lapsing into the old confidential way, 
rising and returning to the armchair, there to install herself more at 
ease — " I thought to have brought him back with them, though he 
pretends what I've done won't prevent anythii^. I have been mad 
like ever since I last saw him, and his words and his laugh when he 
left me have been in my ears night and day." 

" You have seen him again.— was he terribly angry ? " asked 
Faigus with much curiosity. 

" Angry ! Oh, that he was, and 1 knew it ! but you would not 
have thought it to see him. He was as cool and quiet as ever, 
smiling most of the time. But I'd rather he'd have beaten me; 
it would have suited the likes of me better. It was the next day 
after I'd been to you, toward evening, that he came. I'd been 
restless and kind of upset all day, and having carried through 
my little plan so well, I'd nothing to do then but wonder if it 
wouldn't have been better not to have meddled. Well, I was sit- 
ting by the window looking out. when I saw a hansom come 
whisking round the square. ' Lord ! ' says I, whatever shall I do if 
that's Charlie ? ' I'm sure I don't know what put it into my head, 
but, sure enough, as it came along, there he sat as pale as death. 
He looked up at me as he jumped out in a black sort of way. 'He 
knows,' says I to myself, and I was frightened, I can tell you, for all 
I'm not fearsome by nature. So then he comes in, without a word, 
and walks up to me, and putting his hand under my chin, looks 
hard into my eyes. ' It is you,' he says. ' It is you, then.' and he 
begins to walk the room, looking nasty and damning under his 
mustache. Well, as soon as I heard him damn, I didn't seem to 
mind so much, for it was more natural, so I answered him back, as 
bold as you please. * Yes, 1 know what you mean ; 1 might pretend 
innocence, but I won't. You thought me so precious dense that 
jou could make use of me and amuse yourself with me and drop 
me, just as the fancy took you ; but I'm not so dense that I can't 
see clear through your little business. Master Charlie,' says I, 'Can 
you, indeed ? ' says he with a sort of a snari, stopping before me. 
* I wish to God /could,' and he goes on t ' Well, since you've been 
so very clever about my affairs, perhaps you'll have the kindness to 
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tell me how you've done it, and why ; it's all incomprehensible to 
me yet," says he. ' Nothing incomprehensible at alt about it,' says 
I. ' I don't want you to grow so rich that I'm no longer good 
enough for you. I found out your game, and you gave me the chance 
to prevent it, and 1 took it. and I'd do it again, if it had to be done.' 
He seemed staggered at that, as if he'd expected something differ- 
ent, and he looked at me with a funny look from head to foot. 
And as he looked the anger seemed to go out of his eyes, and there 
came into them a cold, nasty, hard kind of stare that withered the 
heart in me. Then he began to whistle to himself, soft and low. 
and I had to sit down, for my legs were shaking under me. I 
knew it was all up somehow, I could not lell you how ; but the 
look of him made me feel like death." 

" And then ? "' said Fargus, as she paued, closing her eyes and 
hammering her well-shod feet upon the ground, apparently ab- 
sorbed in the unpleasant memory. " Did he succeed in making you 
confess all that hapffened ? " 

" I told him of myself," the girl answered shortly ; " I told him, 
bit by bit, all I'd done. I wanted him to know the sort of woman 
he'd made a fool of all these years, thinking he could pension her 
off in the end." She threw the words from her with inexpressible 
bitterness. " But he lay on the sofa quite calm and collected. He 
would smile, now and again, to himself ; one would have thought 
it was all real pleasant to him and we were as comfortable as 
possible — that is to say, any one who didn't know him as I do, and 
could not see that horrid cold glitter in his eye, or how dead white 
he was, and how he'd moisten his lips now and again as if they 
were dry. But when I come to mentioning you he pricked up 
his ears and listened eagerly enough. ' I know the man,' he says , 
'1 know him well; so Ae took the papers, did he? So tAafs the 
game, is it ? ' says he, and gets up and begins to tramp about again. 
Then he goes back to his sofa and asked me a many questions 
about you — every word you said, and how you looked, and where 
you put the papers when I gave them to you. and he seemed quite 
pleased like after a bit. And then he got op and said he was going. 
I don't know what came over me, but I thought I'd die if he left 
me like that. I flung my arms round him and begged and prayed 
him to forgive me. and only not to leave me. He stood quite still — 
never raised a finger to push me off^Charlie is always the gentle- 
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man; but my aims fell off of themselves — I might as well have 
been hugging a block of ice. 'What's the matter with you?" he 
asks. ' Haven't you got it all your own way ? Haven't you cut me 
out of my fortune and settled my affairs for me so that I can't leave 
you? You're so clever, you know,' he says, 'no one can go against 
you ! ' ' Oh, Charlie,' says I, ' you'll kill me ! Have you no pity tor 
me, that loved you all these years — will you go to that other ^rl, 
after all?' 'Why, how can I?' says he, laughing; 'don't I say 
you've been too clever for me? Haven't you given away the 
papers, and ain't I helpless without them?' And then he walks 
out of the room, still laughing to himself, runs downstairs, and 1 
hear the front door bang. I knew he never meant to come back. 
So after two days of cruel thought, it seemed to me I knew what 
he was up to. He meant to get the things back from you— he was 
so queer, so particular about you. 1 couldn't but guess he thought 
you were up to something with ihem. And I began to think, ' He's 
that clever, may be he'll get round the old gentleman ' ; and then I 
thought, ' If / get the papers first, I'll win him back.' You might 
as well have given them back to me, if you had had them still," 
she added, with great seriousness; "for it's my firm belief he'll do 
what he wants in spite of us all." 

Fargus was of a different opinion, but held his peace, and Hilda 
concluded . 

" So I looked out your station, arrived last night, and here I am. 
I've been beforehand with Charlie, anyhow, haven't I ? " 

" He has certainly not come to me," said Fargus, as he rumi- 
nated, not without a certain malicious amusement at the shape his 
nephew's plans seemed to be taking ; " but I have no doubt he will 
come to make the same request you have made and to receive the 
same answer. I am sony you have had this tiring journey and this 
anxiety tor nothing." 

" 1 couldn't rest, you see," she said wearily ; " I thought all sorts ■ 
of dreadful things, and I had to come, or I'd have gone clean out of 
my mind. May be, thought I, he's making love to that girl on the 
sly ; may be they'll be married on me, before I know where I am ; 
may be I've not kept him out of his big fortune, and who knows, 
if ^e loves him — and if he makes love to her how could she help 
herself? — she'll marry him without. I was determined," and, as 
she spoke, her face took that look of strange decision that Fargus 
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knew already, " I was determined that if I found out there was talk 
of marriage I would go to the girl myself ; for all his sharpness, he 
never seemed to think of how I've got him in my power there. But 
I've seen her," she added more pensively, "and I own I'd rather 
not to have to do it."' 

"You've already seen Miss Woldham!" ejaculated Fargus in 
some surprise. 

" Oh ! not to speak to, you know— only as she went by ; course 
I knew her, since I know myself." with a hard note of laughter. 
" I'd have a funny story to teli her, wouldn't I ? and it would come 
hard on her, if she loved Charlie. But he's mine, and she shan't 

"Donot excite yourself," said F,argus. "There is no question 
of marriage betweeen Miss Woldham and any one at present. If 
there were, the mart would not be Mr. Hillyard. So much I can 

" Think not ? " queried Miss Wren, brightening and clouding 
again in quick succession. "You don't know Charlie, 1 suspect; 
once he's set on a thing, he's a devil to get it. If you could have 
seen how he got round me when father wanted me to come back — 
poor father 1 " She checked herself and bit her lip, but after a mo- 
ment resumed in firmer tones ; " Anyhow, it's good news to hear 
there isn't no talk of it just now. Tell you what, old gentleman," 
as if struck by a happy thought, " you said you'd do me a good turn 
if you could, and now I'll claim it, ■ We'll make a bargain. You're 
settled down here for a bit, aren't you ? Well, it you find out that 
this man, who belongs to me, and to no one else, is making up to 
the other girl, you'll just let me know, and I'll just hop down and 
spoil the little game ! Will you do that for me, now, honor bright ? 
and I'll go back to London and keep quite quiet and never show my 
face till I'm wanted." 

She rose in her eagerness and stood impatiently over him, as, 
lost in reflection, Fargus delayed his reply. 

" 'Tisn't so much to ask, I'm sure,' she urged at length in injured 
tones, plumping sulkily back into her chair. " Consider what I've 
done for that friend of yours, and all your fine promises." 

" Come, come," answered Fatgus, smiling at the glowering, 
handsome face, " 1 have really no business to promise such a thing. 
Interferii^ in strangers' affairs has always been against my prin- 
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ciples. Yes, I know I have been breaking this golden rule eztea- 
sively of late, but circumstances have been too strong for me;. 
Nevertheless, I think 1 may promise that if such an unlikely event 
should come to pass, and there should be a question of maniage 
between Mr. Hillyard and Miss Woldham, I will immediately inform 
you of it. But that is on the condition that you promise to come to 
me first before taking any steps in the matter." 

" So that you may be sure to have your firmer in the pie ! Well, 
that's pretty good for one that doesn't like to interfere ! " cried 
Hilda, with a burst of laughter. " My ! but you're a queer gentle- 

"I confess you seem to have me there," returned Fargus, 
who joined in the laugh with much good-humor; "but my true 
reason is that I want no more interference than is inevitable. Any- 
how, I hold to my point ; it is for you to decide now." 
The girl's spirits had risen visibly. 

" Oh ! I don't mind a bit," she responded. " I've not the slight- 
est objection to come to see you first if 1 do ha^'e to come here 
again. But it was dreadful to tliink I'd be obliged to go back to 
London and eat my heart out with fancying and fancying, and never 
know what he was up to. She lives close to you. doesn't she, and 
you know her well ? " 

" She lives a couple of miles away, and 1 know her very well." 
" Seems nice, sweet-tempered, 1 must say," Miss Wren pro- 
ceeded, " I put up, you know, at that little pot-house near the station 
ham Arms, they call it. Oh, never fear, I was all veiled up, 
didn't want to have people taking me for the other girl, 
be, and giggling and gossiping till it came to Charlie's ears. 
ve been precious careful that none but an idiot of a servant, 
hasn't two ideas in her head, and wouldn't know chalk from 
le, should see me without my veil on. But I must say 1 did 
to have a peep at the Woldham girl, and, as good luck would 
it, as 1 sat by the window feeling pretty lonely and dumpy. 
after tea last evening, there comes a big dog-cart rumbling 
1 the street, a fine old gentleman, very stiff, with white hair, 
ig of it, and all the people touching their hats to him. He gels 
it the station wonderful quick for such an old fellow, when 
I the steps I sees her come running to meet him. No mistake 
t her, either. Black hat, gray gown and all. Needn't say I 
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looked at her hard— I knew her in a moment ; it gave me a turn, 
too. Kind of thing that makes you feel queerish, you know, to see 
your portrait running about. Well, she hugged the old gentleman 
— he's her father, I take it— both arms round his neck, just Lke a 
babby, before all the porters and fellows, and he hugged her back ; 
seems as if they were desperate fond of each other. I must say I 
like to see that. Then they both toddle up into the dt^-cart, and 
he gives her the reins and off they whisk. A fine-looking couple, 
though of course it wouldn't become me to go into fits over her 
good looks, would it ? Isn't it strange, now, to think of her, not a 
bit different from me, except that she was bom a lady-baby, going 
oti so happy like to her grand home, and with Charlie ready to kiss 
the dust off her shoes; and me — me — thrown aside, looked down 
upon, having to scheme and fight for my rights, and not a roci to 
shelter me if I can't keep Charlie? Don't seem fair, somehow, does 
it ? That father of hers seems regular set on her ; so was my father 
on me, once, and as proud of me, though you wouldn't think it if 
you knew him now. My father is short and fat, though," she added 
meditatively, " and had a jolly red face — it was my mother had the 

Fai^s could not help sniiling at the nalvetf of the last phrase, 
but during the preceding narrative he had glanced at the clocii 
more than once with so"Tie consternation. It was close on noon, 
and he had much before him — his boy was dragging through the 
lonely day in melancholy ; that letter to prepare him for the strange 
news had to be written and sent as soon as possible. But his garru- 
lous visitor, whose presence at the Lone Grange was at this juncture 
even more embarrassing than the presence of a handsome young 
woman in an orderly bachelor establishment generally is, lolling 
comfortably back in her chair, did not seem to have the faintest idea 
of moving, 

"My dear young lady," he said at length, perceiving that his 
mute si^s of impatience were thrown away, "it is getting late; I 
must point out that, glad as I am to have seen you, and much as 1 
appreciate the value of the news you have brought me, it would be 
exceedingly awkward for both of us to be discovered tlte-A.-tile in 
this manner, and I can not guarantee myself from chance visitors." 

Hilda's lip curled with a smile of much amusement. 

'■ Lor', an old fellow like you ! " she ejaculated with a gig^'e- 
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" Supposing, for instance. Mr. Hillyard should come ; he cer- 
tainly means to favor me with a visit before very long." 

The girl sprang up to her feet Id blank dismay. 

"Mercy on us! "she shriel<ed. "You bet that's just what '11 
happen. Gracious goodness, it's as much as my whole life is worth 
to meet him here ! At least, it's as much as my chances of hint are 
worth, and 1 don't care for life without that. He'd never forgive 
me if he thought 1 was playing him false again. And now I daren't 
go away ; I might run against him on the road, and what could I 
say ? Tell you what, you'll have to hide me till it's dark, and there's 
no fear of his coming to see you any more to-day." 

" My dear Miss Wren, that's impossible." 

There was a tinge of exasperation in Fargus's voice. 

" You must, for I won't go, I'll stop in the pantry, in the box- 
room, anywhere you like. I won't go." She stamped her foot. 
" H*de me now — Heaven knows he may be on the road already ! 
IxK)k oere sir, I mean what I say; I won't go till I know it's safe. 
If he saw me in yoar place, or hereabout, he'd never believe that I 
wasn't plotting with you against him. It would be all up with me 
then. You'll have to keep me, I say. It isn't much to ask you, but 
it is life or death to me." 

Fargus ran his hand through his hair with a despairing gesture. 
He knew enough of Miss Wren already to realize that he might as 
well hope to influence a stone by aigument or threats, as to turn 
her from her purpose. He was himself anxious that, afwve all 
people, Charles Hillyard should not discover this visit, and from 
Lewis's letter his appearance that day was not an unlikely contin- 
gency. Moreover, he did not wish to make an eneiny of this pas- 
donate girl, or to blight irrevocably her already very clouded pros- 
pects. He racked his brain for some other solution of the difficulty, 
but in vain. The Grange was at an immense distance from another 
railway-station, and the roads were bad and lonely ; there was not 
a single house where he could send her, or a creature he could con- 
fide her to, complicated as matters were by that uncanny likeness 
to Maude Woldham, He rapidly made up his mind to the inevita- 
ble, and. with characteristic practicality, as soon as he had finally 
accepted the suggestion, began to improve upon it. 

After a minute devoted to reflection, he took up a railway tima- 
tablc, which be studied critically, and then; 
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"Listen," he said, looking up. "I am willing you should re- 
main here till nightfall, since there seems, indeed, nothing else to be 
done. There is a room yonder, prepared for an expected guest ; 
you can take possession of il, and I promise you will be undisturbed 
there. When it is daik my servant wQl drive you into Norton in 
time for the eight o'clock train up. It is a plow train ; there is, 
therefore, little likelihood of Mr. Hillyard's taking it himself, if he 
should come to me to-day, as the express leaves at half-past seven. 
I think there is no risk, either, of your meeting him about the sta- 
tion, as the last train down before that, I see, arrives at half-past 
silt, and his sister's house, where he is almost sure to stop the night, 
is a good way out of the town. At any rate, this is the best I can 
do for you." 

Hilda was beaming once more. 

" That'll do, capital I " she cried. " I always thought you were 
a rattling good sort," and, gathering up her scattered belongings, 
she followed "her host into the pretty wainscoted chamber leading 
out of the study, already decked and prepared for Lewis's advent. 

Having seen her installed in a deep armchair, out of range of the 
window, where tall hollyhocks nodded in between screens of redden- 
ing creepers, Fargus provided her with a book or two and some 
papers, and left her to her own devices, promising, furthermore, to 
supply her with food when the time came. 

Once more back in his sitting-room, he sat down to indite a 
telegram to Lewis, which, copied at last, after many alterations, ran 
thus: 

" Received your letter and fully understand your point of view ; 
nevertheless, be of good heart. 1 have unexpected news for you 
which will completely satisfy your scruples. Letter follows to-night. 
'■ Fargus." 

This done, he rang the bell and, musing, waited for the servant's 
appearance. 

" Turner. I want you to have your dinner early and to go to 
Norton as soon as possible afterward to send this telegram. Be 
careful that it is absolutely correct." 

"Yes. sir." 

" You will be back in time to have the dog-cart ready to catch 
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the eig^t-five train for town to-night. 1 shall want you to drive io 
the lady who came this morning. You can lay out cold lunch for 
me before you go." 

■•Yes, sir.- 

The invaluable factotum, whatever may have been his private 
reflecliotis, withdrew without moving a muscle of his face. But 
Fargus knew he could trust him, and was, moreover, conscious of 
having created a reciprocal feeling in the man's mind, which allowed 
him a certain latitude not generally permitted to masters by thar 
domesUc tyrants. At least. Turner was not talkative, respecting 
and enjoying the privileges of his confidential post too thoroughly 
to risk nullifying them for the small enjoyment of gossip below 

When the door had closed behind the dignified figure, Fargus 
once more fell to measuring the room with slow tr^, after his 
fashion when especially absorbed in thought— a characteristic Lewis 
had inherited, as the father had observed not without some melan- 
choly amusement one night at Brussels, when he became alive to 
the fact that they were both perambulating the room in oppo^te 
directions, struggling with the problem Charles Hillyard had devised 
for them. 

After awhile he drew forth Lewis's letter, which he carefully re- 
read and finally destroyed with minute care. Then he sat down to 
his writing-table, opened his desk for some foolscap paper and began 
to write. And now would the pen fly rapidly, now he would remain 
long motionless, seemingly weighiijg every word^of a sentence again 
and again in his mind. Once or twice he rose to walk a turn or two 
round the room, or pause before the open irindow to seek inspiration 
from the outside world of blue sky and breeze-fanned moor. 

'''hough the shaft of light which struck, slanting and golden, 
gh the low window, had already traveled along a considerable 
n the brick floor before he laid down his pen, sighing and 
hing himself after the long constraint, his task was little more 
halt completed. But the vision of Turner crossing the wild 
bent on his errand reminded him of the flight of time ; he dis- 
ed that it was already long past the usual lunching hour, and 
nbered with dismay the presence of his guest in the next room, 
u-efully locked the sheets he had just written in his traveling- 
and hurried to the diningcroom to repair his n^lect of hospi- 
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table duties. Presently, with a well-stocked tray, he stood outside 
Hilda's door and knocked several times in vain. 

At length she bade him come in, and. as he entered, raised a 
flushed and smiling face from the soft-cushioned back of the arm* 
chair. Her novel lay at her feet. 

" i do believe I've been asleep," she said, rubbing her eyes like 
a child ; " I was that tired— I never slept a wink last night." 

'■ It will do you good, I am sure," responded Fargus kindly, and 
placed the tray upon a table, which he drew close to her, " To tell 
you the truth, I had forgotten all about you, and I was quite afraid 
you would think I meant to starve you." 

" Well, I couldn't think so now, anyhow," said the girl, with her 
good-humored laugh. "My! what a lot of nice things you've 
brought me ! Ah ! i do love the country taste of things. Thank 
you tor your trouble. I'm happier than I've been this long time ; 
you seem to have such a cheery way vrith you. I feel I could enjoy 
my food now as I haven't enjoyed a bit since Charlie left. May be 
it will be all right between us yet. I think he can't but come back 
to me in the end, especially, you know," she added with character- 
istic shrewdness, " when he finds he can't have the other." 

" Indeed, I trust you will have your wish," replied Fai^s, rather 
dreading a renewal of that discussion, yet unwilling to damp her 
renewed cheerfulness, and marveling at her wonderful buoyancy of 
temperament. " And now I shall not disturb you again till evening; 
you would like some tea before you go, no doubt," 

She nodded brightly and gratefully over her glass, sipped a toast 
to his honor in meny dumb show, and he withdrew to snatch a 
hasty meal before returning to finish the interrupted task. This at 
last accomplished, he critically perused the lengthy document, mak- 
ing corrections and additions here and there as he went, folded it 
and inserted it in a stout legal envelope, which he next proceeded to 
direct, and finally to seal with a signet ring produced from a hidden 
recess of the desk. 

Then, lying back in his chair, and gazing at the envelope before 
him, he heaved a deep sigh, and a look of melancholy satisfaction 
crept over his tired face. 

" Done, once for all, thank God," he murmured low to himself. 
" Now is the mischief at last repaired-rthe treacherous black and 
white so carelessly cast about in the old days, to be afterward so 
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devcrly collected, is now replaced by other ' written words that re- 
maiD,' and that will prove to my boy what he feared aever could 
now be proved. Nothing left to chance this time. And now David 
Fargus may die or live. Lewis's name, honor, fortune, even his 
happiness in love, please God, is secure. Better perhaps it were if 
Fargus died, for then this accession would not include an undesira- 
ble parent. But oh, my son ! my dear hoy ! how I long to see with 
living eyes the shadow of pain at lei^th cleared from your brave 
young face— ay, thou^ then you may look with contemptuous pity 
on your father ! 1 could hardly have had the courage to tell you my 
shabby story with my own lips.l fear. This you will read alone" 
— and Fargus wistfully fingered the envelope—" alone, and reflect 
upon it, and thus shall I be spared your first and natural anger. 
And afterward, perhaps, if matters go well with you, if the ardent 
deshe of your heart and mine is accomplished ; when bitterness, 
and the memory of all you have suffered, is softoned by time and by 
happiness ; when Maude is your wife, and you have a child of your 
own to love ; then, perhaps, you will come to think less harshly of 
the father who sinned s^ainst you so terribly — whom your own wife 
may never know, nor your children kiss but as a stranger — and he 
may see his dream come to pass, of spending some of his old age as 
your friend under the shelter of your blessed home at last." 

Presently, rousing himself from this far-off meditation to turn 
himself to more immediate matters, Fargus fell to considering the 
terms of the letter to be dispatched to Lewis that night, and the 
subsequent course of events. He would summon Lewis to him at 
once ; then, after breaking the seal of silence that had held his past 
for five-and-twenty years, after removing, once for all, his son's 
doubts as to his parentage, he would advise him to take immediate 
possession of his estate. Of course, he would obtain from the 
young man, before the veil was lifted, a promise upon his honor- 
that honor that was held so loftily— to respect the secret. He would 
counsel him also, if indeed counsel of his could further be accepta- 
ble, to wait a while before again putting his fate to the crucial test 
with Maude ; for Hilda's words that morning remained dimly haunt- 
ing him: "You little know Charlie, once he is set on a thing." 
What if, after all, both he and the General were mist^en, and that 
handsome, clever nephew of his had captured Maude's girlish fancy 
as truly as that of her low-bom double ! What if this were the 
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true e]cplaua.tion of the [n)-steiy he had sought to solve by the theo- 
ry — a false one as matters now appeared to stand— of secret and 
premature slander? The more he thought of it, dearly as he would 
have liked to believe the contrary, the more plausible it seemed, and 
he marveled that such simple explanation should not have suggest- 
ed itself sooner to him. Charles Hillyard, clever beyond the ordi- 
nary run of men, with his fine air of natural distinction, his deli- 
cately satirical manner, his high-bred refinement (which rendered 
the contrast of his insolence so much the more insulting) a skilled 
musician, a man of learning already rising to some fame — was he 
not just the being to compel almost any girl to answering passion? 
this was a new cloud on the horizon, but happily one which was not 
without promise of speedy dispersal. Could Lewis but be per- 
suaded to wait, without being allowed to suspect the reason, time 
would soon prove to Maude that Charles Hillyard was not coming 
forward to take her as his wife : of that he could trust a betrayed 
and revengeful woman to lake good care. And then would not 
Maude's heart again turn to the faithful lover she must naturallymect 
so often and learn to appreciate ?— and then there would be happi- 
ness, lite-long happiness, for both ! 

" Miss Wren's perpetual hopefulness must really be catching," 
said the father to himself with a faint smile. " Here I am building 
castles in the air again, in spite of all. . . ." 

At that moment a shadow fell across the bright window ; Far- 
gus looked up, and saw, with a start he could not repress, Charles 
Hillyard, who, as if evoked by this persistent thought, stood looking 
in upon him with bard, inimical eyes. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE "SLIP," OR "hangman's," KNOT. 

For a moment Faigus remained gazing at the starding appari- 
tion, framed by the low casement against a background of green 
turf, as if not quite sure of its reality ; but when it opened its lips 
to speak in mocking, but very life-like, tones, he smiled at his ovm 
amazement. 
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" Good-aftemoon, Colonel Fargus," said the mockiog voice ; 
"you seem immersed in very deep thought. Excuse this irr^ular 
way of presenting myself ; I have taken the short cut across tlie 

" Oh. so you have come ! " responded Fargus quietly. " I was 
expecting a visit from you. Pray come in." 

"Thanks. 1 will come in this way. if you don't mind;" and, 
pulling himself up on his hands, the speaker, without waiting for 
reply, swung one long leg after the other across the window-sill, 
where he remained sitting for a moment and looking around him 
with thoughtful eyes, while Fargus, motionless in his chair, awaited 
his pleasure. '] You have fixed upon a lonely spot here, Colonel," 
pursued the young man at length, as if this were the outcome of his 
reflections. " How easy it is to walk in upon you ! Are you not 
afraid of tramps or burglars? " 

Fargus smiled, and drew out of the drawer of his writing-table 
a long American navy revolver of plain and peculiarly business-like 
appearance, which he laid down beside him and patted with a signifi- 
cant gesture. 

" With this in my hand." said he, " 1 hold the lives, or any par- 
ticular lim.b I may select for destruction, of six men at my pleasure." 

Charles Hillyard shot a look of keen scrutiny at the calm, bearded 
face still turned smilingly toward him, (hen dropped his eyes with 

Fill you not lake a chair?" continued his host courteously, 
noticeable that the conventional handshake had not been 
;d on either side. " And do you not think you will find your 
her warm in the room ? " 

irles rose from the sill to fling himself into an armchair oppo- 
: American, then, after a moment's further reflection, tossed 
,w hat on 10 the table. Silence followed, during which Fargus 
': his nephew's keen observant glance become riveted on the 
ivelope which lay, its bold, clear direction uppermost, on the 
before him. Without ostentation he took it up in his hand 
noment, then, quietly drawing the desk nearer, placed the 
I one of the inner compartments, and finally locked the recep- 
•ith a key attached to his watch-chain. This accomplished, 
led toward his guest, to find him still intent, but smiling 
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"It is lucky 1 found you in," began Mr. Hillyard, in tones of 
careless familiarity, "for I have come all the way from London to 
see you." 

"Have you. indeed?" answered Faigus, meeting the intangible 
insolence of the young man's manner with a gentle tone of irony. 
" I am sure I ought to feel greatly favored," 

Mr. Hiilyard laughed shortly. 

" As to that," he said, " it will, I think, be best to speak plainly 
and be frank with each other. I come to you because it suits my 
interest, and, by the way, I hope we may be undisturbed, for I have 
a great deal to say to you." 

" I expect no visitors. General Woldham is the only one of my 
neighbors who knows of my return ; and he has gone to York till 
to-morrow. We are sure to be left quite by ourselves. As forme, 
I am quite ready to listen to whatever you may have to say." 

" Glad to hear it," said Charles, who, however, relapsed once 
more into abstraction, pulling his fair mustache with languid hand. 
Then all at once he sat up and clasping his hands round his knee, 
looked straight and hard at Fargus. " Do you know. Colonel Far- 
gus," he propounded, with marked deliberation, " that this notion of 
yours of coming to settle down in a solitary house four times too 
large for you, ostensibly for the sake of those wide acres of shooting 
you never shoot over — " 

"I beg your pardon," interrupted the host, who, lying back mhis 
swivel chair, seemed to listen with amusement ; " as a strict matter 
of fact, I have shot over some of ihem, and that only yesterday." 

" Pshaw ! " cried his nephew, waiving the inlemiption aside with a 
contemptuous gesture, " which you do not shoot over, I say ; which 
you even leave, contrary to all your alleged purposes, at the very 
time when the only game the place can boast of is coming into 
season. No doubt you went to pursue your real game on the Con- 
tinent " — with a scornful laugh — " but for people who are not in your 
confidence, this sudden disappearance of yours, to return in the 
equivocal position of tutelary famulus to the claimant of a neigh- 
boring estate, is open, to put it mildly, to some adverse comment." 

" My dear Mr. Hillyard." said Fargus with great calm, " I am 
not so conceited as to think that any of my movements are likely to 
excite interest among people they can not possibly concern ; if they 
were to do so I would not care, nor, with greater reason, should you. 
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In Ihis complimentary preamble of yours, therefore, I suppose, when - 
you talk of what people think, or may think, you allude to your own 
feelings in the matter," 

" You evade the question, and evasion is tantamount to admis- 
sion. You admit, 1 say, said Charles, " that your erratic behavior, 
your very presence here, is suspicious ? " 

" I admire the rapidity of your deductive reasoning, but I do net 
indorse your conclusion, I admit nothing ; I evade nothing. There 
is nothing in my coming here or going somewhere else, my shooting 
or not shooting, my making friends with a singularly pleasant and 
clever young man, and, in consequence, wishing to stand by him a( 
a moment when he has need of a friend — nothing, I say, that can 
not be explained in the most obvious and simple manner in two 
words : individual taste." 

The veins on Charles Hillyard's broad forehead swelled with a 
sudden flushing of his cold face. When he spoke, however, it was 
without departing from his affected ironical composure. 

" I certainly have not come all Ihis way to have a skirmish of 
empty words with you : let us not discuss any more in this fashion. 
To be frank with you, then. Colonel Fargus, the last time we met 
you showed yourself my enemy." 

" No, no. my dear sir," interposed Fargus ; " enemy is' the wrong 
word. I wish you no ill ; indeed. I wish you well. Say adver- 
sary." 

" Adversary he it." with impatient lifting of the voice ; " what 
does it matter ? I have come to play an open game with you, 

" That you will, I am sure, always find to your advantage," again 
interrapled Fargus. " Had you not played in the dark so much 
heretofore you might not have lost the trick." 

"Pray let me speak," cried Charles angrily. "I am here, in 
short, Colonel Fargus, in consequence of that covert hint of yours, 
to come to some agreement advantageous to us both." 

'■ A covert hint of mine ? Please explain ; I am really curious 
to learn what you are alluding to." 

"What an actor you are ! " exclaimed the young man with un- 
disguised insolence, yet distinct admiration for his companion's 
Sphinx-like bearing, " You are tight to be cautious on principle. 
no doubt, but surely this is a rather unnecessary assumption of m- 
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It forces me to be dl the plainer with you. This is your 
case, as 1 apprehend it : you. Colonel Fargus, have come down here 
on the chance of making a good thing out of a contested inherit- 
ance, and you imagine that you can best feather your own nest by 
aiding and abetting the unrightful claimant. 1 grant you that un- 
der ordinary circumstances you would be perfectly right there. Oh, 
I have followed you step by step since you swooped down into this 
part of the world ; I have pieced the whole plot together, and a very 
pretty and clever little plot it is! When you first arrived on the 
scene, it is true, you puzzled me considerably, but the last few 
days have revealed everything. Your appearance at the Lone 
Grange was very nicely timed, it must be owned, between the date 
of my cousin Guy's death and the arrival of the news in England 
Fortune has favored you charmingly all along. How you managed 
to collate so much beforehand of Lewis's history I can not pretend 
to discover — after the fashion, no doubt, gentlemen of your occupa- 
tion do manage such things — but it little matters. Whether you arc 
the real Fargus or not is likewise immaterial. It quite suffices that 
you did iind out all you required concerning the supposed next heir 
during the time you spent here before the squire's death. After 
that event, which coincides neatly with Lewis's return from India, 
you started off to Homburg, there to meet him, accidentally, no 
doubt. Without loss of time you got round him completely, and 
one vray or another have persuaded him to think and act exactly 
as it suits your purpose. By the same extraordinary luck which 
throughout has attended your clever schemes, the master key to the 
situation has actually been placed in your hands by one careless act 
of mine. Mark you. Colonel Fargus, or whatever your name may 
be, I do not accuse Lewis of conspiring with you to this fraud ; I 
know him too well, and for all his pitiable weakness he is as consci 
entious a fellow as ever lived. That, hovrever, you are quite sharp 
enough to have found out pretty quick for yourself, and to play 
your game accordingly. You are willing to wait ; you keep these 
proofs of my rights and his inability from him ; you bide your 
time, and back this pitiful dupe of yours with any amount of fair 
words now. But when once he has entered into possession, when 
he has married perhaps, on the strength of it, and spent money as 
fast as most young men do on such occasions, then will be your op- 
portunity. Then indeed will your hold on the situation prove, if 
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clevetly utilued, a very mine of wealth to you ; then, you think, will 
Lewis be willing to barter conscience for the sake of portion, and 
wile, and children perhaps ; and then will those papers be as valu- 
able an investment as can be imagined. Poor simpleton Lewis, be 
little knows what a fate it is I would try to save him from ! " 

" Upon my word," said Fargus, who had listened courteous and 
unruffled as ever, and with every appearance of interest, to this ex- 
position, " you bave made a very ingenious story of it all — a little 
far-felched, perhaps, thou^ no doubt such things have been — and 
I am g^ad to bear you are kt least willing to credit your cousin with 
common honesty at present, though you seem inclined to refuse it 
to him in the future you bave sketched out for him. But you bave 
more to say, no doubt ? " 

" Ah," muttered Charles, with an ugly twist of his lip, " I 
thought we should come to business ! Yes, 1 have still to touch 
upon the point which alone interests you. Well, sir. in plain words, 
what are your hopes worth? What are you willing to sell your 
chance— it is but a chance, after all, with a man like Lewis— of 
future hush-money for ? " 

"Really," said Fargus, an undefinable smile on his face, "I 
hardly know which to admire most in you — your delightful frank- 
ness in communicating your thoughts to other people, or your skillful 
reticence in concealing them, according to occasion. You were flat- 
tering enough to say, when last we met, that I should have made a 
good advocate; let me return the compliment now, and regret, 
from the a^thetic point of view, that your talents should have been 
lost to diplomacy." 

Under this irony, Charles stood up with a furious movement of 
anger, instantly checked by that strong will that was so seldom at 
fault. For a moment, blackly and in silence, he scanned hb com- 
panion's face, then said, with forced self-control : 

" You think you can trifle with me. Colonel Fargus— that this 
woman's treachery has left me powerless. You are wrong; I am 
not disposed to put up with this much longer ; I am determined (o 
get my own. Although these documents would facilitate matters 
for me, they are not indispensable. Now listen agiun ; give them 
up to me. I know you have got them — I even saw you put them 
in your desk just now, or I am much mistaken. Give them up to 
me in their mtegrity, and I am willing in exchange to bind myself, 
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by any wayyou choose, legal or otherwise, to pay you, pay you right 
well, for them when I come into the estate. 1 will bind myself thereto 
by deed beforehand, if you like. Come, sir, this is obviously to your 
advant^e. The property will bear a strain, and I am prepared to 
make a sacrifice ; anything in reason you ask shall be forth- 
coming." 

•' Is it not curious," said Fargiis, after a pause, and still with 
that slight smile on his lips ihat was so supremely irritating to Mr. 
Hillyard, " that if these papers are, after all, not necessary to your 
designs, as you explained just now, you should be willing to go to 
sucb lengths to get them back ? " 

Charles now fairly gnashed his teeth. 

" Yes or no ? " he exclaimed fiercely, coming up close to Far- 
gus, and standing over him menacingly. 

" No," cried the latter in a loud voice, rising in his turn and con- 
fronting his nephew with commanding eyes : " Mr. Hillyanl, clever 
as you are, you have mistaken your man this time ! " 

There was a dead silence. Charles tried to fight his adversary's 
glance with defiant eyes, only to turn away at last and fall to per- 
ambulating the room, unable to remain still any longer under the 
pulse of his angry blood. 

Fargus strolled to the window, and for a while looked out with 
rapidly recovered placidity, then came back to his writing-table, 
and, sitting on the edge of it in a careless attitude, fell to filling a 
pipe ; and to give hirrt the necessary opportunity to cool down, be- 
stowing no more attention for the present on his nephew, who con- 
tinued his walk to and fro behind him. 

Presently the fitful footsteps on the brick floor ceased, and, vrith 
a sudden sense of caution, though he had no explicable reason for 
alarm, the American dropped his hand on the revolver, which still 
reposed on the table by his side. But his caution was too late; 
there was not the danger. Suddenly, with a rude slash, a bight 
of cord fell about his shoulders, and, with lightning speed, two 
feverish hands bore it down and tightened it mercilessly over his 
elbows. 

" My last resort, Colonel," said a papting whisper in his ear, 
while Charles's white face bent over him, and the same ruthlessly 
determined hands wound the fall of the rope round his throat, and, 
directed by well thought-out premeditation, secured the end to the 
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prisoner's wrists, which were now fiercely pulled together, careless 
of possible dislocation. 

" Sorry for you," said Charles, rapidly securing the last knot. 
"But you must be still, or you will strangle yourself." 

The whole onslaught was carried out with such nervous, savage 
vigor, and had taken him so completely unaware, that, despite su- 
perior physical strength, Fargus found himself overpowered, help- 
lessly bound, and at his nephew's mercy, without having been able 
to make even a show of resistance, 

"You cowardly dog!" he cried indignantly. Struggling to his 
feet, he threw all his power into one effort to release himself, the 
only result of which, however, was to produce an ominous foretaste 
of the strangulation he had just been warned against, and a convic- 
tion that the cord, far from yielding, would cut him to the bone. 

" I don't know." said Charles, who had confidently watched the 
experiment, and now came round in front of his prisoner and ex- 
amined him with a pale smile that had something almost fiendish 
in its calm satisfaction. *' I don't know whether you are acquainted 
with the peculiarity of the slip, or hangman's knot : such a knot now 
secures your elbows, and you have an opportunity to recognize its 
absolute steadfastness." 

Faigus sat down agmn without answering, and waited for his 
assailant's next move. Mr. UiUyard drew from his pocket a silk 
handkerchief, which he proceeded to fold with slow deliberation. 

"I wish," he remarked, "to use as little violence as possible; 
but lest you should take it into your head to call for 
shall have to gag you, and when I have got out the papers I » 

" Pray don't do that." interrupted Fargus, who now once 
compelled Charles's secret admiration by his control c 
" Since that wound to my face, I find it somewhat difficult to breathe 
freely through the nostrils alone. I acknowledge myself vanquished 
— in the material sense, at least. If I ivere to call, there is no one 
about who could help me ; but I will give you my word not to do 
so. You are master of the situation." 

Charles hesitated, but ultimately replaced the handkerchief in 
his pocket, 

"It is true," said he coolly ; "your servant has gone to Norton, 
I saw him on the road, and recognized him al once, though I took 
good care he should not see me. You might scream forever before 
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any one could hear you from the kitchen. As you are aware, I know 
this old house well. You see. Colonel, 1 have laid my plans pretty 
carefully, and though I have to admit that I did not expect to 
find you so difficult to convince, 1 came to you provided with strong 
means of persuasion, should they prove, as they have, necessary, I 
was prepared to have to come again, to wait days, if needs be. 
But I knew you had those papers — that they must be in the house, 
and that if I had to search it through and through I should find 
them in the end, I show you so much of my hand that you may 
the sooner recognize the uselessness of further resistance." 

" I have," said Fargus, " given you my word ; that is sufficient. 
Now let me tell you that you have placed yourself and me in an ab- 
surd and degrading position for nothing. The documents you look 
for are not here, nor, indeed, any longer in existence." 

Charles gazed at the elder man as if uncertain whether such a 
plea could be made in sober earnest. 

"This is very feeble, Colonel Fargus," he said at length, and 
then, without further comment : "-The key of your desk is, 1 be- 
Ueve, on your watch-chain. Allow me to detach it." 

The blood mounted to Fai^s's face as the young man's fair 
head bent over his breast and the unscrupulous fingers fumbled in 
his pocket, and neatly detached the small ring of keys. Yet anger 
was quickly merged in the consternation of realizing that disloyal 
eyes were going, from the very outset, to pry into that secret he 
was so earnest to keep from ail except his son. 

" Vou are disgracing your name," he said, with emphatic bitter- 
ness, as his nephew now quietly turned to the writing-table and in- 
serted the key into the lock of the desk; "and what is, no doubt, 
more to you, you are playing the fool. You will find there none but 
private papers, which you have no right to lay a finger on." 

Charles looked round, while he raised the ltd of the desk with 
one hand. 

" I may paraphrase your own remark to me just now," he said, 
"and point out that you seem strangely anxious to keep me from 
this desk, it it contains nothing of importance to me." 

He stooped over the open box, searched for and drew out the 
long envelope, glanced at it, and exclaimed with suppressed exulta- 
tion; "Aha! what of this, my honorable friend? This bold ad- 
dress," taking a step toward the bound man, and looking down on 
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him with mocking eyes, " 1 had seen already, as the letter lay on 
your table, and it struck me that you must be a very methodical 
person to load your piece so long before you mean to fire it off. 
But what of this little explanatory note, my Knight of the Delicate 
Sentiment, eh ? It was written too minutely for me to make out at 
such a distance, but what does it say ? ' In the matter of the Es~ 
iate of Gilham.' You appear somewhal upset, disinterested 
guardian of an injured claimant ! It would have been better, would 
it not now, to have closed with my offer at once ? You thought, no 
doubt, that to keep me on tenter-hooks would prove more profitable 
to you in the long run ; you did not know your man, again to para- 
phrase your saying. Now I will tel! you, just to show who is the 
fool this time, that I was ready to give you well-nigh a third of my 
coming fortune — it is now once moie practically mine, you sec," 
shaking the packet before the prisoner's eyes, "for my chances 
were uncommonly poor without this." 

Fargus remained silent. His face was very white, Mr. Hill- 
yard, after wailing a moment, with a smile of insolent triumph, for 
any further observation on his part, placed the papers in his breast- 
pocket, closed the desk, and laid the key on the lid. 

" Now, Colonel Fai^s," he said almost gayly, " I believe we ars 
quits. I regret to have to tear myself away, but 1 think I had bet- 
ter cut across the moor to one of our many country roads, that be- 
fore night 1 may have reached some station whence I can take train 
for London, I hope your servant may return soon to release you. 
You will explain as you please your curious situation. As for me, 
no one has seen me here or hereabouts but you. Good afternoon ! " 

"One moment!" cried Fargus, suddenly recovering voice, as 
the young man moved toward the window. " Stop, Mr. HiUyard ! 
You are making a vety silly mistake." 

Something in the way in which the words were Spoken seemed 
to strike Charles. He paused, one leg already across the sill, to 
look doubtfully back at his ill-treated host. 

" A few minutes more or less can make little difference to you," 
pursued the latter in the same manner. •' You have rendered me 
perfectly helpless, and you know my servant could not possibly be 
back from the town yet. Do you not think it might be advisable to 
examine that packet before you carry it away with you ? " 

A darkening shadow came over the visitor's triumphant face. 
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He slowly drew in his leg, and, sitting down on the sill, pulled out 
the parcel in question. As he did so, the seal for the first time at- 
tracted his attention. He looked at it closely. 

"The Kens' talbots ! How on earth — " he exclaimed, only, 
however, to add contemptuously, " Oh, that nincompoop Lewis 
again, of course ! " and tear open the envelope with impatient 

Then followed a dead silence ; the sheets of foolscap fluttered in 
Charles's shaking hand ; his self-mastery was hardly proof against 
this fresh and crushing disappointment. For the moment he seemed 
actually stunned. 

' You see," put in Fargus presently, " that what I said was true ; 
these matters do not concern you. You wouid do better to believe 
me when I tell you that I have too sincere a regard for Lewis, too 
deep a conviction of his rights, not to have destroyed all the circum- 
stantial evidence you had collected, at once, when I had the chance. 
Such was my purpose, Ukewise, in burning the copies you brought 
to his chambers." 

Charles turned a murderous look upon the speaker, but resumed 
his examination without replying. 

" And now," continued Fai^s, " perhaps you will be good 
enough to restore these private writings of mine into the envelope 
and replace them in the desk. After which 1 shall no longer at- 
tempt to detain you, if you wish to leave." 

"No, by ("answered the nephew hoarsely: "I shall see 

first, at least, what it is you have to say in this precious homily. I 
don't forget how obviously anxious you were to keep me from it. 
As, by your own writing, it concerns Gilham, it must concern me," 

" Do so, then, but never presume again to call yourself gentle- 
man," exclaimed Fargus, unable to restrain his resentment. 
■• Though 1 foi^et— the perusal of other people's letters is evidently 
a favorite practice of yours. God indeed was merciful in that he 
spared your mother the knowledge of you as you are ! " 

The exclamation escaped Fargus almost unawares, as there 
came to him a sudden remembrance of the blood ties that bound 
him to this man. But Charles only responded by a derisive sneer. 
Coming over to the table, he once more spread the written sheets 
out before him, and began to glance through them with cynical de- 
liberation. 
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Matters were past remedy, and Fargus, though with set teeth, 
waited in silence for what should follow. 

There was not long to wait. Charles Hillyard had barely 
turned over the first sheet when he gave vent to a prolonged 
whistle, wheeled round on the swivel chair to survey his prisoner 
with insolent eyes, while a laugh shook him from head to foot witti 
a very ghastly sort of merriment. 

'■ Indeed ! So that is your game, Colonel Fai^s. Now does 
the mystery begin to be cleared with a vengeance. No wonder my 
modest offer did not tempt you, when you aim at nothing less than 
the whole pile — that is the word, is it not, among your countrymen? 
So it is to be the venerable dodge of personation after all ; you are 
to act papa to the bastard, and ensconce yourself neatly in that 
well-feathered nest. And who is to oust you if your ion— the heir 
but for you— chooses to acknowledge his parent resuscitated from 
over the seas, to share in his good luck ? That is the idea, isn't it ? 
Now 1 believe you indeed, and that my proofs are thin air by this 
time; they might have proved uncommonly awkward, and Lewis is 
truly indebted to you. Now also do I believe in your sincere wish 
to keep this pretty scheme from my knowledge until you have 
carried it through. It is a clever scheme. Colonel, upon my word ! 
— one for which you could hardly have found a better subject than 
my poor putative cousin, for I verily believe that sword-cut in Ger- 
many, or the Indian sun, or both, have turned his brain. He is ripe 
for any lunacy you like to surest. How simple ! And how feeble 
of me not to have guessed as much before this." 

During the course of this insulting summii^-up of his behavior 
Fai^s had grown quite calm again. 

" I am willing to make every allowance for your present disap- 
pointment," he replied, when the young man's excited tirade had 
come to an end ; "and I neither expect you to believe, nor care 
whether you do or not, that I am George Kerr. If, however, you 
read further in the papers that you have now violated, you will see 
that my sole object in disclosing the secret of my past to my son is 
to remove any lurking doubt he may have as to his birthright, and 
if I choose to give him what belongs to me, there is no law of God 
or man to foriiid me. Moreover, there is nothing I should dislike 
more than to have the history of my life made known to the public, 
and that was my reason for objecting so strongly to your dishonor- 
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able behavior in reading my letter a moment ago. If you choose to 
go on with it now, you wiJl see that 1 decline to touch a penny of 
my son's money, and charge Lewis most solemnly to keep the secret 
from every one." 

"You are really exceedingly entertaining.'" broke in Charles, 
and there was in his tone a renewal of that unpleasant assumption 
of jocosity which iii-concealed his inward fury. " You seem actu- 
ally to think that I am to be taken in by this bunkum— again lo 
use one of your expressive national terms-that I believe either in 
your audacious story or your pretense of self-sacrifice. I dare say 
you think, too. that you will be able to carry ihrough this gigantic 
fraud of yours without further opposition. I fancy I may have 
some disagreeable little surprise in store for you there. Let me 
see, though," turning back to the table as he spoke ; " 1 am quite 
anxious to find out first how you work your case out" 



CHAPTER XXIL 

THE CIRCLE NARROWS. , , 

Once more there was a silence, and this time a long one, while 
Charles now methodically perused the close writing. Fargus rose 
from his chair, wearied by his strained position and galled by his 
bonds— filled, too. with perturbation by the turn his affairs had taken 
— and began to walk to and fro with heavy tread. 

At length Charles slowly faced him, not to speak, but to favor 
him with another prolonged scrutiny. He had absently taken up 
the pistol that lay at his elbow on the table, and, as though uncon- 
scious of the act, was weighing and balancing it in his hand. The 
young man's handsome face bore again a different expression, and 
in it Fargus thought he discovered now a sullen, despairing con- 
sciousness of defeat — thought he read there that the written confes- 
sion, with its absolute accuracy of details, its knowledge of the past, 
its insistence on the writer's determination to remain unknown, its 
flawless explanation of so much that was strange, even incompre- 
hensible, had convinced Charles at last. 

But, in reality, although forced to admit that his affairs were 
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more than ever precarious, the disappointed roan was stiU too 
firmly persuaded tKat the hateful interloper was an adventurer of 
the worst description to assign any but the lowest motives to his 

conduct. 

He was roused from his darkling speculations by his companion, 
who, coming at last to a standstill, and installing himself as com- 
fortably as his fetters would allow on a comer of the broad table, 
thus addressed him : 

"You are beaten, my dear nephew ; save yourself further exas- 
peration by acknowledging the fact. And now let me speak to the 
practical man, and suggest that it might be more advantageous to 
you, after all, to have me as a friend than as an enemy." 

Here Giarles's gathering rage broke lose, all the more virulent 
for being an unfamiliar emotion with him. 

" Stop a moment, Colonel Fargus ! " he exclaimed, with a furi- 
ous gesture of the hand that toyed with the pistol ; "all this pater- 
nal drival may have hoodwinked that simpleton Lewis, but 1 am 
not allured so smoothly — your blandness is lost on me, I can tell 
you in two words what you are, and what, by I I mean to bring 
home to you ; a swindler, a clever swindler, sir. Determined to 
sneak yourself into the properly you somehow or other got wind of, 
and too clever — 1 misjudged you there— to openly blazon your inso- 
lent and ridiculous impersonation of the late George Kerr to the 
world at large, you thought you would at least supply the required 
paternity to the unrightful heir. Once established as his father, you 
would never think of dispossessing him — of course not ; there would 
remain a charming mystery between you two, a romantic situation 
admirably suited to that dolt's sentimental mania; one which, 
properly farmed, would prove, however, a very pretty investment. 
But, mark me, Mr. Fargus, or Colonel Fargus, or whoever the devil 
you are, I will have none of it ! " 

" You impudent jackanapes ! " interrupted Fargus, suddenly 
stung to anger himself, not so much by the insults lavished upon 
him as by the blatant vulgarity of self-abandonment displayed by 
his interlocutor; "you forget yourself!" A sharp wrench at his 
shoulder checked the indignant movement with which he would have 
beaten aside the menacing barrel, and reminded him forcibly of his 
helpless position. 

" It is you who foi^t yourself. Colonel Fargus ! " s^d his 
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warder with slow incisiveness ; "for the moment, at least, I am 
master of the situation. Insolent, am I ? because I will not recog- 
nize off-hand, in a pragmatic adventurer, the bountjiul relation, the 
benevolent American uncle? What if I were to chastise you tor 
your insolence, your cursed assumption of authority, and humble 
your serene seif-complacency ? " He stopped a moment and bent 
his head nearer, to peer into Fargus's face with eyes half closed, 
lowered brow and curling lip — veritable mask of a snarl grievous to 
see on those handsome features. " You forget we are here alone. 
What if I could not resist the temptation, which has just seized me, 
to make sure — whatever there may remain for me — of being at least 
tid of your intermeddling, and especially of wiping out my lengthen- 
ing score against you ? Here is your pistol in my hand ; there are 
your letters telling a circumstantial tale, and looking as though 
written for a testament. Its wild improbability would be more 
readily believed from the dead tlian from the living. Colonel Fargus, 
so it is Ukely 1 should have to make some judicious cuttings there, 
you know. . . , What, I say, if when your servant returns he should 
find you stretched there with a bullet in your head and your hand 
still clutching the weapon that sped it ? You are a man of mysteri- 
ous habits, whom no one here knows anything about ; what more 
plausible than a suicide, eh. Colonel? " 

A vicious sneer, uncovering the canine tooth, gave the face 
thrust in insolent proximity to his such a threatening expression that 
Fargus, in his helplessness, felt his blood run cold. A vision of de- 
scending death — death sweeping ruthlessly aside all the happy 
visions he had nursed, nullifying his successful work — smote his 
strong heart with terror. 

" What if the suicide were to be consummated now ? " Charles 
went on, once more taking aim with the revolver, 

Faigus sprang up with an indignant cry that rang loudly through 
the room. 

" Madman ! do you really mean murder ? " 

The burst of mocking laughter which escaped Charles's lips 
suddenly died upon them. Right in front of him a door swung 
violently open. In quick succession a look of fearful astonishment! 
then of returning rage, passed over his pale face, as petrified into ■ 
his menacii^ attitude, he stared at the apparition. 

"Maude . . . ? Hilda, you ^ain 1 " An uncontrollable spasm 
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passed through his Iramc ; forgetful of the deadly power be was 
holding in it, he raised his hand and shook it angrily at the intruder. 
The hammer rose and fell ; there was a flash, a loud explosioD, a 
scream ; Fargus felt the well-remembered puff of a bullet by his 
cheek, and turned round. With an exclamation of dismay he saw 
Hilda Wren, her arm still extended with a gesture at once forbid- 
ding and entreating, in the act of falling forward. True is the un- 
conscious aim of a pointed linger— the bullet had dashed through 
her open deprecating palm, unflinchingly sped through the shoulder, 
to end its straight course in the oaken doorcase behind her. 

Shackled as he was, Fargus could not stop her fall ; he looked 
back fiercely at Charles, who stood as if petrified, still holding the 
smoking pistol in his outstretched hand. 

" Merciful God ! you Aave done murder, aftw all ! " 

But the young man, under these quick, successive reversals of 
emotion, seemed too completely dazed by the thunderbolt cast loose 
from his unwitting grasp to understand the meaning of the words ; 
he turned his head away to stare vacantly at the bright picture of 
light outside the window, Fargus thought that he was meditating 
escape. 

"Coward!" he thundered, " would you dare torunavray?" 

This time the accusation stung Charles out of the mental palsy 
that bound his factilties. Answering only with a dark look of 
anger, he threw the pistol from him and crossed hastily over to 
where Hilda lay, her dark head pillowed on the uninjured arm, the 
other still rigidly outstretched. He dropped on one knee and 
stopped to raise her, but the sight of her impassive face, ashen 
white against the deep blood stains that spread mth such suggestive 
rapidity under the thin fabric of the summer dress, seemed to strike 
him with a terrible apprehension. He shuddered away from the 
touch of her, and articulated, with a painful effort at recalling his 
self-control : 

" Good Lord, she looks like death ! " 

" It vnll be death if this bleeding be not stopped," exclaimed 
Fargpjs, in a perfect frenzy at his own impotence and Charles's in- 
opportune weakness. " Take that clasp knife on the table and cut 
me out of these ingenious bonds of yours, unless you mean to mur- 
der the poor girl in deliberate earnest ! For God's sake, pull your- 
self together, man I you will never get the thing open if you shiver 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



THE CIRCLE NARROWS.. 



347 



like that 1 Ah, at last ! Now, in that room to the right you will 
find water, towels, sponges — bring me a sheet off the bed. too ; I 
must have something to make bandages of. Hurry, man, hurry ! " 

Putting forth all the strength of his vigorous frame. Fargus, the 
moment he found himself unpinioned, had lifted the heavy inert form 
on to the broad settee, slipped a big book from the table — the first 
thmg at hand — under the helpless head, and now, without a mo- 
ment's hesitation, set to work with skillful touch to cut the sopping 
clothes from the bleeding arm and shoulder. A man of his experi 
ence was naturally conversant with the nature of gunshot wounds, 
and as the white, tirm-skinned flesh was laid bare before him, it 
was with a sense of relief he noticed that the direction the bullet 
had taken was one which rendered the hurt, if the haemorrhage 
was only got under, not otherwise serious. 

An extemporized tampon to the shoulder and a tourniquet to 
the armpit, hastily fabricated from strips of torn sheets and a stout 
silver pencil-case, sufficed for t^e moment to meet the principal 
danger — the welling bursts of bright red blood which drained away, 
with each slow heart-beat, a portion of that unconscious life. 

Once free to face the emergency and give what help he could, 
Fargus had instantly resumed his natural quiet authority of manner, 
while as, by slow degrees, Charies was gradually delivered of his 
first terrible suspicion, he, too, regained in like ratio his wonted 
deliberateness and external calm. The two worked earnestly 
together, but, save (or the tew laconic directions of Fargus, m com- 
plete silence. 

When everything that could be done for the moment was suc- 
cessfully accomplished, at the American's suggestion they carried 
the still inanimate woman into the adjoining room, and laid her on 
the bed, where, after some minutes' patient endeavor, they succeeded 
in bringing back consciousness. A faint color tinted the gray lips, 
she opened her eyes slowly, and, as memory crept back, an agony 
of terror gathered in their wondering depths, to be succeeded by an 
expression of exhausted relief when she beheld the two faces close 
together, intent only on watching her, 

Fargus, who, on the first flush of returning life, had laid a gentle 
hand on her arm, lest some sudden movement should undo all his 
handiwork, now bent over her and spoke with soothing distinctness 
into her ear: 
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" Don't be afraid, my child ; it was an accident, but there is no 
danger. " 

But, without heeding him, her circled, purple-lidded, eyes sought 
her lover's face with a. gaze of wistful deprecation : 

" my God ! " murmured the quivering lips. " Charlie, I pre- 
vented you doing it. It was murder ! Oh, Charlie ! " 

The young man's look in answer was inscrutable. He walked 
away, out of sight of the languid, blood-stained figure, and stood by 
the open window, wiping from his forehead in covert fashion the 
beads of perspiration that stood thickly upon it. 

The momentary bright flush upon Hilda's face faded again into 
pallor ; with a shiver and a sigh she closed her eyes. 

" Mr, Hiliyard," said Fargus in his low, even voice, " shut the 
window, please ; Miss Wren is cold. Thank you. You know your 
way about the house, I believe ? Will you be so kind as to go to 
the kitchen and tell the housekeeper to come here?" 

Returning the suspicious glance his nephew cast upon him. be- 
fore leaving the room, with one of the most unmitigated disapproval, 
Fargus, when he had traced the retreating steps to a sufficient dis- 
tance, turned once more to his patient. 

" Try not to give way to agitation." said he. " You are now in 
no danger if you do nothing to bring on the bleeding again ; but 
you must force yourself to absolute quietness. You saved my life 
to-day, for though that foolish fellow did not mean murder, as you 
thought, that playing at it was a dangerous thing, and, had it not 
been for your opportune appearance, my child, your lover would 
now be in an awkward fix, I fancy. Well, you have preserved him 
from that— something better to think on than the mere fact of having 
stepped in between an old man and a bullet, Is it not? Hiliyard 
will come to see things in their true light by-and-by, and will realize 
then how immense a debt of gratitude he owes to you, and then, 
perchance, you may live to look upon this day's work as the best 
thing that could have happened both for you and for him. Hush, 
child ! I will have no tears. You guess my meaning, I see ; and 
you may be sure 1 believe what I say. Short as has been our ac- 
quaintance, I think we can trust each other. Here, drink a little 
more of this brandy. Are you in great pain ? " 

" Yes," answered Hilda faintly. " My hand is so cold, and my 
shoulder bums like a coal." 
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" But you can bear it, can you not ? You must pay the price of 
success, you know." 

She smiled gratefully back at his kindly face ; but he perempto- 
rily interrupted the eager assurance that rose to her lips. 

" If you wish to get well, you must be obedient. Here is Mrs. 
Sutton, my housekeeper i she will sit with you till the doctor makes 
his appearance, and Charles shall go for him at once. Keep a good 
heart. I am convinced there is good to come out of this business, 
after all." 

After a few brief orders to the old housekeeper, who courtesied 
a trembling and bewildered acquiescence under the stern eye that 
admitted of neither question nor outcry, Fargus turned to leave the 
room in time to arrest Charlie on the threshold. 

" You must not go in again," he said quietly ; " you will only 
disturb her. Come with me ; there is something which it is neces- 
sary should be arranged between us now." 

After a second's reflection, Charles silently acquiesced, and the 
two men passed together into the sitting-room, the ancient walls 
of which had this day witnessed such unwonted and indecorous 

The level light of the evening sun shone with mellow radiance 
over the disordered furniture, the torn linen, the darkening stains 
that circled on the brick floor; the revolver glinted harmlessly on 
the somber tufts of the rug, and odds and ends of silken rope lay 
in snake-like coils as Fargus had dashed them from him. The 
master of the house paused for a moment, and looked round with 
frowning brow ; such ascene was essentially displeasing to his order- 
loving temperament. Pointing to the scattered fragments of his 
whilom bonds, he remarked dryly to his companion : 

"Your scientific slip-knot might well have meant an equally 
artistic and secure noose for your own neck, Mr. Hillyard. You 
would have found the theory of suicide somewhat difficult to main- 
tain, I fear, had that poor girl's interruption been but one minute 
later — indeed, if that bullet " — walking to the door and examining the 
splintered hole — "if that bullet had sped but one Inch more to the 
right, you would have had quite as difficult a task to prove man- 
slaughter only under such suspicious circumstances." 

"Pray," asked Charles with a sneer, "is this the theme you 
would confer with me upon ? Forgive the observation that the 
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time is a trifle ill-chosen for comments, however edifyir^, on the 
past." 

Fargus turned to answer hotly enough, but as his eyes fell upon 
the young man a change came over his face, and for a while he 
remained looking at him in thoughtful, melancholy silence. 

Bathed in the golden radiance, Charles stood in an attitude of 
almost statuesque repose, waiting, with a slight sarcastic upUftingof 
the comers of his lips, for the elder man's next move; the pallid, 
handsome head, surrounded as with an aureole by the bright crisp 
hair, shone out against the dark back-ground of wainscoting in all 
the curious beauty of its refined and yet intellectually powerful pro- 
portions. There he stood, gifted beyond the common of the children 
of men — what pride Susie must have taken in such a son !— scholar, 
writer, thinker. And all to how ignoble an end ! Betrayer of friend 
and mistress, housebreaker, would-be thief, murderer, in thought if 
not in deed. The old Bible words of everlasting regret, so express- 
ive in their grand simplicity, rang in Fargus's ears, " Lucifer, star 
of the morning, how art thou fallen ! " 

"You are right," said he at length, shaking off the momentary 
abstraction, but not the melancholy it had engendered. " This is a 
time tor deeds, not words ; it is important that Miss Wren should have 
proper surgical treatment as soon as possible — you will have to go 
for the doctor at once." 

Charles started with an expression of angry unwillingness ; but 
Fargus continued unperturbed, though with perhaps an increased 
shade of firmness in his voice : 

" It is, I see, an unwelcome task, but you have no choice in the 
matter. My presence here is absolutely indispensable, for were the 
bandies to get displaced, the girl would simply bleed to death in a 
few minutes. You chose your time for your disastrous visit care 
fully, Mr. Hillyard ; there is not a servant in the house except my 
old housekeeper. You can not. therefore, in common humanity, 
refuse a service which you alone can undertake, even were it not 
thrust on you by your own unfortunate , . . mistake. Come to the 
stables with me. while I saddle a hofse for you ; we can there talk 
over that matter which, as I told you, must be settled before you 
starL Tt is important," he added, still more gravely, as the other 
seemed again about to object. 

Charies bowed bis head after another rapid self-consultation. 
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"Kismet ! " he said, with aa attempt at lightness, and with delib- 
erate leisureliness followed Fargus as he hastened through the back 
door into the yard. 

" Do you know of a reliable surgeon ? " asked the latter, with his 
hand on the latcb of the stable-door. 

" Only the doctor who usually attends at the Court," answered 
his nephew carelessly, kicking some loose grass from between the 
stones at his feet, with an action that revealed some of the temper 
disowned by his indifferent countenance. " 1 shall have to hunt up 
some other fellow, I suppose ; Dr. Smith is such an old gossip, 
and — " He stopped abruptly under the indignation which blazed 
upon him from the other mati's eyes. 

Not until he had led the way into the harness-room, however, 
and the emotion was once more under control, did Fargus speak 
again. 

"You forget," he said calmly enough, "that the case is one 
which admits of no delay. You are, I hope, unaware that Miss 
Wren is in great suffering; moreover, that her stale is serious 
enough to demand the best care obtainable. You will, therefore, go 
to Dr Smith." As he spoke, Fargus had unhooked the saddle from 
the wall, and now putting it on the table, and looking keenly over it 
at his nephew, "This brings me," he continued, "to the point I 
have to settle with you. What explanation do you ini 
■ the doctor about this accident f " 

"I?" cried Charles quickly — " 1 ? What do you m 
bound to no explanation. I shall give none." 

" Then, have you thought of what my explanation n 

The young man quailed, though but for a momen 
steady gaie that never quitted his face; then, recovei 
" What do you intend to say, may I ask p " he inquired, 
impertinence. 

"The truth," 

Charles answered by a slight increase of pallor ani 
silence. In the pause Fargus left the harness-room fo 
box, where amid the amber straw, a slender-limbed, 
mare turned to look at him with velvet eyes, prickinf 
ears, and sniffing the air with scarlet nostrils. 

"Come," he resumed in less severe tones, as the 
who had sullenly followed him, leaned with his arms ovei 
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partition, and watched in silence the rapid, businesslike budding of 
straps and tightening of girths — " come, I am anxious to save you 
as much as possible from the consequences of your reckless proceed- 
ings to-day. Some scandal must inevitably arise ; but, unless I am 
forced to it, I shall not be the one to spread it — it lies with you to 
reduce it to a minimum." 

" Explain yourself," said Charles shortly. 

"If it be published to the world at large," Fargua wait on 
quietly, as he fitted the snaffle, "that Mr. Hillyard, the risii^ Eco- 
nomist, the University Don, the bearer of a hitherto so honorable 
name, feloniously broke into one Mr. Fargus's house, in order to 
steal some papers which he believed to be in Mr. Fargus's custody 
— papers which the said Mr. Hillyard himself has no right to 
claim, but with the aid of which he hoped to dispossess his 
cousin, his friend, of an inheritance — if it were published to the 
world that, to this end, he first assaulted treacherously, then 
bound, and threatened to murder Mr. Faigus in cold blood — a 
, consummation only prevented by the timely interference of a 
young lady, Mr. Hillyard's mistress, who, in despair at his 
desertion of her, had come to the Lone Grange to seek news 
of him, and who, interrupting him at this interesting juncture, 
was herself grievously wounded by him — all this, methinks, would 
not redound much to Mr. Hillyard's reputation. Hush ! Allow 
me to finish, pray ! That is what I should have to say, did you 
oblige me to it. I should owe it to my own honor to clear my 
house from the smirch of the scandal you have cast upon it ; and 
Miss Wren, who, no doubt, overheard all that passed between us, 
would have to bear witness to my veracity. But another course is 
open to you. Let the world hear only that Mr. Hillyard, while pay- 
ing a visit to this Mr. Fargus. ■with his wife, had the misfortune to 
shoot the latter through the incautious handling of a revolver. 
Amazement at your secret and unequal marriage, gossip about it, 
there may be : but your good name will be safe, and any one who 
has the good fortune to make acquaintance with your wife will 
readily understand the weakness." 

The ring of the commanding voice bad ceased to echo in the 
little stone-waiied building before the young man answered. Then 
it was with that white repression of fury which was peculiar to him 
even when most stirred : 
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" Your solicitude for my good name is truly touching. Stili try- 
ing on the game of benevolent relation, Colonel, I see. But Ihis 
time the ruse is a little too transparent. What a simple way of get- 
ting rid of the awltward consequences attending the strange discov- 
ery of a fine young woman, to all appearance comfortably estab- 
lished at the Lone Grange on the most Intimate of terms with that 
grave and reserved person. Colonel Fargus ! What a truly useful 
nephew I should prove, should I not ? No, no. my dea 
a fierce bantering laugh ; " I grant you have concoct 
likely plot— that I have played delightfully into your 
after all, I am not quite so absolutely in your power 
pleased to suppose." 

Fargus, one hand on the mare's bridle, had listeni 
movable intentness to this speech ; and Charles, gaining 
fidence in himself from his silence, proceeded after a s 
with cynical mimicry of the elder's deliberate manner : 

" What if the world at large should be told how a c 
Wren — a young lady whose antecedents will not bear cl 
gation — when discovered by Mr. Hillyard installed a 
Grange, with the most admirable self-sacrifice rushed 
her quondam lover and her elderly entertainer, to prese 
ter from the possibly unpleasant results of the formi 
natural jealousy, and is thereupon, most acci;! en tally, 
scufHe ; how Colonel Fargus, in this dilemma, endeavor 
to palm off the aforesaid compromising young woman a 
a man who, unfortunately for himself, had once been 
of hers, and who, in an attempt to unravel a swindle, hi 
foolishly given that adventurer a hold upon him ? Woi 
dound much to Colonel Fargus's credit ? What do you 
not your fertile imagination devise a little less extravag; 
of the difficulty ? " 

The elder man flung the bridle away from him with 
gesture that, wilh a snort, the startled animal plungec 
Then slowly he advanced toward Charles, his figure 
dilate, to increase in height, as he came ; his eyes. Stem a 
fixed upon his nephew as if they would search dowm inti 
of his soul for his most secret thought ; his face crimsor 
crous flow of anger, yet set in the calmness of an immen: 
He laid one hand upon the young man's shoulder. Thi 
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neither violent nor heavy, yet the latter almost staggered under H, 
as if he (elt it crush him toward the earth. 

" Look at me," he said, " and dare to repeat that infamy— in- 
famy to her whose only fault has been love for you ! to me for your 
own consciousness of its falseness I " 

Then, as Charles could find no word to answer— as, indeed, the 
sense of his insincenty forced him to abashed silence before the 
power, the integrity of that greater, more generous mind — Faigus 
went on in a voice that, despite tiimself, thrilled his hearer : 

" Not by one word will I answer what you know to be a lie. 
Charles Hillyard, go your way ; I have done with you. You can do 
me no harm ; I do not fear your evil tongue — even were your threats 
such as you could uphold — nor all the evil tongues of the world. I 
can protect myself. Here, sir ; the horse is ready. Hasten on 
your errand ; and remember — if the warning cany any weight to 
such as you — that a life endangered by you hangs on your prompti- 
tude." 

Still speechless— seeraii^Iy deprived of even the wish to resist — 
Charles, mechanically obedient to the strong will, mounted as he 
was told, gathered the reins into his hand, and accepted the riding- 
whip that was held up to him. 

Then Fargus, leading the mare throuf^ the gate, turned her 
head in the direction of the town, and released her with a stem 
"Go!" 

Instinctively Charles pressed his heels to the sides of his mount ; 
lifting her graceful head to the breeze, she broke into'a frolicsome 
canter, which gradually settled down to a steady pace, as if in the 
enjoyment of her own perfect action. 

Bareheaded stood David Fargus looking after them. So it was 
Susie's blood and Robert Hillyard's — good man, if ever there had 
been — which coursed through the veins of that brazen utilitarian, 
which animated that cold, unyouthful, calculating heart ! Awful, 
uncertain working of heredity! Then, in natural sequence, there 
rose before his mind the never far-distant vision of a dose-haired 
head, well-opened brown eyes, the young face of his dreamy, quix- 
otic, unpractical, konest son, and his heart warmed again within 

Slowly he retraced his steps, pausing a moment to gaze at the 
desolate old house— the only human habitation in the midst of the 
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purple moor and yellowing bracken — against the crimsoning sky. 
Of all the scenes ever acted under its low roof, none stranger, sure- 
ly, than what had taken place this day! 

Ira furor brevis : how easily Charles's mad threat could have 
become grim earnest. But for the most unlikely of hazards, behind 
those windows, answering in molten gold to the sinking sun's last 
caresses, David Fargus would be lying branded as suicide in all 
men's minds. Death for himself he had never feared, but under 
the menace of that pistol he had trembled, and trembled still, at the 
thought of what the flight of its bullet would have brought on one 
beloved life ; of its consequences for Lewis : doubt, haunting sus- 
picion, and finally — he read it as If it were written in a book— an- 
guished surrender to Charles's humiliating charges, hasty casting 
from him the supposedly unlawful inheritance with all that now de- 
pended on it ! And lifting his eyes to the serene vaulted blue, the 
father sent an unformed thank^ving into its shimmering gold- 
flecked depths. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

... TO A WEDDING RING. 

Over the purple moor, blind to the beauty of sky and earth, 
deaf to the sousing of the keen air in his ears, to the exhilarating 
rhyihm of the hoofs beneath him, Charies, shut up for the moment 
wthin the small worid of his own mind, practically hypnotized by 
another's will, was conscious, above the tumult of a seething dis- 
content, of but one clear conception ; the necessity of speedily ful- 
filling his obnoxious errand. 

Never pausing, never even questioning with himself, he mechan- 
ically took the shortest cuts toward his goal. It was only when he 
drew rein before the doctor's pretentious granite-built house and 
dismounted to ring the bell that he felt, with some surprise, the ex- 
haustion of the unwonted exercise In every limb, and noticed the 
steaming distress of his horse. He passed his hand over his wet 
brow, as if awakening from a dream ; that reckless ride through 
the sunset evening came back upon him more like some fantastic 
brain-vision than a just-ex peri er.ced rplsode, and his mind, released 
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from its strange thrall, seized upon the stern facts of his present 
position with an unsparing balance of appreciation especially its 

Approaching footsteps resounding along the flagged hall inside 
brote in upon his brooding, and warned him that he must come to 
some settlement in the present curious dilemma. Hurriedly deter- 
mining, with reasserted independence, to commit himself to nothing, 
he was somewhat relieved, nevertheless, to hear that there was no 
immediate necessity for the decision. Doctor Smith was out, but 
was expected home every minute. 

The proposal to wait hastily declined, Charles wrote a brief mes- 
sage to the effect that a visitor of Colonel Fargus's, at the I-one 
Grange had been accidentally shot by a revolver, and that Colonel 
Fargus begged Dr. Smith to attend to the case as soon as pos- 
sible. 

" It is urgent." added he to the servant, as he remounted ; " do 
not forget." And satisfied that he had conscientiously fulfilled his 
undertaken duty, he turned the little mare's head homeward, a fact 
that she was not slow to recognize approvingly by a prlcldng of her 
ears and a renewed jauntiness of step. 

He went but slowly, partly because it suited his mood, parity in 
consideration for the over-ridden animal, again avoiding the high- 
road, to minimize the risk of an encounter with the doctor before 
be had resolved how to act. 

He had reached the outskirts of the town, the sun had just 
dipped below the horizon, warmth and light were fast fading from the 
air ; Charles shivered ; he was cold and weary, angry and sore per- 
plexed. The disappointments of the last few days, the mental tax 
upon him. had been heavy, but he had not lost heart so long as he 
could still reasonably entertain hope of ultimate success, however 
hard the stni^le before him might be. But now the scale seemed 
irrevocably lumed gainst him. The long-craved-for dream of 
love; the riches which to him meant so much, the deprivation of 
which had galled him in secret all his life ; position, power, more 
open fields for his great talents, for his widespreading ambition — 
all this had been almost within his grasp, and inch by inch it was 
slipping from him. And he dared not even stretch out his hand to 
retain it, so cursedly was he encompassed by the treacherous affec- 
tion of i woman, by the unexpected interference of a stranger, with> 
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out whose help his only opponent would have been as wax in his 
' hands, and who, with no better device than the time-worn swindle 
of personation, seemed to have sprung into existence for the sole 
purpose of thwarting his well-laid plans. 

Involuntarily he reined in his horse and struck his forehead in 
passionate Irritation at his own impotence and aridity of device. 
Was there really no way out of ii but this craven abandonment of 
all ambition, this sickening submission to the will of an over-bear> 
ing adventurer, who would then have scored his last triumph ? 

As he paused in the solitary lane where a few distant stra^ling 
cottages marked the limits of the town, and glanced hopelessly over 
the darkening vista of moorland, through the rising mists of which 
lay his way to bondage and poverty, there came upon his inattentive 
ear the brisk trot of a horse over the side turf of the road, already 
at close quarters, and, looking round, he saw with a contraction of 
the heart that Maude Woldham was beside him. 

The recognition was mutual. Even as he raised his hat and 
forced his smile of greeting, Miss Woldham reined io her bright bay 
cob with a cry of frank amazement. 

" Charlie ! how extraordinary you should be here ! I have just 
this instant come from your sisters, and they said you were installed 
at Cambridge until Christmas. Why," with an increase of wonder, 
"you are riding Mr. Fargus's mare. Are you stopping with him, 
then ? How unkind the prls will think it of you not to have gone 
to see them I" 

There was a heightened glow upon her cheeks, a sparkling joy- 
ousness in her eyes, a smile of irrepressible inward content dimpling 
the comer of the sweet mouth ; the warm harmonious lines of her 
figure were enhanced by the severe simplicity of her riding attire. 
Charles gave her a mute look of admiration ; it seemed to him as if 
he had never quite reaKzed before the full meaning of her beauty. 

Without a word he extended his hand, but before it could close 
round the slim fingers, she had drawn them back from his touch 
with a slight scream. 

" Oh ! what is it ? Tour cuff is steeped in blood ! What has 
happened— are you hurt ? " 

Charles flushed a sullen crimson. 

" I have had to go to Colonel Fargus, on business," he answered 
haltingly, looking straight between the mare's ears, and slowly 
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stroking her neck with hb hunting crop. " There was an accident 
... to one of his dogs: caught its leg in a trap, or something— I 
helped to bind It up. I never noticed the disgusting mess the brute 
had made of me till this minute." He ground his teeth over the 
ill-devised lie, as soon as It was spoken. Tighter and tighter the 
meshes of the net seemed to be closing round him. 

The girl glanced at him wonderingly ; something in his tone 
struck her as strange, while his evident want of feeling for the dumb 
sufferer impressed her animal-loving mind disagreeably. 

" Mr. Faigus has only one dog. Poor Dinah ! I am so sorry she 
is hurt," she cried reproachfully. 

There was a pause ; then, gathering up -her reins. Miss Wold- 
ham observed briskly that n^ht was coming on and she ought to 
have been home long ago. 

" Papa would be really angry if he knew 1 was on the road so 
late," she said, smiling tenderly at the thought of the parental se- 
verity ; •' but luckily he has gone to York for the night." 

" Our ways lie together, I think," said Charles, rousing himself 
with an effort ; " you take the short cut across the moor, I suppose ; 
I trust you have no objection to my company ? " 

"I shall be very glad," answered Maude lightly; "and as it 
happens I could not have gone over the moor by myself at this 
hour, your escort will be doubly acceptable. 1 am sorry we can not 
indulge in a good canter, but I think it would be rather hard on 
poor Lady Jane ; you must have been taking her at an awful pace," 
The scrutinizing gaze that swept his recking steed here ended on 
the rider's face, and instantly melted into one of impulsive sympa- 
thy. " And you, too, look dreadfully tired ; are you ill ? " cried the 
fresh voice vrith a softened accent. " Is anything the matter with 
you, Charlie ? " 

They had reached the turning-point of (he road, from which the 
path across the heath branched off. To the right, faintly tipped 
vrith gold, under the last glimmer of the wanmg sun, rose Gilham, 
with its sky-defying pride of turret, pinnacle and vane, in the midst 
of its wide expanse of part and pasture. And between bim and 
that vision, as Charles turned to cast upon it a long black look, 
came the swaying litheness of his companion's form, the friendli- 
ness of her sweet, inquiring glance, the tantalizing beauty of her 
face. . . . Maude and Gilham — the exquisite woman, the goodly 
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inheritance ! By heaven, he would not pvc them up without an- 
other effort ! 

Drawing his horse closer to hers, as they turned away from the 
road on to the springy turf, he bent forward and fixed his eyes upon 
her with passionate intensity : 

" Maude," he said in a low voice, " I may well look ill— I am in 
great trouble of mind." In the waning light he saw the spreading 
iris of her blue eyes look fearlessly and pityingly back upon him ; 
his passion leaped within him like fire upon oii. " Listen to me, 
Maude," he went on, in quick, whispered tones that quivered to the 
wild beating of his heart ; " you alone can help me— but you must 
have patience and let me tell you all first, before I can show you 
how, A month ago, as I watched beside my uncle's death-bed, he 
most urgently implored me to take into my possession and make 
proper use of some papers addressed to Lewis, which I was to find 
in his desk. Now, it seems that just before he died, my father, who 
was, as you know, Lewis's guardian (little suspecting how matters 
were destined to turn out in the Kerr family), had gathered certain 
documents together for Lewis, who was then in India ; but his 
death coming comparatively suddenly in the end, they were discov- 
ered by the squire, his executor, unsealed, and thus taken into his 
possession. Luckily they were not sealed, or none of us would 
have known their contents." 

A look of astonishment came over Maude's face, but she said 
nothing, and Charles went on with fresh impetus: 

" Forgive this long preamble ; you will realize its importance in a 
minute. My uncle then gave these papers to me ; he was deeply 
^tated, and made me understand that the u;e he wished me to 
make of them was to keep an interloper from inheriting Gilham. 
Well, after his death I carried out his instructions, examined the 
parcel and found proofs — proofs, Maude, so incontrovertible that no 
court of justice in England could have hesitated about a verdict — 
that Lewis has no right to the name he bears, that he could have 
no legal claim to the inheritance he now looks for ; in fact, that Gil- 
ham is mine, if I only assert my claim." 

He stopped. Maude, her brow slightly contracted with the ef- 
fort of comprehension, here broke out with an abrupt exclamation 
of incredulity. 

" Lewis ! How can it be possible ? I don't understand." 
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" Have you never heard of the suicide of my uncle, George Kerr, 
the man supposed to be Lewis's father? Never Iieard of that 
strange scandal that the family tried so hard, and in vain, to hush 
up? Maude, did it never strike you as strange that the squire 
all but pubhcly disowned his supposed nephew? It is difficult to 
explain to you, but you can not be so blindly ignorant of life as not 
to know that such things are. Lewis is the soa of George Kerr's 
wife, but not of George Kerr ; it was the knowledge of his dishonor 
thai drove my mother's brother to his death. I had the proofs of it 
in my hand, 1 tell you, Maude, only a week ago. Lewis— I know 
him well — would have instantly withdrawn his claim, could I once 
have convinced him that there was even room for the shadow of a 
doubt. Unfortunately, the papers were treacherously stolen from 
me before I could show them to him myself. Not to tvaste time on 
details, he has fallen into the hands of a sort of adventurer, with 
whom he has struck up one of his romantic friendships, and now 
acts altogether under his advice, and looks upon me as the basest of 
individuals for even attempting to establish my rights." 

" I would like to understand a little better," Interrupted Maude, 
in a voice now so e(en and placid that no one could have guessed 
her thoughts from its tone. A curious stillness seemed to have come 
over her, and she had bent her head as if in profound thought. 
" This — this discovery of yours was known to Mr. Hillyard and to 
Susie, and yet they both treated Lewis as if he were one of the 
bmily. Susie often told me that she loved him like a son, and loied 
him chiefly because of his resemblance to his father." 

" Oh ! my poor mother could never believe ill of any one," put in 
Charies, with an unconscious tone of contemptuous pity. "Not 
even of the woman who drove her brother to suicide — and my 
father, well, my father was a reserved man and a parson, who very 
strictly practiced what he preached ; he was slow to pronounce 
judgment, unless judgment wa^mperatively required, and until the 
present juncture supervened, there would have been no object in 
impugning Lewis's position ; it would have needlessly distressed 
both his wife and a youth for whom he had a certain liking, But 
had my father lived, he would no doubt have found it his duty now 
to state the truth, even as I am trying to do. In short, you must 
remember, Maude, there would have been no object in raising the 
question then. To me, however, the proofs, that were sq provi- 
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dentially placed in my hands, are as convincing as they are to the 
lawyer to whom they were shown, and who says I have, even from 
the pure legal point of view, a strong case." 

Charles, a little disheartened and irritated, paused a moment, 
but presently, emboldened by her pensive attitude and that silence 
which is proverbially supposed to imply consent, he began again in 
louder and more assured tones than he had yet been master of : 

" You can see, can you not, why the loss of these documents 
should be such a horrible misfortune for me ? or have you not seen, 
Maude," peering through the thickening gloom at the averted face, 
and laying his hand on the pommel of her saddle, as the horses 
walked in close friendliness side by side—" have you not seen how I 
love you ? how I have loved you for years ? Have you not guessed 
how ray very absence from the part of the world lighted by your 
beauty was caused by the fear of it ? 1 valued this unexpected in- 
heritance — I was determined 10 gain it for myself — only because it 
would set me free to tell you of my love. Whatever you may have 
heard of me during that long lime, imbittered by the impossible 
thoughts of you — -whatever doubts you may have about me — do not 
doubt, at least, the singleness of my passion ; but I was never the 
man to drag down to poverty and commonplace the woman I wor- 
ship. But the gates of the heaven I have pictured may yet be 
opened to me. Maude, I have sometimes thought that, in secret, 
your heart was not averse to me. My beautiful Maude, for years I 
have longed without prospect of hope; tell me that you will not re- 
fuse me, if, as master of Gilham, I come to lay all its wealth and 
pride at your feet. Give me your promise, and I will have strength 
to fight^ the fight to the end, and gain it too. Just now you ap- 
peared upon me as a messenger of comfort, at a moment when, in 
a fit of despondency, as the difficulties seemed to multiply around 
me, I almost thought of giving up the struggle; but the sight of 
you has brought me to my senses again. I shall win, I must wir, 
even against greater odds— with you on my side, how could I fear 
failure ? May I accept the good omen ? " 

Charlie's voice had risen once more, clear and sonorous in the 
silence of the desolate heath, and the words rang as with a cadence 
of music. Yet she said not a word. Half turned in her saddle to 
look at him searchingly, rather pale, and with eyes that shone 
strangely brilliant in the uncert^ twilight glimmer, she seemed to 
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be listening too earnestly, pondering too deeply, to be capEible of 

That silence which had at first encouraged him now struck the 
wooer with mi^vings. 

" Do you think," he cried a little sharply. " that I am pressing 
my love on the strength of a hopeless cause ? that I am holdiog out 
hopes I can not fulfill ? Believe me, it is not so. I have enemies, 
no doubt — enemies who have so far succeeded as to rob me of 
some of the evidence on which I rested my claim. But, for all that, 
I have just grounds to be confident that I can still make it good. 
Lewis himself is, unconsciously, my strongest ally ; forif he can but 
once be brought to sec the truth of my statement— be made to un- 
derstand the whole case as it really is — he will be the first to with- 
draw from the contest in my favor But to do so, it is necessary 
to unmask the unblushing swindler who has got the lad in his 
clutches, and to unravel a pretty well-concocted conspiracy. These 
arc difficulties in the way, of course, but with you as an ally, with 
the sympathy of your father, whose opinion has such weight with 
every one, I can not doubt of ultimate success. Maude, darling love, 
will you help me and give me courage ? " 

" Mr, Hillyard," cried the girl at last, in accents of such con- 
centrated indignation that her vqjce was almost unrecognizable, 
"that is enough." Then slowly, so that each word fell by itself, as 
it were, with the deliberation of a blow, " And this is Susie's son ! " 
she said — " this cowardly, treacherous thief ! Oh, let me speak ! " 
passionately overbearing his inarticulate cry of protestation, as a 
flood snaps all obstacles on its tumultuous passage. " I have list- 
ened to your insults patiently enough, heaven knows ! I must 
answer now, or 1 shall choke. You ask me, sir — me ! — to help you 
in your infamous plot !^Io be your ally in striving to ruin the life of 
your young cousin— to blast his good name I You hold out your 
chance of success in such a scheme as an inducement for me to 
marry you. Truly, I believe you deem me a fit mate for such as 
you, to dare to come to me with your vile proposal ! " 

" Before heaven, Maude," interrupted the man, not without dig- 
nity, though his lips trembled, " I have not deserved this at your 
hands ! In all openness and honesty, all confidence in you, with deep- 
est love — yes, Maude, love — I told you how I was placed ; 1 olTered 
you all a man can offer. This did not gall for abuse and contumely." 
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" All openness and honesty ! " echoed Ma.ude, in scathing bitter- 
ness. "Yes, I will grant you were open enough, in all conscience, 
but honesty— save the mark ! Honesty in one who, of his own 
mouth, confesses to having read and appropriated papers addressed 
to another! No matter that your uncle gave them to you. More 
shame for him, I say! What right did his want of honor in the 
matter give you to pry and thieve? Then you find in these papers 
proofs, forsooth ! — proofs that are convincing to your greedy envi- 
ous eyes, which some lawyer tells you would make what you call a 
' good case,' and show that your cousin is no Kerr — rob him of his 
land, his name that he holds so dear. And you never pause for a 
moment to think of what you are doing ; of the blast, the stigma, 
on him, your own kin; you rake up some miserable old story, to 
which your evil mind is not ashamed to lend so evil a. reading — I 
know it all ; Susie often told me about her brother's death — and 
you come to me and ask me to help you, to get my father to 
lend the weight of his countenance to such a conspiracy — my father, 
the soul of honor and chivalry, who loves Lewis almost like a son ! 
1 ought to be flattered, truly, by your confidence, your hrve. And 
it is a conspiracy, sir ; I don't care what sort of evidence you have. 
Lewis is a Kerr, every inch of him ; every one has always said so. 
One has only to compare him with some of the family portraits to 
be convinced of it ; and if he were rot," veering round with true 
feminine consistency, but, if possible, with increased severity — " if 
all you say were true, every word of it, you whom Lewis loved, 
trusted— you his friend of years — if you had one generous impulse 
in your soul, you would have thrust these proof i into the fire, and 
buried their secrets in your heart," 

"1 see," said Charlie bitterly, and keeping with difficulty a sem- 
blance of self-control — "I see I have made a great mistake. The 
boy and girl attachment, which there seemed every reason to deem 
dead and forgotten, is reviving, and the reason is perhaps not far to 
seek. Pray forgive me ! Of course I can understand that the 
story of my tide to your lover's property, and his own lamentable 
lack of one to even the name he bears, could scarcely prove accept- 
able news to the ears of his lady-love." 

"You are wrong as well as insolent, Mr. Hillyard," said Maude, 
her hot blood tingling in every vein at the insinuation. " Lewis is 
not my lover. But of course faithfulness to a friend is a matter 
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I could not expect you to understand." She paused, and her 
thoughts wandered back to a scene under a silver-leaf aspen which 
trembled under the morning sun — a scene similar to, almost a 
paraphrase of this bitter meeting in the midst of the darkening 

moorland, and yet so essentially different ; and there rose in her 
generous heart a tide of affectionate pity for the brave, loyal 
fellow who had looked at her with such true, sad eyes as she had 
given the death-blow to his hopes that sunny morning. " But I will 
tell you thb," she added, with renewed indignation, "that were 
you as rich and great as you wodld make yourself— were you the 
head of Gilham and master of all the country besides, and were 
Lewis as poor as you wish him to be, as nameless, as humiliated, 
I would marry him, cheerfully and gladly, rather than become 
your wife ! I used to admire you, Charles Hillyard, and I liked 
you for the sake of my dear Susie ; I used to enjoy hearing Lewis 
sing the litany of your praise; but now," gathering up her reins 
and turning back, as her horse made a spring forward, to cast a 
Parthian shaft at the scowling, gloom-enveloped figure behind her — 
"now that I know you, as no one evidently has known you yet, I 
have no words to tell you how 1 hate and despise you ! " 

Her whip whistled into the dark air with a sound that struck 
him as though she had aimed the cut at his face, there was a dull 
thud of hoofs striking on the turf, then the retreating, precipitate 
cadence of a" wild gallop. Turning at an abrupt angle from the 
path along which they had been ambling together, Maude had sped 
away into the darkness. 

As the flying silhouette merged into the surrounding gloom, 
Charles, once more bringing the bewildered Lady Jane to a stand- 
still, gave vent to his fury and sent a hearty curse after it. 

Under the lash of her unsparing tongue his ardor had given 
place to very different feelings, and, in the first heat of his mortifi- 
cation, a hundred schemes for her punishment surged through his 
brain. He could reach her through Lewis — of that he felt no doubt. 
Her ejtcited partisanship had betrayed the secret, for all the would- 
be coldness of her disavowal. He would ruin the favored young 
lover (not forgetting his score against the meddling and slippery 
American) though it cost him years to do it. Coward, was he? 
traitor, thief ! and this for doing simply what any other man in his 
place would have done— for claiming what was jusdy his. Some 
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day she would rue, perhaps in bitterness and tears, every one of 
these insolent words that fell so glibly from her lips. . . . 

But blind rage was too unintellectual an emotion to retain long 
the mastery over Charles Hillyard's faculties, All at once, in the 
midst of his angry meditation, the ludicrous side of his position 
Struck him forcibly, and he laughed aloud. What a fool he was ! 
He, who had aJways prided himself on his philosophical acceptance 
of the inevitable in life, without that futile lighting against fate in 
which so many wa^te what is left to them of happiness. Here he 
found himself in the cold and darkness, railing at fortune and plan- 
ning impossible vengeances, regardless of flie flight of time, when it 
would be as much as he could do to reach the Grange before the 
doctor, and save himself, by wise submission, from what might prove 
a very unpleasant predicament. 

He shook his reins and started off on his way again at a canter. 
His mind was made up; the habit of stem practicality was too 
deeply ingr^ncd to permit him to contemplate, after the first heat 
of passion had dissipated, the continuance of a struggle in which all 
the probabilities were against him. The battle was lost and won ; 
he was beaten ; the,fevcrish dream was over. He would throw up 
the sponge — let Lewis step in. Great heaven! that a weak senti- 
mentalist should have such a prize, after all ! while Charles Hillyard 
retired gracefully from the scene — never to come near the cursed 
place again. His position in his own world could be no worse than 
before the dazzling prospects raised by this unexpected windfall. 
Instead of being the master of Gilham, the husband of Maude, he 
would have the enviable position of lecturer and coach to youthful 
undergraduates, and of husband to — Hilda, . . . 

Strange it seemed, even to himself, but the thought of Hilda now 
presented itself (o him, amid the seething bitterness of hb reflections, 
not without a certain sweetness. 

Down deep in his heart somewhere had blossomed shyly, and all 
unknown, a curious attachment to the handsome, faithful girl, and 
now, no longer overshadowed by more ambitious passions, he found 
that it had struck deeper root than he could have believed. 

She had played him a scurvy trick, it was tnie. but it was in fear 
of losing him— him. whom Maude had just now covered with con- 
tempt^and she, the only one vrith regard to whom conscience re- 
proached him in his last transactions, was now the sole being who 
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slill believed in bim, knew him for neither villain nor hero, and lared 
him as he was. 

He urged his horse to fuller speed — a new anxiety began to assail 
him in the midst of this new comfort; everything had gone against 
him this day — what if she, too, were to (ail him ? Living, she was 
all his ; that, even in his anger, he had never doubted. But she was 
badly wounded, and by his hand. What if she should die ? 

Characteristically, the lirst fear roused by this su^^tion was of 
the extremely awkward consequences such a contingency m^ht have 
for him. Visions of an inquest, a coroner's — possibly a judge's — 
verdict, danced with extreme vividness before his eyes. But the next 
thought was different, and struck home to his heart with a pang : 
what would become of him now without Hilda? 

It was well for Lady Jane that they had not much farther to go, 
and it was well for her rider, too, for neither could have sustained 
that mad gallop, through the night, much longer. 

By a happy coincidence, as Charles, half giddy with fatigue, 
staggered into the lighted sitting-room at the Grange, to read reas- 
surance of his deadly fear in Fargus's placid look, the bustling little 
doctor entered by the opposite door, full of apologies for his enforced 
delay, and hopes that it might not have evil results. 

Fargus rose and greeted him in a few words, then markedly 
gave place to his nephew. 

There was a moment's pause : resting his hands on the table, as 
if lo support himself, but speaking with all his old deliberateness, 
" Docior," said the young man, " the person who has been so un- 
fortunately wounded is, I grieve to say, my wife. I need not say 
how anxious I feel to hear your opinion of her case." 

As soon as he had spoken he shot at Fargus a look full of such 
implacable defiance that it told of an undying enmity more explicitly 
than whole volumes of words. But even his keen eyes, sharpened 
as they were by hatred, could read neither triumph nor pleasure on 
the elder man's calm face. 

" Mrs. Hiliyard is in this room," Faigus was saying ; " will you 
be so good as to go into her ? " 

Hilda's wounds had been examined and dressed again. The 
doctor, after many compliments to Charles on his wife's great forti- 
tude and her splendid physique, to Fargus on his success and prompt- 
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itude in arresting the blood-flow, had assured them that she was in 
no danger, and taken his leave 

In the dimly-Iit room Charles was sitting alone by her bedside. 
The patient's eyes were closed ; she seemed salisfied with Charles's 
presence and the mute assurance she had read in his face that his 
anger against her was over. Prepared by Fargus's few words of 
comfort, she was happy enough in the present, and, ui her woman's 
shrewdness, had accepted the title bestowed on her by the doctor in 
the most natural manner. Whatever hopes had been surging in her 
breast, she had remained outwardly calm, 

Charles looked at her for a while in silence. Presently he stooped 
and kissed her left hand — first the palm, as it lay inertly turned up, 
then the large, taper third finger, on which sat that plain gold ring 
with its tacit lie. 

Startled by the action — a strange one from him — she turned her 
pallid face languidly toward him, and saw that in her lover's eyes 
which she had never seen before — something like real tenderness. 

And in answer to the mute, astonished inquiry : 

'■ My giri," he said, still trying to speak in the careless, patroniz- 
ing manner he generally assumed toward her, " I wonder whether 
you would Uke me to put that ring on your finger before the altar, 
the registrar, and all the rest of it ? " 

After the doings of the day, Hilda's nerves were scarcely as strong 
as was their wont. The tears again welled to the heavy lids as she 
pulled his band feebly up to her hot lips. 

'• Oh, Ciiarlie ! Charlie ! " she murmured, between strangling 
sobs that shook her from head to foot. " are you really going to raise 
me to you at last ? How can I thank you ?— how can I tell you 
how I love you ? Oh, Charlie ! and after what I did ! " 

" There, don't cry, child ; you will make yourself worse ! There, 
my girl, we shall let bygones be bygones, and start afresh. After 
all, we have been one long enough In reality not to rush into senti- 
ment at the thought of a mere ceremony." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

UAN PROPOSES. 



Along a northward-bound line, weighted with living freight, a 
nobltf engine dashed its panting way, heedless of brook and dale 
and hill, or morass, or rock, or wood, devouring the bright English 
land with resistless and inexhaustible energy, while an autumtt morn- 
ing ripened to ruddy noon, and shadows shortened, to grow again, 
athwart the yellow harvested fields. In the window-comer of his 
well-cushioned carriage sat Lewis Kerr, watching, as they flew past 
him, the tinted hedgerows, the beautiful homesteads, the wide 
stretches of pasture, the busy towns — counting each feature of the 
well-remembered landscape that brought him nearer and ever nearer 
to the precious comer of ancient Deira whither he was bent that 
day. with heart full again of joyous hope. 

Old travelers went forth at the great noisy stations, new travelers 
came in, but Lewis, wrapped in dreams, sat alone in his thoughts- 
Though thin and worn from the recent illness, and slill more from 
the recent trouble, there was a light in his eyes, a glow on his face, 
that would have rejoiced the father's heart to see who now awaited 
his coming. And as his mind wandered from past to present, from 
present to future, there was not a shade of the old despondency to 
bring the old heavy look back in their stead. The world was young 
again— time and space and life no longer depressing ideas, but 
things to be enjoyed and conquered. 

Once he drew from his pocket-book the charm that had removed ' 
the evil spell : a letter, the cover of which was addressed in goodly 
round style to Lewis Kerr of Gilham, Esquire, and the contents o( 
which he had already so studied as to know them almost fay heart, 
but which he yet now faegan to read again with deep attention. 
Rapidly did the words in the bold hand stream before his eyes, 
deepening the satisfaction imprinted upon his face. 

The letter was dated some five days back at midnight, and thus 
had Fargus written to his son at the close of that eventful day which 
had seen the final crumbling of Charles Hillyard's scheme and the 
rise of Hilda Wren's new hopes: 
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"My dear Lewis;, Your letter would have been a very griev- 
ous trouble to me, were 1 not happily able (owing to a concatena- 
tion of circumstances which will seem to you the most extraordinary, 
the most unforeseeable) to give you that very proof without which 
you now propose to abandon fortune and happiness. I can prove 
to you, and beyond all doubt, that you are George Kerr's son, and 
that as such you have the most indisputable right to his name and 
to the property that would have been his. To tell you by letter 
what this proof is, how I come to have, at this critical time, the 
blessed power of Testoring your peace of mind, just as your good 
fortune has removed all material obstacles to the recognition of your 
legal right, would be unsatisfactory both to you and me. There is 
much you will wish to ask me, and much that I shall prefer to tcU 
you by word of mouth, rather than by the cold and laborious inter- 
mediary of pen and ink. But you have trusted me up to this, and 
you will, I know, trust me in this. 

'• Suffice it to say, for the present, that I should not have burned 
those letters had I not, even then, had good grounds to know the 
absolute falseness of the reading Mr. Hillyard took of them. I had 
hoped this morning to be able in this letter to bid you come here 
immediately, that you might know everything and enter into the 
possession of your own without any more delay. But something 
very inopportune has occurred which must retard your arrival Miss 
Wren, poor girl ! in great and natural anxiety concerning her lover, 
whom she had not seen since she had to confess to him her inter- 
ference in his affairs, landed here to-day, to seek some information 
concerning his movements. She was still here when, as fate would 
have it, Mr. Hillyard himself made his appearance — on what errand 
I imagine you can guess— then he had the misfortune to wound her 
seriously, while incautiously playing with one of my revolvers. It 
was purely accidental, and he has shown more feeling for her than I 
could have believed possible. Meanwhile, however, she will not be 
fit to move for a day or two, and as he is constantly with her you 
wilt understand why 1 think it better to postpone your visit. These 
are strange things to happen in my quiet house, are they not? But 
I am not without a hope that they may be productive of good, after 
all. One thing, meanwhile, is certain, which you will be glad to 
hear, namely, that your cousin has finally abandoned all idea of con- 
testing your rights any further, though I should be conveying a false 
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impression were I to allow you to believe that he is anything but 
furious at the turn affairs have taken. Now, my dear boy, it is very 
late and I am very tired after an exciting day. Keep a good heart 
till we meet : I shall telegraph as soon as the coast is clear — that is, 
as soon as my visitors have departed— and then you will come at 
once, will you not ? I have satisfactory news for you on other scores 
besides that one vital question. 

" General Woldham and I have had long gossips about you. 
Good old man ! he really loves you like a son. Charles Hillyard 
seems to have kept his evil counsel to himself very closely, after all. 
So much the better for all parties ; more 1 can not say now, but re- 
serve myself for when we meet. " Ever yours, 

"David Fargus." 

When Lewis reached the end, he replaced the letter in the case 
and musingly drew out the telegram that had reached him the pre- 
vious night up in his attic rooms. It contained but the most la- 
conic message : " From David Faigus, Widley Grange, to Lewis 
Kerr, Staple Inn, London. Come." Nothing more, but the four 
letters of that little word, scrawled in faint penciling, seemed to 
flash out of the pink paper and expand into golden volumes as 
Lewis gazed at it anew. It seemed to mean so much, to promise 
such endless things. Ah ! the world was a glad and good place, 
after all, and it was well to be alive and young. 

And now the train was slackening speed near the junction, 
where a change must be made for the little country line that led to 
Norton. He had to alight, collect his chattels, and bustle to an- 
other platfonn ; in a short time he was off again, hailing with de- 
light the familiar landmarks of distant hill on one side and melting 
moorland on the other, till at last the forerunning houses of the 
drowsy little town itself popped up at each window, the brakes 
grated and dragged, and he jumped up with beating heart to pre- 
pare for alighting. 

The white-bearded station-master, the solitary one-eyed porter, 
the red-faced cab^lriver — even now, as ever before, just emerged 
from the Gilham Arms in a high state of beeriness to protler his 
services to travelers — Lewis greeted them all as wld friends. He 
was not recognized at first, it was so many years since he had been 
there ; but the porter, having put his single eye to good purpose, 
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soon discovered the identity of the only passenger the train had left 
to them from the label on his portmanteau ; an excited whisper 
went round the little station : " 'Tis young squoire himself ! " 

" We did not think you'd take us unawares like that, sir," said 
the station-master, coming up and touching his cap with a new def- 
erence. " Folks have been talking of getting up 1 welcome for 
you. But we're right glad to see you here at last, sir, all the same." 

" Take you to the Court, squoire ? " cried t'le rufous fly-driver, 
waving his whip with tipsy enthusiasm ; " proud to be the first to 
drive you home, squoire." 

Lewis laughed as he responded suitably to the former, and de- 
clined the latter's offer. But, in his heart, the little tribute to his 
position, and especially the unquestioning way i' seemed to have 
been accepted, was pleasant to him. It was home-coming after 
aH and he felt it more and more with a warming inward glow of 
heartfelt content. 

He had half anticipated that Fargus might have come to meet 
him, but remembered, as he looked around without discovering the 
familiar figure, that he had not specified in his answering telegram 
the hour he intended to arrive at, and that no one would expect a 
traveler to leave London at the inconvenient time of seven in the 
morning, when there was a train about ten o'clock, which would 
have brought him down comfortably for dinner. 

It was now only three of the afternoon, on a mellow, sunny, 
brisk-breathing day, and the thought of a walk along the country 
roads, of the short cut through the scented Woldham pine-woods, 
over the edge of the breezy moor, was inviting after an eight hours' 
railway journey. It would, moreover, make but little difference as 
to time, for the walk was shorter than the roadway; and so Mr, 
Kerr of Gilham, announcing his determination to make use of his 
legs, engaged the flyman with his ramshackle vehicle lo convey his 
lugS^K^ 'o ■''^ Lone Grange, and set off at a swinging pace up the 
Irregular, ill-paved little street, toward where the white highroad 
branched off into the sweet heart of the country. Along between 
the tall hedges, where the autumn berries were tumbg red ; by the 
imde rich fields, where his own com was dow bc;..g laden on carts 
drawn by great patient horses, with his badge on ihcir bright brass- 
mounted harness; past third crops of clover, rich with blossom; 
grass meadows, dotted with sluggard white sheep, and sleek, peacc- 
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ful, deep«yed Idne ; past stretches of woodland ; brushwood covert 
in the recesses of which he heard the pheasant sob exultantly, and 
saw the rabbits scuttle across the paths with impertinent white- 
cocked tails. 

And now a turn of the road brought him upon one of the ave- 
nues leading to Gilham itself, and in the undulations of the park- 
land he saw the herded deer — saw the noble ancient house between 
the trees. He stood and gazed, and his heart swelled with a feeling 
he had never before experienced — the pride of possession. " Mine — 
mine — mine ! " he could say of each rich acre that he had been 
traversing, each living thing that met his glance, each stone of the 
home his forefathers' hands had raised. 

A quaint idea crossed his brain. " I feel," he thought, " like the 
Marqttis of Carabas — the ogre is dead, and his lands are mine. 
And presently I shall lead the princess home ; and the good friend 
through whom all these good things have come to pass "—here he 
laughed in the lightness of his heart ac the comparison of grave 
Fargus to Puss in the fairy tale—" the dear friend shall come and 
share them, and be honored by us and our children." 

And gayly Lewis struck on again down the road till the close- 
built, flawless wall of Gillham Park became enchanged for the more 
irregular boundaries — crumbling brickwork, hedge and fence — of 
the Woldham estate. Through a well -remembered wooden gate— 
still wdting for repairs as in the old days — he now entered the 
pine-wood, hallowed by so many grateful and tender memories, and 
the knowledge that they still guarded the house of his love. At the 
foot of yonder glade slept the small lake where they had skated 
one memorable frosty evening, and there, winding away, was the 
gently uphill path through the timber Co the Hall — that path which 
they had followed hand in hand. All unchanged, save that the ■ 
world was that day cold and white and silent, and now it was green, 
and alive with song, and filtered sunshine as golden as his hopes. 

Presently, as he walked on, the sound of voices struck upon his 
ear, then the impetuous barking of several dogs, and upon this a 
dachshound and two brown spaniels tore out of the underwoods 
toward him with a great appearance of ferocious resentment, which, 
however, soon subsided into abject amiability of recognition when 
they came close enough. Next, well-known tones were heard freely 
damning the noisy rovers with the same well<knowit emphasis, and 
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the spare figure of the General himself emerged upon the path a 
htlle higher up — the mellow sun-rays striking athwart the trees 
upon the white bushy eyebrows and whiskers, the lean old limbs in 
their worn cord encasings. He stood with a sedate black retriever 
beside him, which Lewis remembered as a frolicsome puppy, and 
looked keenly upon the trespasser — the keeper, a picturesque figure 
in far better clothes than the master, remaining respectfully distant 
amoi^ the brush-wood. 

Lewis sprang forward, and the next minute the old man had seized 
him by both hands with a cry of delighted recognition. 

" Lewis, my boy, glad to see you ^ain ! Hang you, where have 
you been all this while ? " 

There was a hurried interchange of greeting and explanation, 
and presently, the first emotion having subsided, the General linked 
his arm affectionately through that of the young man, dismissed the 
attendant keeper with a pleasant nod over his shoulder, and carried 
his visitor onward along the path. 

"Gad I 1 knew you at once, in spite of that scar on your face. 
And, by the way, tell us about it — on the Queen's service, of course, 
eh ? A Turkoman's spear now, I'll be bound. How was it we 
never heard you were wounded ? " 

Then, wheeling his companion round again, and halting, the old 
man looked into his embarrassed countenance with a suppressed 
enjoyment of his own great joke, which brought an apoplectic purple 
to his leathery cheeks. In another instant he had exploded, and 
was slapping Lewis on the shoulder, and pounding his stick on the 
ground in a fit of laughter which brought the spaniels to the wildest 
pitch of excitement. 

" Why, I know all about it. Ah, you donkey, you ! fighting 
duels with cask-bellied students! Confound you, sirl so you've 
killed your man already, and pocketed this pretty little token to im- 
prove your beauty, have you ? And what do you think the ladies 
will say to that face of yours, sir ? " — this with an elaborate wink 
which involved the successive closing of both eyes and a portentous 
snort. "Come, never look so downcast ! to tell you the truth, I be- 
lieve some will like you all the better for it. And now tell me, when 
did you come ? You are stopping at Fargus's, are you not ? Capi- 
tal fellow that ! And you were on your way to pay us a dutiful 
visit, I assume 7 " 
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" Why, to tell you the truth, no. General. 1 have only just ar^ 
rived from town, and was finding my way to the Grange by the 
short cut. I thought you would condone the trespass in remem- 
brance of past permission ! " 

" Why. 1 suppose I shall have to condone it," quoth the veteran, 
with a renewal of jocosity. " I shall have to treat you with polite- 
ness, sir, now, begad ! You are the great man in these parts, and 
you will soon grow accustomed to lording it about here. Ill be 
bound." This idea tickled the General afresh, and he had to en- 
force his point by several delighted chuckles before proceeding more 
gravely : " So you have only just arrived. My word ! there will be 
news here for you. Fine goings on there have been at the Lone 
Grange with that scamp of a cousin of yours. You must have heard 
something of it, 1 expect. 

" 1 heard of the accident, sir, if that is what you mean," an- 
swered Lewis, whose heart began to beat faster. 

"Aha ! the accident? You do know, then. Well, what do you 
think of your precious cousin, now, my boy? You used to look 
upon him as a sort of little God Almighty, if I recollect properly. 
What do you think of him now, eh ? Scamp ! With his supercili- 
ous face, his airs of wise superiority, taking us all in; coming 
among us to lay down the law. knowing better than everybody. 
Gad ! you should have heard his poor father hold forth about him. 
Charies was so wonderful, so sensible, so clever, 'so h^h-minded, 
such a comfort — such fiddlesticks ! A humbug, that is what he is 
— married in secret to some poor disreputable creature and leaving 
her to starve — starve, people tell me — while he comes here among 
us with his wisdom and his curls and his airs. Pah! "cried the 
General, in great disgust, " it makes me sick ! " 

There was no mistaking the genuineness of the amazement de- 
picted on Lewis's countenance as he stopped during this tirade, and 
ejaculated under his voice : 

"Charles married f—aYt you sure. General? Married? — im- 
passible ! " 

" Yes, my boy, married — blank him ! " cried the General, striking 
his stick upon the ground to emphasize the reiteration. " No mis- 
take about it. Lewis. Old Smith told me in detail ; the whole coun- 
try is ringing with it. Old story, you know— low marriage : gets 
tired of her; wants to drop her. The poorwoman is misoable; 
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comes after him here ; finds out he's at the Grange, and follows 
him there. Frightful scene between them : and the upshot of it all 
is, she is shot. An ' accident,' they give out ; but. Lord ! I dare say 
he was in such a rage at beii^ found out he did not know what he 
was doing. And some say sh6 did it herself — tried to kill herself 
before his eyes ; it is hard to get at the truth. Anyhow, he got inio 
a blue funk when he found she was so bad, and went to fetch Smith 
for her himself, and seemed quite in a way about her. Smith says. 
And well he might : if it had not been for Fargus, as Smith told mc 
himself, she would have bled to death in ten minutes. That is a 
pretty thing to- happen in a fellow's house, is it not p Lucky for 
Hillyard he had to do with such a man as Fargus ! Would you be- 
lieve it, my lad, the Colonel would not tell even me anything about 
the occurrence. ' Whole affair accidental,' says he, when I rode 
over to see him and asked him for the rights of the story, and noth- 
ing more could I get out of him. But I honor him for it, Lewis — 
I honor him for it. There is little enough of that sort of thing 
nowadays, though I own I was curious to find out something more. 
What was it you heard, may I ask, since you knew there had been 
an accident?" 

Lewis roused himself from a deep fit of cogitation upon these 
disclosures to answer with great caution : 

" I know no more than you do, sir— nor, indeed, as much. My 
only informant was Colonel Faigus, who wrote to beg me to put off 
my visit on account of an accident which had occurred to a visitor 
of his. He gave me no details." 

" Well, Smith told me a good deal," said General Woldham 
comfortably, once more hooking on to Lewis's arm as they toiled 
slowly up the path of slippery pine-needles. " There is no mistake, 
as I said, about the marriage, for Hillyard himself informed me he 
was married. Ay, for I met him and asked him. And there is no 
mistake about her status either, for, according to Smith, she spoke 
broad Cockney, and scattered her h's and all that kind of thing. 
Fine, handsome woman, Smith says; and then what do you think 
he added, the little fool ! — ' most extraordinary resemblance to Miss 
Woldham,' he said. Did you ever hear the like of that ? " snorted 
the f^her with fine scorn, and interpreting the scarlet that had 
flown to his companion's face as a token of sympathetic indignation. 
" I told hinu he ought to be ashamed of himself for being such an 
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idiot ; but he stuck to his point, damned little Pill-box ! as if a poor 
thing like that could possibly be like my Maude." 

Lewis made no answer, and for a while they meditatively pro~ 
gressed together. Then, having reached the opening in the wood 
where the by-road that led toward the moor crossed the pathway, 
the young man halted. 

" Here I must leave you for the present, I fear, sir," said he ; but 
the General's thin old hand held him tightly by the arm. 

" No, no, my boy ! Come and pay your respects to Maude first, 
and take a cup of tea. She will be delighted to see you. She has 
not a notion that you were coming down here at all for the present. 
1 thought I'd keep it as a litOe surprise for her — eh, Lewis?" 

Lewis threw an anxious glance at the kind wrinkled face, with 
its meaning smile. 

" I wish I could think it would be a pleasant surprise for her," he 
said at last, almost bitterly. 

" Hullo, hullo ! " cried the General, in genuine astoni^ment. 
"Why, you used not to think so humbly of yourself, or be so shy of 
your old—" 

On the proint of saying " sweetheart," the old man checked him- 
self to substitute " playfellow." 

With head half turned away, Lewis fell to decapitating under- 
growth twigs with flips from his stick. After pausing in vain for an 
explanation, the General, snorting in some dissatisfaction, went on 
in puzzled and slightly exasperated tones : 

"Of course, you know your own business best ; but I most say, 
Lewis, if it comes to a question of being pleased to see you, you 
have not seemed over-anxious to give us a chance. Why. I made 
up my mind you would run down here first of all, as soon as you 
had landed in England, even if there had been nothing else to bring 
you but the thought of seeing us. But instead of coming to us, or 
coming to show yourself on your property, you fly oR to Germany. 
Well, when I heard that, I thought — never mind what I thought. 
You fly off to Heidelbei^, or whatever the place is, and never even 
seem to think of taking train to pay a visit to Maude, who is within 
a few hours of you. And then you come and tell me you think she 
may not want to see you. It is all a blanked riddle to me." 

Lewis wheeled round and confronted the speaker. 

"Didn't Maude tell you then 7 "he asked in a low voice. "I 
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did go to Hombu^ — I went there on purpose to see her. I did see 
her, sir.. And — well, I made a fool of myself, and she told me 

The General's eyes grew round, the General's face grew red, his 
very eyebrows seemed to bristle with amazement ; then he had to 
relieve his overcharged feelings by a complicated series of puffs and 
snorts before he could even find voice to sivear. 

" You saw Maude ! " he ejaculated at last, " You went after her 
to Hombuig — 1 was right, then, confound it! And she sent you 
about your business ? Why the dickens did she do that, now ? " 

"I can not say, sir," said Lewis, with extreme simplicity. "It 
has come pretty hard on me, I assure you." 

"The old man marked how Lewis's lip trembled as he spoke. 

" Oh, tut, tut, tut ! Confound it ! " cried he in blustering sym- 
pathy. " She did not mean It. you know. Hang it all, man, you 
must not lose heart for that ! Why, 1 proposed to her mother four 
times before she would have me. Upon my soul, I did ; and. what 
is more. I would have gone on till 1 had got her. Hang me, but I 
would ! And Maude is just such another as she wai. They never 
know their own minds ; that is just what it comes to. They like 
you well enough, but they don't like the thought of harness. They 
are coy, don't you know, and as full of tricks as a filly. Why, the 
sly puss, she never told her old dad a word about it. Came back 
from the continent as mute as a carp — though she did hang her 
head a bit, now I come to think of it. I fancied she was not quite 
herself, somehow. To tell you the trulh, my lad, / thought it was 
because you had not come near us ; and I don't mind telling you, I 
gave her a hint or two, the other day, that we might be expecting a 
new neighbor to visit us — just a hint, you know, about a fellow who 
had been in the wars, and was going to settle hereabouts, and that 
sort of thing, and she has brightened up uncommonly ever since." 

Lewis grew crimson and white again in rapid succession. 

" My God ! " he murmured, " if I could only believe it ! " 

The General watched him from the comer of his eye, and fell to 
chuckling, in a delighted state of excitement. 

"Believe it? Why should not you believe it? But come and 
see for yourself, my boy. Damn it, come and see for yourself ! " 

The father's confidence was infectious. The blood flowed mer- 
rily again from Lewis's leaping heart ;, a fire of joy coursed through 
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bis frame. With transfigured countenance he turned toward his 
companion, and seized bis hand. 

" Then I have your permission, sir ; you yourself encourage my 
hope — you do not disapprove ? " 

" Disapprove ? No. I don't say I think any man alive equal to 
tny girl ; but there is no one I would trust her to sooner than you, 
Lewis. Besides, you will not take her faraway from me. You will 
settle down on your place, as you ought to — look after your land 
and your people. Eh ? I am afraid," said the General, smiling, " I 
should not be quite so ready to hand her over to you if 1 thought 
you meant to carry her ofi out of reach. I care little for the mere 
fact of your being so rich, and your having come in for such a good 
thing of it, though I don't say I am sony for it either. I want a. 
good fellow, of good blood, that will make my giri a good husband ; 
and 1 thmk it's lime she should get one. 1 am none the less pleased 
she should make the match of the county— eh, my boy ? You do 
not seem to have realized yet what a great man you have become," 

A flickering shadow had descended upon the ecstasy of Lewis's 
face as he listened. 

" Before we go any further," he said quickly, as soon as the Gen- 
eral Slopped, " there is something I must tell you which, in the first 
flush of the happiness your kind words of encour^ement have 
given me, I had well-nigh forgotten. Something which may be the 
explanation of Maude 's^Maude's rejection of me at Homburg, and 
which, indeed, I imagined at one time you must know of too." 

" Well, out with it," said the old man, leaning on his stick and 
looking keenly, with gathering gravity, at Lewis, as the latter paused 
hesitatingly. 

•'The fact is, my cousin Hillyard has been getting up ascheme 
against me— a scheme to dispossess me of my uncle's property, on 
the score of alleged illegitimacy on my side, and to step into the in- 
heritance himself." 

Lewis spoke with determined clearness, but in rather hard tones ; 
though the possible weight of suspicion had been removed by Far- 
gus's positive assurance, the trouble was still too recent, and had 
gone too deep not to leave him very sore still. 

" The devil he did ! " cried General Woldham explosively. " It 
is like the fellow. Wanted to make out you were not a Kerr, did he ? 
Scamp 1 Absurd, ridiculous on the face of it I Why, my lad, I'd 
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know jrou for one of the femily in a thousand, and no mistake. 
You are as like the squire— the one that went before the last old cur- 
mudgeon, I mean — your grandfather, that is, as two peas. And I 
knew him well in my young time. You not a Kerr ! "' snorted the 
Genera], working himself up. •' No, your worthy cousin did not tell 
me that — he know better than to tell me that — he took precious 
good care not to breathe a word of that business to me. I would 
have sent him to the right-about in double-quick time if he had as 
much as hinted ai it. And, hang it all ! how did the fellow come to 
think of playing you such a low trick? What did he go on to 
support such a suggestion? " 

" Thank God," said Lewis very low, " it ^ all as you say, and the 
dastardly scheme has collapsed from the very outset. And yet it 
was well worked out — some old letters of my father's and my Spanish 
mother's, coupled with the sad story of my father's death, the fact 
of my having been bom abroad, and the squire's refusal to have any- 
thing to do with me, were pieced together into such a damning array 
of circumstantial evidence against me that, at one lime, only a few 
days ago, I was almost ready to believe myself an interloper, after 
all, and to go back to India, never to show my face again in the old 
country. But, thank God, it was not true!" He stopped for a 
second to suppress a sort of sob that was sticking in his throat. " It 
was not true, and the scheme has fallen through. Colonel Faigus 
— oh, su", if it had not been for him I hardly know what I should 
have done these times ! He believed in my rights from the ban- 
ning, and backed me up and advised me, and now he has written to 
me to say that he has secured the actual proof of the slander— that 
he has seen Charles, who is completely convinced himself, and who 
has abandoned his claim. I do not know what the proofs are yet," 
proceeded Lewis, a Uttle shyly. " I have been half mad between one 
thing and another, and since the illness through which he nursed 
me, the Colonel has done everything for me. I believe it was the 
late squire, on his death-bed, who set all this mischief working." 

" Just like the cantakerous old numskull," muttered the General, 
listening intently. He owed the memory of his late neighbor many 
a grudge for angry disputes on local board or private interests. 
" Just like him, I say : he was sorry to leave some mischief undone, 
DO doubt, so, his own time being short, he handed over the task to 
bis nephew. Dreadful old man that was, Lewis. He hated your 
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father, as good a feUow as ever breathed, every one said ; quatreled 
with him, turned him out of the house. Lord, Lord ! I well re- 
member hearing about it all from my poor oid aunt, who had this 
place at the time. And he hated you simply because you are his 
son, and I don't wonder at his doing any villainy lo keep you from 
stepping into his shoes. But that your own cousin, a man who was 
your friend, should lend himself to such a thing! Well, well, I am 
sorry you should have had all this trouble, my boy ; but you were a 
fool to let it worry you at all. It was bound to collapse, as it has. 
Why, hang me, Lewis ! if they want to make e\'ery fellow illegiti- 
mate whose father and mother did not hit it off'^Lord save us I " 
said the General, who had been notoriously unhappy in his second 
marriage — " that would be a poor look-out. And so you thought 
Maude had heard something, did you ? No, my lad ; you may 
think yourself very much in love, but you don't know my girl if you 
fancy she would lend an ear to such a thing as that ; she would no 
more be influenced by the slander than 1 should be. Bless me ! I 
don't pretend to know why she would not say ■ yes ' then, but I lay 
my oath that was not the reason. And now come and -find out for 
yourself, as I said before." 

Lewis's pulses beat thickly at the prospect which seemed to 
grow nearer and more assured every instant 

" Perhaps I had better see those proofs Colonel Fargus has for 
me first, ar," he said, as quietly as he could, 

" Damn the boy I " cried the General. "/ was not such a hang- 
oS, punctilious sort of lover as all that. Hang the proofs! 1 want 
no proofs — your nose alone, sir, is proof sufficient for me. Come 
along; give me your arm again; it is getting near lea-time, and 
Maudy will Ik on the look-out for her dad. Begad ! " beginnmg to 
chuckle, " she little guesses the visitor I am bringing by the ear to 
see her ! " 



CHAPTER XXV. 



In a whirl of visions almost terrifying in their rapture, scarcely 
daring to examine the hope held out to him lest it should prove un- 
real, Lewis, too giddy for reflection, suffered himself to be turned 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



GOD DISPOSES. 



l8l 



away from his road and guided along the particular path that led 
toward the HaU. 

The old man, highly pleased at having got his own way, highly 
delighted at ihe turn events had taken, and proportionately excited 
by the astonishing sequence of revelations of the last lew days, 
kept up a running fire of commentaries on the same as they pro- 

" So Faigus has helped you along, has he ? Thorough good fel- 
low that — never was a man 1 liked more; couldn't have a better 
friend, Lewis ! But why did you never come to me, my boy ? I 
would have settled that Hillyard chap in ten minutes; cross-exam- 
ination. Pooh ! he could not have brazened his story out with me. 
' Confound your letters and your trumpery evidence, sir,' I would 
have said to him. * You tell me Lewis is from the wrong side, do 
you? Very well — stand him before his grandfather's picture, the 
Peninsular man ; then come and repeat that to me, sir.' I should 
have liked to see him then, my boy. Whole thing would have burst 
like an air-bubble. Apretty fellow ^is, by the way, to come and stick 
himself up as Kerr of Gilham — not a drop of true Kerr blood in his 
veins ; takes after that parson papa of his, a prim, bland, teetotal fel- 
low I nevercould abide. Oh, I know he was a decent, well-behaved 
kind of man — good to you, in his way, too. I am saying nothing to 
the contrary — but 1 never took to him. Used to come and dine here 
and put water in my burgundy. Never had much opinion of him 
after that : then he took to regular teetotaling ; got up a temperance 
union here — temperance rubbish ! " cried the General (who had an 
interest in local breweries) with great di^ust. " It is downright 
flying in the face of Providence when we brew such beer as we do. 
and have such men to drink it. England did not become what she 
is on toast and water — no ; nor is it your water-drinkers will keep 
her up to the mark. I remember there was a psalm -singing, meth- 
odistical kind of fellow in my regiment ; " and the speaker launched 
forth into a racy anecdote,, illustrative of his text, and preceded the 
point by such a severe slap on the young man's back that the latter 
could not fail to laugh at the right time ; then, after the due interval 
allotted to proper appreciation, once more returned to his reflections 

"So Mr. Hillyard wanted to oust you, did he, and set up that 
, low wife of his as mistress of Gilham, I Suppose ? Upon my word. 
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he has turned out well ! 1 met him — did I tell you ? I met him 
the day before yesterday, just as 1 was coming away from Faigas. 
Very down be looked, too, and not over-pleased to see me. ' Funny 
stories these are about you, Charlie,' said I. ' We hear you have 
man'ied a wife, and all kinds of things,' He made no answer, but 
gave a queer kind of smile, and stood flicking the weeds with his 
cane. But I was not to be put oS in that way — I that had known 
him since he was a schoolboy. So I asked him point-blank if it was 
true it was his wife that was hurt. ' Was that what you heard ? ' 
he answered me, as cool as a cucumber; 'that is true, anyhow,' 
' Then you are married ? ' said I. To tell you the truth, I was sur- 
prised ; for up to that, in spite of Smith, I did not think he could 
have been married to the girl, somehow — did not think he was the 
kind of chap to make such a fool of himself, and then have the face 
to come and mix with us. you know. 'Why, apparendy,' he says, 
grinning at me, hang his impudence ! So then I whipped up my 
horse and rode off, giving him the ' Good -afternoon ' pretty shortly, 
t can tell you. He called out after me, ' Good-by, General ; it will 
be a long time before you see me in this part of the world again.' 
And yesterday, 1 hear, he and his wife went oft together to London. 
Barnes — you remember Barnes, who used to give you riding lesstms 
when you were a hobbledehoy — he saw them, but sAe was so veiled 
up nobody could get a peep at her face. I don't think, as he said 
himself, he1I show ii's face down here in a hurry again. What do 
you think, eh ? For between his behavior to you, and the scandal 
in Fargus's house, he would not find himself altogether among ad- 
mirers. As for the Hall, he certainly shall never cross my doors 
agdn. But you are not listening to me, man— wool-fathering, 
that's what you are. Oh, bless you, you need not apologize I I 
have been young myself once ; and in love, too, more than once. I 
know all about it And here we are. We shall find her ladyship 
in the library, I dare say." 

As they approached the open door of the old house, I.ewis found 
it indeed increasingly difficult to follow any thought but the central 
one of Maude, It was too late now to pause and examine the wis- 
dom of this hurried visit, or the plausibility of the old man's sug- 
gestions ; nor could he collect his tumultuous senses to settle with 
himself what he would say to her. He was carried away, unable 
to resist the current of his companion's slapdash geniality ; it swept 
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him onward ; and as he neared the dazzling goal he was blinded by 
its splendor — the past was all a mistake ; he was going to see her 
again— Maude, his own Maude, at last ! 

He was stumbling across the threshold, when the General 
checked him sharply by the arm. 

"One moment, Lewis," he whispered. "Don't you mention 
that fellow Charlie's name to Maudy. You are hardly likely to ; it 
is not the sort of thing one talks to a girl about, I know; but it is 
just as well to warn you. Fact is, girls are queer sort of things, you 
know. She was terribly fond of his mother ; and 1 think she liked 
him too, in a way. And when she heard of the scamp having made 
a match Mke that, it quite upset her. I never would have believed 
anything could upset her so much. She would not believe it at 
first ; and then I never saw my girl look so angry ; it took me by 
surprise. She turned quite white, and could hardly speak for a bit. 
I suppose Smith could not keep quiet about his story of the woman's 
likeness. Any how, mum is the word." 

Under ordinary circumstances, Lewis would, no doubt, have re- 
ceived this piece of information with some dismay, as pointing to 
more conclusions than the guileless old father imagined. But just 
then his half-unheeding ears were unable to gather anything more 
than an unnecessary caution. 

"Of course, I know, I know," he answered mechanically, while 
his eyes wandered round the great dark hall with eager yet almost 
fearful seeking. 

But she was not there. Nor did the General's ringing shout 
elicit the usual silver response. 

" She must be out," said the good man with a cheerful philoso- 
phy little shared by the lover. " Come and have a pipe in the smok- 
ing-room. She is sure to come in to give me my tea in a little while. 
We can have a chat meanwhile." 

As he spoke he marshaled his visitor through the Stately library, 
where the tea paraphernalia were already arrayed, to his particular 
and beloved sanclum at the end of it, partitioned off from the lat^^er 
room by open folding-doors and heavy curtains. Here he provided 
himself with a pipe, and scoffed good-humoredly at (he absent 
fashion in which Lewis took the implement proffered him, only to 
lay it down again unfilled on the table. In unconscious silent 
reverie, the young man was gazing round the comfortable, untidy 
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room that was so full of memories for him. All just the same as in 
the old days when he used to sit and keep the General company 
after dinner, over the long-desired smoking ; when Maude used to 
come and listen to their talk and remain wEth them till her bed-lime, 
between the smile o( her father and the silent adoration of his guest. 
There was the old leather arm-chair, the frame of many a lovingly 
remembered picture of a little figure in a white dress, reclining with 
arched and slender feet outstretched or resting on the broad back of 
the black retriever — those little feet inclosed in dainty bronze slip- 
pets, the furtive contemplation of which had set him many a time 
longing that he could change places with the insen^ble creature be- 
neath them, who had the bad taste to grunt and growl in lazy re- 
monstrance at their delicious pressure ! 

The General, having satisfactorily kindled his pipe, now sank 
back in his chair with various snorts, expressive of content. 

" Well, you are a sociable fellow, I must say," he was beginning 
in a bantering tone, turning once more to Lewis, when a change on 
the latter's absent face, a sudden gleam in his eyes, as he intently 
gazed out of the window, hushed the speaker to silence, and drew 
his attention in the same direction. Maude was passing slowly 
across the terrace toward the house, her special canine attendant 
following her with solemn step. She glided noiselessly on the soft 
turf past the window, with beautiful bent head, unconscious of ob- 
servation, and apparently mindful only of the world of her own 
thoughts. 

While she approached and until she disappeared, there was si- 
lence in the room. The old man looked alternately at ths graceful 
figuit that seemed as if floating by in the sunlight — a vision of 
youthful perfection— to the watchful, almost ecstatic face if his com- 
panion, who had risen to his feet and stood gazing at it, with all his 
soul in his eyes, as if completely forgetful of his surroundings. 

When she had passed out of sight the two men looked at each 
other. The General's old eyes were kindled with a sympathetic 
glow, and his old heart was stirred by a rush of romantic benevo- 

V " Oh, sir," said Lewis, almost in a whisper, " if these should be 
false hopes you have given me after all ! " 

" Not a bit of it ! " ejaculated the other, more moved than he 
cared to show; "damn it all, Lewis, I know what I am talking 
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about, I hope — I am not a child, or a fool, a.m I ? Hush," putting 
his finger to his lips as a light footCall sounded from without on the 
bare boards of the hall. " There she comes ; she is going next door 
for tea. Tell you what, my boy," struck by a brilliant idea, and 
burning to assist in the bringing togeiher of the young couple he 
held in such affection, a delicate task he considered especially suited 
to his great diplomatic capacity — " tell you what, man, I'll go and 
prepare the way for you a bit — eh ? " chuckling and winking in irre- 
pressible glee ; " you stop here, you know — eh ? Damn it, hush ! " 

The further door of the library creaked on its hinges, and the 
slow rustle of Maude's gown came in upon them through the parted 
curtains ; then the sound of her voice raised in musical, long-drawn 
call: 

"Dad— tea!" 

" Coming— coming," grunted the General, pushing the bewil- 
dered Lewis aside, after further bestowing upon him sundry highly 
expressive winks of admonition, and trotting briskly off in a con- 
vulsion of subdued chuckles. 

" Well, dad, have you been in long P " came the dear, tender 
voice ; then the General's reply in laboriously natural tones, then 
the rattle of teacups, and a silence. 

Like one in a dream who can apprehend, enjoy, and suffer, but 
is powerless either to suggest or control, Lewis stood motionless, 
where he had been placed, all his faculties wrapped in what was 
now almost an agony of listening. With all the glowing reality of 
second-sight the scene on the other side of the wall rose before his 
mind : the stately old room, with its book-lined walls, russet brown 
from Hoof to ceiling but for dim harmonious glimmers of gold or 
yellow here and there ; the slanting light on Maude's fair cheek, 
with its exquisite tint of superficial and transparent amber where 
the sun had lingered with more frequent kisses ; her head with its 
living gold and brovm against this sober, faded background ; the 
slender deft hands moving among the silver and china; the fall of 
her shoulders ; the gracious lines of her waist ; the arch of her foot 
in its little country shoe ; the old soldier beside her, bursting with 
innocent mystery and tremendous with kindly self-confidence. 

" Why, papa, what on earth is the matter ? " 

A ripple of laughter tripped up and shook the witching voice as 
it again broke the silence. Lewis remembered how she used to 
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look when she lai^hed — how the tanlalmng red lips parted to gen- 
erous lovely widencss ; how the liitle teeth flashed in between ; how 
there sprang into existence a dimple on the left smooth cheek, a 
dimple a man might sell his soul to kiss ; and how the violet eyes 
shone between long, contracted lids, mocking, yet so sweet and 
tnje. Lewis could see her laughing now, well-nigh as if she were 
actually before him, and for a moment his head went round. 
When he came to himself, the General was heard snorting and 
clearing his voice with excessive vigor. 

" What makes you think there is anything the matter with me, 
eh, you puss?" 

Interval of snorts and renewal of laughter. 

•' Dad, there is no use in trying to deceive me. You have been 
up to something, I know. There is the stamp of guilt on your face. 
Confess, dad, confess I You will be happier, and be able to enjoy 
your tea when it is off your mind." 

" Pooh, pooh I nonsense, child I " with a. suspicion of tartness. 
" Don't know what you mean — ahem 1 Maudy, my little womao," 
with some solemnity. 

"Yes, dad." 

A sudden cessation of laughter. 

" I have met a friend of ours to-day, my pet — an old ftiend, I 
think I may call him, though he is a new neighbor." 

"Yes, dad." 

A change, a certain deepening, slightly tremulous tone in the 
voice, now suddenly become grave, which the intent lover's ears 
were quick to catch. 

" We had a long walk, child ; 1 met him in the pine-woods, the 
short cut to the Grange, you know. Tell you the truth, I have been 
expecting him this last week, but all this row — Charlie Hillyard's 
business, and all the rest — kept him away." 

"Yes, dad ; 1, too, wondered why he did not come." 

The last words were spoken with a slight hesitation, and in a 
perceptibly lower, key; but the General heard them well enough, 
and greeted them with a pleased chuckle. 

" Oh, you tvrre expecting him, were you, eh? Well, these are 
pretty things for a father to hear, upon my word ! The old man is 
to be kept in the dark, eh ? never to know what is going on under 
his nose, eh } There, there, never look so scared, my pet ; I am 
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only joking. Fact is, this new neighbor of ours, this great inan, you 
see, has been confiding in your old dad. Queer, outlandish sort of 
thing to do — but the fellow, as you know, is full of outlandish, old- 
fashioned notions of honor and loyalty and the like. Can't say I 
think the worse of him for that. Well, well, my girl, I must let him 
speak for himself, must not I ? even though I may guess what the 
answer will be. The young birds must fly out of the nest some 
day, of course, and in this case it will not be veiy far— that is one 

The old voice quavered a little. There was a smothered excla- 
mation. Lewis knew the warm young arms were round the father's 
neck, and that the beautiful head was lying on his shoulder. And 
the young man's heart beat so quickly, so loudly, that he feared, 
clinching his hands, it might drown the soft tones he was strmning 
every nerve to catch, 

" Well, well," said the General, after a while, with fresh cheer- 
fulness, " as I told him, I do not so much disapprove," chuckling 
again. '* You deceitful young thing ! there you come back from 
your foreign trip as demure and close as a nun, and know your poor 
old father is racking his brains over the fellow's extraordinary pro- 
ceedings, wondering what the devil could send him posting off to 
Germany, when he should have been down here on his place, and 
you never say a word 1 Oh, oh, that is a tell-tale blush ! Yes, I 
have heard all about it ; he went after you, but there was some little 
mistake, eh ? 1 was right to tell him it was a mistake, was not I P 
Well, well, settle it all with him. He is a good fellow, Maude," 
with a return to gravity : "-and I have no doubt he mil make a good 
husband. He has promised to remain down here, and not cany 
you away from me — that is, if he gets you, of course — and, as I s^d 
to him, I do not care so much for money and the like, so long as my 
daughter marries a good, honorable man, with a good, honorable 
name of his own. He won't seem any the worse to an old soldier — 
nor, 1 dare say, to an old soldier's daughter — for having seen a bit 
of service and being something of a hero ; and as for that ugly scar 
— though we can not say he got it in regular warfare — why, damme," 
unable to repress some show of satisfaction over this recollection, 
" though I can not pretend it is becoming, I am sure you would not 
have him without it for the world now, eh ? . . . What, won't you 
speak, my child ? Ah, well, if your mother had been alive, you 
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would have told her all, 111 be bound ; but I could not expect a girl 
to confide in a blundering old father, I suppose ..." 

"Oh, darling!*' said Maude, in low, caressing tones, "do not 
say that ; indeed, 1 will tell you all. Indeed, I am not ashamed of 
my love for him, now that I know he loves me too ; I am proud of 
it — more t)roud, more happy, more blessed than ever woman was ! 
Darling, forgive me, I could not tell you before. You see, I did not 
know ; 1 only thought — feared — hoped. He never spoke a word of 
love to me — I thought he always treated me like a child — but from 
the first moment I saw him I knew I should never care for another 
man. Don't look so surprised, dad ; what is it ? You liked him 
too, at once. From the first you said he was a man after your own 
heart. But I never dared to think he loved me, though at times 
there was a look in his eyes, when he turned them on me, that would 
set me fancying and wondering. And then, about Homburg. Yes, 
1 will tell you the truth ; a thought did flash through my mind when 
I saw him there — ' Has he come for me ? ' But then — then— then," 
the dreamy voice faltered. " I only saw him once — for a second, the 
night he came ; the day after he was gone. Dear dad, do you 
wonder I did not speak of it ? But now I think I know what it 
meant. There was a mistake, as you said. He must have seen me 
neit morning with some one else — early in the morning, among the 
trees. It was Lewis ; he had followed me from the hotel. Poor 
Lewis ! it seems he had come all the way after me, too. I could 
not tell you about that, either ; it was not my secret, you see — it did 
not seem fair. But now that he has spoken to you, that you have 
assured him there was nothing in that silly boy and girl affair — " 

" Why— what the dickens ! " interrupted the General, with an 
explosion of testy bewilderment. "He — him — who's het — told 
who what ? What boy and girl affair ? What are you talking 
about ? I can not make head or tail of your rigmarole." 

" Father, how strange you are ! Did you not tell Colonel 
Fargus ? " 

"Fargus!" with a shout of astonishment at)d despair; "what 
the de\'il should I tell Fargus anything about it for ? " 

A moment's dead silence. Then — could that unknown, hard, 
fierce voice be Maude's ? 

" Who, then, have you been talking about all this time ? " 

"Why. who should 1 have been talkbg about ? Lewis — Lewis 
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Kerr — of course. Why, my child, what, what, what — you don't 
mean to say you thouf^t it was Fargus — that it is Fargus yoa — 
Oh, damn it all ! " in a sudden frightened whisper, " here is a pretty 
kettle of fish ! " 

Another deep silence : then Maude, speaking ^ain in the same 
strange accents ■ 

" So Lewis is not content with what I told him ; he has deputed 
you to come to me this time. I thought he had been too proud to 
persecute me in this way. I told him plainly enough 1 never could 
love him now." 

" Hush ! hush ! hush ! '' in the father's tremulous undertone. 
" It is my mistake— my mbtake entirely. Maude, come to me— 
don't look like that, child. Oh, Lord ! Lord ! what have I done ! 
There, my darling ! there, my darling ! You will stop with the old 
father a little longer ; it will come all right. Eh, what, child— are 
you angry with me ? What is it ? Oh, Lord ! Lord .' " 

" Don't try your hand at match-making any more, dad," with a 
quivering attempt at lightness. Then there was a sharp sound as 
if she smote her hands together, and a sudden, low cry, as if of 
pain. " Oh, father ! father ! father ! " 

" Maude^my poor girl ! " 

A low sob, strangled, and the old man's voice raised in incoher- 
ent, soothing terms, and muffled as if his head were enveloped in 
something soft and close, 

" My dream is gone — gone ! I don't want to leave you ever. 
But oh, dad, never, never match-make again ! " 

When the General, completely overcome by the disastrous re- 
sults of his strategy, in a sweat of craven fear lest hts daughter 
should discover the chartered eavesdropper ensconced in the next 
room, and have this last bitterness added to her cup of humiliation, 
while in an agony of kind-hearted, helpless remorse at the very 
thought of him — when the General, limp, tottering, with every white 
hair drooping, the very shadow of the cheerful, vigorous, self-suffi- 
cient General of an hour before, crept at length round the smoking- 
room curtain once more, it was to find, with immense relief, that 
the little room was empty—that Lewis was gone. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



The window of the guest-chamber at Widley Grange was open 
to the fragrant breeze of the moor, and through it the wild holly- 
hocks peeped in upon a picture of more than usual order and com- 
fort, 

Lewis's room ! The master of the house had been unwontedly 
particular as to the perfection therein of the smallest detail, and now 
it was ready and awaiting the long-eipected visitor. 

Even Fargus, as he stood looking around with a scrutinizing 
eye, failed to discover aught amiss. From the well-appointed dress- 
ing-table to the little black oak bookcase, hanging handy to bed or 
annchair— laden with a few very choice books, chosen and arranged 
as congenial to his son's peculiar tastes— from the deep and low 
armchair, with its insidious head-rest, to the litde squat table be- 
side, with its jar of choice tobacco and pipe-pound—everything was 
in its place, and of the most cosy and invitii^ description. And, as 
he looked, a dreamy smile crept under Fargus's mustache. Be- 
fore a certain, dear, tired brown head pressed yonder pillow to- 
night, the father would have confessed and been judged. Despite 
the coming ordeal, despite the unsparii^ clearness of vision with 
which he looked forward to its possible results, there had come to 
him, once familiarized with the idea of self-disclosure, a secret, 
foolish and unacknowledged sweetness in the thought that the bar- 
rier he had himself erected would at last be broken between him 
and his son. And besides, there was the keen satisfaction arising 
from the certitude of being able thereby to assure this son a fair 
future and mental peace, of being able to expiate to the fuU, and 
repair the old wrong, no matter at what cost to himself. 

The cankering suspicion, which did honor to Lewis's sensitive 
conscience, once removed, there was no further complication to pro- 
vide gainst. Charles married to the woman he had already ac- 
knowledged as his wife before the world, the only rival the youtliful 
"squire" might have grounds to fear was swept from his path for- 
ever. As for Charles's other pretensions and the knowledge he had 
so treacherously acquired in their last interview, the father had lit- 
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tie anxiety ; the young man had sullenly renounced the former, and 
anent the latter had volunteered the information that he would keep 
his peace till he had reason to speak. Fargus had received the 
coldly insulting threat with much composure, and interpreted it to 
himself with satisfaction : his nephew would not come forward until 
he could fall upon the interloper and annihilate him in the very thick 
of his ill-gotten profits — expose him red-handed before the world. 
He had smiled at the thought of the desperate length of time the 
disappointed claimant would have to wait for the contingency, and 
of the unwelcome corroboration time must continue to bring to 
that secret angry doubt which, during the days they had spent to- 
gether, the elder man had watched surely growing in him. 

And thus it came to pass, David Fargus, confident in his power 
of benefiting him, awaited his visitor with almost joyful anticipa- 

He glanced at the clock, which marked close upon four, and 
thought with impatience of the three long hours that had yet to 
elapse before he could clasp the brave young hand : then, pausing 
in his pensive walk, he suddenly stood gazing at his own reflection 
in the looking-glass, ^ruck by a curious thought. 

No doubt that face of his, however battered, burned, and worn, 
was like his son's, but the most salient features, the mouth and chin, 
were hidden by the close, thick beard. Why not remove this mask, 
originally adopted to disguise the very identity he was now anxious 
to vindicate ? Once more shaven, but for his heavy mustache, the 
resemblance between them would be something Striking, or else he 
was much mistaken. Moreover, David Fargus's connection with 
the youthful portrait, now in the Staple Inn chambers, would then 
perchance be apparent — that portrait which Lewis did resemble, de- 
spite his present sick misgivings. 

Delighted with the idea, Fargus returned to his own room, rang 
for his man, ordered some shaving water, and fortHvrith began clip- 
ping the silken, brown, silver-streaked hair from cheek and chin as 
close as scissors could reach. 

But as Turner was hastening to him with the steaming jug, the 
unwonted sound of wheels broke upon the outer silence. 

Lewis already ? Impossible ! He drew near the window, and 
looked out over the hedge to see and recognize the well-known port- 
manteau and traveling-b^ on the box of the station fly, and (he 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



392 CONSEQUENCES. 

i.ext minute to discover further, not without an inexplicable misgiv- 
ing, that the ramshackle vehicle was empty. 

While he stood staring somewhat blankly at the again departing 
carri^e. Turner, who had gone out to attend the bell, re-entered 
the room. 

"Mr. Kerr's lugg^e just arrived from the station, sir. Mr. 
Kerr sent word that he was walking up." 

Fargusdrewa smiling breath of relief. The probable delay was 
not unwelcome, after all ; it would hardly have been opportune for 
Lewis to discover his host in (he midst of this process of transfonna- 
tion, in this half;clipped and unbecoming condition. But the busi- 
ness must be hurried with ; even allowing for an easy saunter under 
the warm sunny sky, it could not be very long now before the visitor 
made his appearance. 

" Turner," he said, slopping the servant as he noiselessly re- 
tired, "judging from your appearance, you must have good razors," 

■■Yes, sir." 

" Please lend me one — and, by the way, I have not shaved my- 
self for more than twenty years. Among your numerous qualifica- 
tions would you reckon a competence to shave me ? " 

"Certainly, sir." And Turner disappeared, to return presently 
with the requisite implement. 

Ten minutes later Fargus emerged from the careful hands of his 
attendant a curiously altered being. Though the peaked beard had 
been a not unpleasing adjunct to his grave, rather melancholy coun- 
tenance, its removal disclosed to advantage the handsome lines of 
mouth and chin, and reduced his age to all appearance some ten 
years. He paused to contemplate himself with a satisfied smile ; 
the likeness to Lewis— whose head, albeit so youthful, was stamped 
by a grave look of precocious maturity by hard soldiering and seri- 
ous illness — was wonderful. 

The task completed, Fargus strolled into his wild garden — to 
look forth, across the privet bushes, toward the Woldham pine- 
woods. The line of moor was unbroken by any moving object. 
He lit a cigar and strolled among the tangled paths in meditative 
w^titig. 

Five o'clock by the crumbling sun-dial — by his infallible watch. 
What was the boy about ? Then a sudden light gleamed through 
the growing anxiety. Of course, of course, he had gone to Wold- 
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ha.m ! Having placed himself so near the magic circle by taking 
the short cut through the woods, the lover had been unable to resist 
the attraction. Notwithstanding a momentary interlude of half- 
tender amusement at the thought, the father, with his recent mis- 
givings about Charles Hillyard, could not help growing disturbed 
again, fearful lest Lewis should a second time commit the fatal mis- 
take of precipitancy in his wooing. 

As the afternoon dragged on, however, and still there came no 
sign of his son, he began to grow warm with a new hope. This 
prolonged delay could only mean that matters were well with him 
there — perchance, when the boy came at length he would have 
blessed news to tell. 

The wind ran with little shivers through the hoilyhocks, the 
single dahlias, the hardy flowers of the neglected demesne. There 
were greal cloud banks to the west, already beginning to grow sun- 
set-gold at the edges. "We shall have rain to-morrow," thought 
Fargus, as he gazed skyward. " I am glad it is fair at least to-day, 
for my boy's home-coming." 

And then, as he reached the end of the narrow path once more, 
and once more looked over the rough hedge, it was to see a dark 
figure rapidly emei^ng from the borderland of pines into the slant- 
ing sunlight of tfie heath. The figure grew upon his vision with a 
marvelous celerity. Could it be Lewis? This man's shoulders 
were rounded, he stumbled occasionally, and draped his feet, al- 
though he came so quickly, in a way as unlike as possible from the 
young soldier's upright carriage and clear swinging gait. Perhaps 
there had been an accident. Perhaps here was a messenger ad- 
vancing with dreadful speed to tell of some misfortune to his ex- 
pected guest. For a moment the watcher's heart grew cold, and 
the bright view became black to his eyes ; but the next minute all 
was clear again ; it was Lewis, and he was only within a few yards 

In the revulsion of his hurrying joy, never pausing to note the 
young man's strange appearance, Fargus waved his hand and ran 
back to the little gate to welcome him, Lewis was rounding the 
hedge, swaying and tripping over the rough ground — like one who 
had little thought to spare for such trivial details of the outer world 
— as Fargus emerged from the garden gate and met him face to 
face. But all the father's warm delight was swept away by a chill- 
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ing doubt, and the words of welcome died vinspoken on his lips, 
when he encountered the hazard, uorecognizing stare of two blood- 
shot eyes, which were fixed on him for otic brief moment of impa- 
tient wonder, til! their owner moved quickly out of his path and 
started again on his headlong way. Full of grievous anticipation, 
Fargus hied after his son. 

" Lewis — what is it ? For God's sake, what has happened ? is 
it possible you don't know me? Pshaw. I had forgotten about that 
beard of mine ! " 

At the sound of the voice, the bent, hurrying figure started, 
baited, and wheeled slowly round upon the pursuer. 

The young man's face was hard-set ; there was inexpressible , 
bitterness, unmistakable enmity, in his eyes as he measured Fargus 
from head to foot, and smiled in a way which made the latter's 
blood run cold. 

'■ Is this indeed you. Colonel Fargus ? You must forgive me for 
my stupidity in not recognizing you under your altered aspect ! " 

The voice was as much changed as the rest of the man. For 
a while the father could only stare in his turn in grieved and wonder- 
ing surprise ; then, when he tried to speak, he found that, under the 
angry antagonism, which it was so hard to meet from those eyes, 
ideas and words seemed to fail him alike. He could only stammer 
again: 

"Lewis, what has happened ?— what have you heard? Has 
Charles Hillyard dared—" 

'• I have heard something that was news to me," answered Lewis 
incisively, looking contemptuously at the scarred face of the elder 
man. " I have been at Woldham ; I should not have been sur- 
prised to find you thus beautified and young after what I heard 
there, should I? It is a great improvement. Colonel Fargus; 1 
congratulate you in every way." 

" Lewis, are you mad ? " with an outburst of indignant affec- 
tion. " My boy, things have gone wrong with you again, 1 can see 
that ; but what can have come between you and rnef Tell me what 
has happened at Woldham. I thought you must have gone there, 
and my instinct about it was right. I dreaded this precipitation. 
Oh ! why did you not come straight to me first ? '' 

" You would have prepared me, I suppose ? " 

" Prepared you for wkatf " Then, struck by a possible expla- 
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nation, " Is it Hillyard again— lias he come between you and your 
happiness here, too ? " 

He was interrupted by a fierce grasp on his arm as Lews 
stepped closely up to him. and looked with fevered eagerness into 
his face. 

" Is it possible, Colonel Fargus. that you are speaking in good 
failh ? — is it possible Chat you do not know, that you have been true 
after all ? — bah ! " flinging himself away with violence ; " what a 
fool you must think me, to imagine I can be taken in by this ! 
Does not your very face proclaim your triumph ? No, by God, you 
shall not feel my pulse I I am sick of this pretense — this hum- 
bug ! " 

" Come into the house," said Faigus gravely, after a vain pause 
of distressful perplexity. " There is some terrible misunderstand- 
ing here, or else you are, indeed, delirious. Lewis, you owe me an 
explanation ; you must tell mc what is the meaning of this." 

Again giving him a mistrustful yet wavering look, the young 
man sullenly complied. When they came into the old, pleasant 
room Fargus had left so full of hope, the latter said, in accents 
almost of entreaty : 

" Now, Lewis, speak." 

" Colonel Fargus, I " — Lewis put his hand to his head with a 
gesture of bewilderment—" I may be wronging you — pray God I 
am wronging you ; and yet why should I wish it, after all ? It 
means happiness to her ; why should I grudge her her happiness ? " 

" My dear, dear boy — whose happiness ? Do try and tell mc 
what it is." 

•' Are you sure you are alone— that no one is within hearing ? " 

More and more convinced that Levris's senses were wandering, 
the father, in great distress, rose to humor him, opened the heavy 
doors of the adjacent rooms, to close them again and assure him of 
the impossibility of being overheard. When be came back, how- 
ever, and sat down opposite his son, the look that the latter fixed 
upon him was once more keen and reasoning as his own. 

" Do you really wish to hear my news. Colonel Faigus ? Do you 
really need to be told that Maude Woldham never loved Charles 
Hillyard ; that, although she once may have loved Lewis Kerr, the 
man who has won her heart^who holds it now— is no other than 
Colonel Fargus himself ? " 
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For a second the father again thought the speaker mad ; but the 
next moment, with dire, irresistible conviction, the truth of these 
evil tidings was borne in upon him. Maude loved him — him Far- 
gits ; it was he who had killed his son's happiness. Great God, 
how terrible it was ! A spasm passed over his face, and beads of 
cold sweat broke upon his forehead ; his parched tongue cleaved to 
his palate. 

The cruel scrutiny of Lewis's eyes relaxed. He flung himself 
on a chair, and buried his face in his hands. 

" Forgive me, Colonel Fargus," he cried, after a while, in a low 
voice ; " I see I have been wrong. Foigive me. Everything is 
wrong ; is it not ? I ask your pardon ; I must have been mad in- 
deed to doubt you." 

'• My God ! " The words burst from Fargus's lips at length, 
with a sort of groan. " It is incredible, impossible — an old man like 
me I Lewis, it can not be true ! " 

Lewis looked up again at the speaker — read consternation writ- 
ten on every drawn feature ; met distressful eyes that eagerly sought 
his face, only to be averted agdn as if in shame ; and seeing thus 
broken down, thus struck with innocent anguish of guilt, the man 
he had learned to honor as single in strenjgth and dignity among 
men, was smitten with remorse in his turn, and shaken for the mo- 
ment to worthier thoughts than the contemplation of his own 
wretchedness. 

He rose, and went over to his host, and laid a hand, that mutely 
asked forgiveness, upon his shoulder. Their eyes met in a long, 
deep look. 

" Do you account yourself an old man ? " said Lewis sadly, yet 
with unwilling bitterness. " What do years signify if years bring 
no waste .^ What have they brought to you, but greater wealth of 
mental and bodily strength ? A man is aged as he feels — do you 
feel old ? I take it, there is not a man of thirty within this wide hori- 
zon you could not dispose of out of hand : and in point of influence 
. , . What is there strange in her, too, having felt what I, careless 
fellow that I am, who have knocked about the world so much 
already, succumbed to at our very first meeting? I could have 
staked my honor on your word, and gone through fire and water at 
your bidding. Colonel Fargus, the second day of our acquaintance. 
And then you have the glamour of celebrity added to your actual 
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presence. You went often to Woldham ; she saw you often. No. 
there is nothing incredjble, nothing impossible, in the matter." He 
turned away from the melancholy listener as he spoke, and fell to 
uneasy roaming, and, as the sense of his own desolation surged 
Dverpoweringly upon him, proceeded with still deeper bitterness of 
tone : " It was natural she should love you, when she thought that 
you loved her ; it was natural she should love you, even without 
thought of return. But it is the end of my hopes — yes, the end ! " 
raising his voice to drown the attempted protest. " I heard it from 
her own lips, I tell you ; she did not know I was near. It was a 
hideous, ghastly misunderstanding. The poor old General had set 
me there to listen, while he prepared the way for me, as he said. 
But she thought he was speaking of you. I can not tell you how 
it came — it sickens me to think of it !— but I know the truth at 
last— the truth ! She will never care for man again. Her whole 
heart is yours, she is all yours ! Oh, if you could have been there in 
my stead ! She loves you as wholly as I love her. Can I say 

Stricken by the magnitude of the unforeseen disaster, Fargus sat 
in hopeless silence. As a flash of lightning darts its tar-reaching 
glare across mighty space, to die next instant in ulter blackness, so 
a brief apprehension of the endless import of this revelation, in all its 
manifold phases, had broken upon the darkness of his thoughts, 
only to leave them again in fathomless misery. 

Here then was the crowning result of his self-sufRcient reliance, 
of his pragmatic interference in other men's affairs, of his arrogant 
attempts to direct the course of other lives." 

" You never suspected this," pursued Lewis, halting in front of 
him once more, and now speaking in milder accents. " Your sur- 
prise is as genuine as your distress. But can you wonder at my 
suspicions } was it conceivable that woman could be so deceived ? 
And then to find you so altered, looking so changed, so handsome, 
so young again ! " with boyish, rueful, complaining cry. " Oh, why 
have you cut off your beard. Colonel Fargus ? " 

A smile of exceeding pain quivered on the elder man's mouth. 

"That I shall tell you by-and-by. Just now I can not. It had 
nothing to do with Maude Woldham." 

This simple statement laid at last the ever-recurring doubt, as 
no wordy asseveration of innocence could have done. 



n,r.^^<i "/Google 



jgg CONSEQUENCES. 

" I might have kaown," said Lewis, as if angrily, to himself, 
" that you could play no one false, let alone me — you who, when I 
was despondent, urged me not to yield, who upheld me against my 
cousin's treachery, who have secured me ray rights — my rights!" 
starting off at a tangent with renewed impatient railing. " What 
do I care for thera ? what is their value now ? Charlie might as 
well have had them all — what would it matter to me? What a 
mockery it all is ! And yet I am blackly ungrateful to you ! You 
must give me a little time to get over it. Could you but know what 
this is to me I could you but have foreseen 1 " 

" Who could have foreseen," interrupted Fargus hoarsely — " I, 
who have done with youth so completely, who have had no thought 
of woman's love for more than half a lifetime — that this should 
come upon nue ! " 

" I could, I suppose, had I been here to see," cried Lewis, start- 
ing afresh upon his anxious walk. "What a cursed muddle it all is! 
What to you is almost a calamity — for you are sorry for me, I can 
not mistake it, and I do not deserve your kindness. Colonel Fargus 
— what comes to you as a trouble, I say, would have meant to me 
happiness beyond dreams. And out of this miserable waste and 
discord nothing is to come but more waste and discord ; misery for 
me, sorrow for her — poor Maude! She cast me off with contempt 
—yes, contempt, Colonel Fargus! 'Has Lewis no pride left,' she 
said, ' that he persecutes me thus ? ' She called my love persecution. 
Can a man ever forget that ? It has seared me to the soul ! I 
heard her, heard her with my own ears — I, who at that moment 
drank in the ripple of her voice with ecstasy ; I, who had her sunlit 
image still burning within my eyes ; I, whose whole being was en- 
compassed by but one thought, that — Heaven forgive me ! — I would 
gladly damn my eternal soul for lier love I . . . Oh, why couid not 
that fellow have driven his blade into my brain ! all this torture of 
longing would now be over ! " 

Lewis stood still, and again lifted his hands to his head with a 
gesture of passionate bewilderment. 

"Colonel Fargus, you do not speak — you are angry; but you 
must forgive me. I feel sometimes as if my head were going. The 
thought of Maude is there day and night, night and day— I can 
actually see her— I shall go mad if I can not break through this 
spelL Colonel Fargus," interrupting himself quickly and coming 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



DEADLOCK. 



399 



once more close up to his cotnpanion, and, with burning eyes, 
Bcnitiniiing his saddened face, •' I do believe you when you say you 
knew nothing of this. I believe you are all I thought you were ; 
but, now that you do know, is it possible that you can throw away 
the prize within your grasp ? Think of it. Colonel ; she loves yoo. 
You can not be in earnest when you say you do not mean to take 
advantage of this. You said you did not love her," he added, with 
strange, inconsistent tone of triumph. " You dare not say you do ! " 

Fargus rose from his chair with a stiff, slow movement, roused 
from his own apathy of trouble by the sight of his son's need, and 
painfully struck by the young man's increasing lack of self-control. 
In a moment he had decided upon his course of action. He would 
speak now, tell his heavy and precious secret, though the moment 
was inauspicious indeed ; though, if before he had had reasons to 
hide his identity from his boy, now that he was placed in the most 
horrible and unnatural position ever father could be toward his son, 
the vrish to preserve the secret was intensified a thousandfold. But 
Lewis's interest was all paramount ; his excitable mind was in a 
dangerous pl^ht ; this fixed idea in one so recently recovered from 
brain-fever was too great a risk — the only remedy against it was di- 
version into another channel of thought. And the truth had to be 
told; it was useless, cowardly, it would only increase the wroi^, to 
defer the unavoidable moment. 

"You do not answer," said Lewis impatiently. 

" I do not answer, my boy, because to me the question is pitiful, 
painful in its absurdity. Not more surely than if I were stretched 
on my deathbed are such things over for me. And now — would to 
God it could prove anything but further grief to you ! — I will give 
you the assurance of this. I will tell you how it is that the news 
you have brought to me to-day is indeed a calamity to me. These 
proofs, Lewis, that I wrote to you about—" 

Lewis, who had looked up, impressed by the strange solemnity 
of his companion's manner, here again broke forth impetuously '. 

" The proofs ! the proofs ! — in God's name. Colonel Fargus, do 
not talk about that now ! I hate the thought of the whole thing. 
What can It be to me without her ? " 

"But you must Ibten to me. Lewis. It is important — it is abso- 
lutely necessary. I must entreat you to listen, to be patient— if not 
for your own sake, for mine." 
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" For yours — what do you mean ? " 

" This queslion concerns me as nearly as you ; my fate ts bound 
up with yours ; in your misfortune vanish all my hopes. The stroke 
that has fallen upon you is hard — it is the death-blow to my happi- 
ness. I speak in riddles, I know, and you look at me as if you could 
not trust your ears. But all will soon be clear to you. You have 
wondered often, beyond mere curiosity, at the strai^ interest I 
seemed to take in you. I have had to put you off with half-truths 
when you questioned me about it. You wondered, yet you were 
grateful to me for what you called my kindness, and you were as 
willing as I. in the openness of your heart, to take advantage of those 
incidents which ripened into aCFectionate intimacy the acquaintance 
begun in a seemingly casual meeting." 

" Seemingly ? " echoed Lewis, with a frown. 

"Yes, seemingly. When the stranger. David Fai^s, crossed 
your path for the first time, one night, in an out-of-the-way empty 
tavern-room, somewhere in a hole or comer of an old German town, 
it was of set and deliberate purpose. He had gone over there to 
seek you." 

The frown deepened on Lewis's face. He came closer, and sat 
down, and bent his head to listen with a quickening breath. 

" Fortune favored the scheme so persistently that, as 1 said, 
acquaintance soon ripened into intimacy — intimacy to affection. 
Everything came naturally enough. You could not suspect that 
this American's very presence in Europe was connected with you. 
Far less could you imagine, when we listened together to the histoty 
recounted, with such unwarrantable conclusions from insufficient 
facts, by Charles Hillyard — the story of the father you never knew 
— that I, your informal adviser, not only knew already every detail 
thereof, but much more besides than any one else in the room." 

Lewis had started violently at the mention of his father, but he 
said nothing, and continued to look keenly into the speaker's eyes. 

" What this knowledge is," pursued Fargus, with a powerful 
effort to hide his rising emotion. " I will now te!! you in a few words. 
It never could occur to you, since it never occurred to Geoi^e Kerr's 
contemporaries, that no man should really be accounted dead on the 
ground of mere disappearance. For God's sake, Lewis, be calm, 
and listen to me ! Your father was not drowned, as you and every- 
one else were led to believe. And with this indubitable fact are 



D,g*.?<i I,, Google 



DEADLOCK. 



401 



connected the coining over of David Fargus and his present, relations 
with you." 

" My father — alive ! You have spoken with him — you have seen 
him ? " cried Lewis, jumping up and staring wildly and incredu- 
lously at the speaker. " He is alive now .' " 

A look from Fai^s was sufficient assent' 

"You come from him ! Where is he, Colonel Fai^s? Speak 
— explain!" Then the ringing excitement of the voice suddenly 
dropped, a shocking doubt gliding into the turmoil of the young 
man's thoughts. 

"Why this mystery? Why have I been so long disowned? 
Why wait until—" Again he stopped, and threw a look of deep 
suspicion upon the motionless white-faced figure that followed his 
movements with such resignedly sorrowful eyes. " It is incredible," 
he said at last in a hard voice ; " or, if true, do you not see at once 
the galling, humiliating point of this matter to me ! I have cherished 
and hugged the pride of my dead father all my life : what can I now 
feel, if it be true that he is Uving, and that for five-and -twenty years 
he has ignored me, cast me away ; but that he only bethought him- 
self of owning his son when an utterly unexpected, but very great 
inheritance happened to go a-begging ? What am I to think of this 
sudden interest taken in me by the man who now claims to be my 
father, yet never remembered he had a son until such a juncture?" 

Fargus had grown whiter than ever under this cruel arraignment, 
but he made no attempt to check it, and Lewis, carried away by the 
current of his bitterness, went on, almost as if talking to himself: 

" Pah, what a day's work this has been ! Am 1 also to find that 
even that supposed friendship — the only salt of these two months 
of worry and weariness— was also but an element in this disinter- 
ested scheme ? That the man to whom, booby-like, I confided not 
only my private affairs, but my most cherished hopes, was after all 
but an emissary cleverly preparing the way to place me in the posi- 
tion it was requisite I should occupy? But I interrupted your ex- 
position of the case. Colonel Fai^s," he proceeded almost mock- 
ingly, stemming, not without an effort, the flow of angry words 
which surged to his lips ; " forgive my vehemence, all the more in- 
excusable for the fact that nothing, thus far. in what you said has 
really proved the existence of this prodigal father. Let me hear the 
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Many and many a time bad Fargus pictured to his mind the 
various ways in which such news would he received by his son ; 
but even in moments of greatest foreboding, the possibility of this 
suspiciousness, alt the more painful to bear for being so plausibly 
justified by appearances— ay, and in a distant way, by facts — had 
never suggested itself. 

In his pain he managed, however, to retain some outward sem- 
blance of composure. 

'• Lewis," he answered delibenUely, endeavoring with difficulty, 
in the rapidly gathering gloom, to read his son's countenance — 
there was an immense sadness beneath his calm — " Lewis, your 
impatient, hasty conclusions at the very outset of a difficult explana- 
tion are unjust to your father, whom as yet you know nothing of — 
unjust to me, with whom none of your previous relaticms have given 
you a right to assume a sneering tone." 

Lewis waved his hand impatiently. "Well, well, I admit," he 
said, " that I have no such right yet 1 was not aware that I was 
sneering, and apologize. Go on, in heaven's name ! this is a cruel 
blow to me ! " 

After a short pause of piainful consideration, Fai^s went over 
to his desk and brought out the manuscript. 

" In this," he said, " you will find all. I wrote it for you, as 
soon as I received your last letter — wrote it with the sole intention 
of giving you back your peace of mind. One moment more," he 
added as Lewis hastily extended his hand. " Listen. Every word 
you will read here is true in fact and in spirit ; this you will be- 
lieve," with a grave, commanding air, "when I tell you it is so. As 
a legal document in your favor — as a document I say, to prove your 
position as the legitimate son of George Kerr, and in his absence 
as the heir-at-law — I know its value is nil. Happily, no such thit^ 
is required now. What was. however, required, what was due to 
you, WAS a statement of such evidences as would disburden your 
mind of that gnawing doubt, that uneasiness which has of late 
helped to poison it. To this end alone was this account written. 
To this end alone have I decided that you should learn the fact of 
your father's present existence, and I must beg you to respect the 
confidence thus placed in you. You will see for yourself how 
tinjust, how terribly false, are the suspicions you have just given 
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Lewis spread the papers on the table without 3 word, and almost 
threw himself upon them in the vain endeavor to decipher them 
in the darkness, while, with a heavy sigh, Fat^s rose and left the 
room. 



CHAPTER XXVir. 

FATHER AND SON. 

Oppressed by the accumulated disappointments, dazed by the 
successive blows that had fallen with such rapidity upon him, Far- 
gus instinctively sought the cool twilight spaces out of doors. The 
light wind of the afternoon had died awa.y : there was a soft, still 
mist falling stealthily from a low, brooding, ever-darkening sky, to 
meet and commingle with the grosser vapors steaming upward from 
the moorland. Gray, universal mystery was swiftly closing from 
every side around the lonely house— gray mystery in which sky and 
earth seemed lost in each other ; and after Fargus had wandered 
forth for a little distance, a prey to a vain conflict of thought, he 
could scarce have told which way lay widening heath, which way 
his garden inclosure, but for a sudden square of white light which 
sprang out of the darkness at him, and cast a barred reflection a 
his feet. 

He was standing beneath the room he had just left ; the servant 
had even then brought in the lamp, and Lewis, once more alone, was 
at last about to read for himself the story of his father's life. 

Fai^s stopped and watched the silent scene within. The light 
fell full upon the young man's troubled forehead ; notwithstanding 
the distance, every shade upon it was visible to the watcher, as, 
seated facing him, his elbows upon the table, Lewis closely scanned 
the written sheets. From his post in the outer darkness Fargus 
could follow his progress almost line by line; in his mind was look- 
ing over the broad, bent shoulder, seeing the words as they passed 
beneath the downcast eyes ; he could have told well-nigh the very 
thoughts, the impatience, suspicion, anxiety, that were struggling 
behind the drawn brows over these first pages of careful prepara- 
tion, and necessarily somewhat lengthy preamble. Presently the 
reader made a startled movement, bent over the vmtii^ with staring 
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intentness for a moment, then looked up and dropped his hands, and, 
as under the light his face was blasted with a white, stony astonish- 
ment, Fargus knew that the name adopted by the George Kerr of 
old, on the day of his civil death, had now, for the first time ap- 
peared on the pages of his biography, 

After a long interval Lewis brushed his forehead with the familiar 
gesture, and once again resumed his task. And the father knew 
that under the son's gaze was now spread forth the strange history 
of George Kerr's transmigration of soul, of his varied life under the 
new personality, his sudden return to things of old, and the novel 
relations which had existed between him and his new-Fouiid kinsfolk 
until the present hour : and he earnestly watched for any indication 
of the mood in which these revelations were received. 

During the perusal of this last part Lewis paused several times, 
evidently to reflect. When he came to the end he slowly gathered 
the papers together, replaced them in their envelope, and tossed it 
on the table. Then, with his profile blackly defined against the 
inner light, he became wrapped in stillness, as though plunged in 
ptofoundest converse with himseif. Slowly, with a cruel misgiving', 
Fargus moved toward the house, and re-entered the room. 

His son, still fixed in the same immobility, turned upon him a 
hard, scrutinizing glance ; his face, set in curious, unyouthful lines, 
was as a sealed book to the father's eager eyes, and yet at the sight 
of it the lattcr's heart sank with an icy conviction of his fate. 

" Great God ! he does not believe me ! — 1 am an impostor ! Oh, 
Lewis, my son, my own boy ! " The last words forced themselves 
audibly from his lips. 

The young man seemed moved, in spite of his digged mood, by 
this cry of anguish, so unlike the usual deliberate speech of the man 
whom he had, after all, already learned to revere almost as a father. 
Rising to hb feet, he advanced hesitatingly toward him, and fal- 
tered out : 

" What can I say ? Colonel Fargus, I am utterly bewildered." 

" Colonel Fargus" repeated the other with bitter emphasis ; " it 
is so, then. 1 am only David Far^s, and George Kerr is dead in- 
deed — dead long ago ! Of course, how could Fargus claim George 
Kerr's son ? And yet " — breaking forth again, this time with sav- 
age earnestness — " you are my boy, and 1 do claim you — and all I 
have tried to do for you shall not have been done in vain \ You 
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must believe that I am your father, that I am the George Kerr 
whom the world has forgotten and will never know again ! " 

Without taking his eyes off Lewis's now wondering countenance, 
he seized the lamp with one hand, and with the other grasped the 
young man's arm. 

" Come and see for yourself ! " he cried, with a passion of de- 
termination that was not to be withstood, and drew him into the 
adjacent bedroom, halting with him in front of the mirror. There, 
clasping him round the neck, he drew the youthful face near his own 
and, stooping forward, held the steady light aloft. 

Their eyes met in the glass. Brown eyes in both faces (set wide 
apart and well covered under an enei^tic brow), with the same 
double furrow between, fostered by habitually reflective mood, less 
deep*set, perhaps, in the younger face, but not brighter. Now, 
with pupils widened in the insufficient light, and under the strain of 
growing emotion, they were strangely alike, for all the five-and- 
Iwenty years of life which separated them. 

As the first recognition of ihis unthought-of resemblance flashed 
upon Lewis, he made a movement as if to disengage himself and 
turn round upon his companion. But, with swift change of mood, 
he checked himself and peered, with renewed earnestness, into the 
glass, to become finally quite absorbed in contemplation. Fargus, 
silent and motionless, watched him in the mirror with a slow re- 
lighting of hope in his somber gaze. 

Never before had Lewis subjected human ph)^ogiiomy to such 
unsparing scrutiny. Feature by feature, line by line, he compared 
the two taces' reflected before him with intent, eager, yet deUberate 
criticism. In some details they were unlike. Hb own straight 
nose, somewhat short and wide, in no way recalled that of Fargus 
—high-bridged, aquihne of bend, and narrow of nostril. The ears, 
loo, were dissimilar, in his case smaller and less masculine, inherited, 
in fact, from the delicate beauty of his Spanish mother. But in all 
the other features which give character to a face, the reproduction 
was unmistakable, and shone forth assertingly, since Fatgus's mask- 
ing beard had been discarded. 

The strong, square chin with the cleft dent — a well-known Kerr 
characteristic ; the straight mouth, larger and less thin-lipped in 
Lewis, but unmistakably cut on the same lines, set vrith the same 
firm yet kindly decisiveness ; the square brow, soUd and smooth, 
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showing prominently that definite bilateral division of so-called 

"good h^s," with low-growing hair of the same brown, now 
touched wilh gray upon the elder man— all tallied unmistakably, 
unusually, even down to the curious coincidence of the deep scar, 
still red and angry, upon the son's pale face, while showing markedly 
upon the father's cheek, white even as the recent invalicTs, where the 
razor had passed that day. 

And presently, as Lewis gazed, a sudden discomposure spread 
over his countenance, and the father saw his look become again 
fixed and unseeing as one lost in the world of his inner thought. 

Fargus put down the lamp on the table, and with a twist of his 
fingers turned up the ends of his mustache after the Velasquez-Uke 
manner which Lewis cultivated. This last touch was almost magi- 
cal, qualifying as it did the habitual gravity of his mien. 

Lewis started from his muse, and the father, greeting his glance 
with a melancholy smile, saw that cold disbelief had now merged 
into fevered questioning. 

" Now, my son," said he, speaking to him for the first time in 
the Spanish tongue, " thou no doubt seest my reason for attempting 
to regenerate myself a little. Dost thou want further proof, Lewis, 
my son ? — give me thy hand." 

For all his willful dissociation from the fordgn land of his birth, 
and his cultivation of English tastes, there was music for Lewis's 
ears in that language, the sound of which was associated with the 
only " home " he had ever known. He was, however, too bewil^ 
dered by the torrent of new conceptions that (luring the last houi 
had swept through his mind, to feel fresh surprise. 

Without expecting an answer, but yet noting the increased in- 
tenlness in his son's looks, Fargus again approached the light, took 
the young man's hand, and turned it palm upward. 

•' Thou needest dread no mystical infliction from me, Luis; all 
I want is to show thee another sign of thy heredity. See that 
straight line, cutting thy hand from side to side with such curiously 
marked definition, so straight and regular that it might almost pass 
for the scar of some deep, clean cut." 

Without answering, Lewis looked obediently down upon a palm 
of a description to have indeed puzzled a chiromancist. 

'■ No doubt," continued Fargus, lapsing again into English, 
" you never even noticed this peculiarity ; and yet it is quite sin- 
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gular, quite unlike the irregular and ^broken lines, with ends over- 
lapping, which you would tind, more or less diversified, but always 
essentially the same, on other people's hands. Had you been 
brought up at Gilham, you would probably have been taught to 
take a certain amount of pride in this mark, which is said to run 
only among the Kerrs ; there is even a legend, no doubt of special 
fabrication, professing to explain its origin in some romantic episode 
of long ago — you will hear of it when you have lived some time at 
the Court, Now, there is the mark on your hand. I looked for it, 
and found it when you lay ill and unconscious in Brussels ; and 
here it is on mine ! " 

Fargus turned his own hand supine, and placed it beside bis 
son's ; they were identical in their unusual characteristic. After a 
moment's pause he closed it again, and silently pointed to the sig- 
net-ring, on which Lewis at one glance recognized the ancient 
crest, and a moment later the same heraldic device upon the inner 
case of the walch, which was next proffered for his inspection. 

" But why have recourse to such by-evidence ? " exclaimed Far- 
gus, suddenly withdrawing a pace from his companion, " Lewis, 
bring before your mind the portrait of your father, taken when he 
was no older than you are now. Through the mask of these many 
years can you not see the same man again before you ? " 

In that almost spiritualized state, bom of great mental excite- 
ment, which in singleness of thought is akin to dreaming, I^wis 
found his gaae riveted on the bright eyes which looked with master- 
ful glow so straight into his. A vision of the portrait arose before 
him and overlapped the living im^e, to fade away again and leave 
him gazing at the reality, uncertain for a moment which was which. 
Those were in truth the same eyes that had watched him in painted 
faithfulness in his cradle at Seville, in his lonely Edinburgh lodg- 
ings, in his College rooms, in Staple Inn ! And without transition, 
with that suddenness and completeness which belong to the dream- 
state, a sense came upon him, as once before at their first meeting, 
as though he had always known that commanding figure standing 
brightly illuminated before him — always known him, as he now 
knew him beyond all doubt, his father and Kerr indeed ! 

And with this conviction came, as a torrent, the recollection of 
what this strange being had done for him in latter days, and re- 
morse for his own ungrateful and insulting suspicions of bim. 
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They stood face to face one moment, with eyes se&rching each 
other's thoughts ; then thdr hands joined by one warm impulse, 
and the younger, in a low, humble vdce munnured : 

" 1 do Iwlieve — forgive me." 

At this, Fargus, the stem and self-possessed — the leader to 
whom men liad faithfully deferred, in the face of flying death or 
round a council-table ; the dauntless hunter and explorer of untamed 
lands ; the man who always passed among such as knew him well 
as a typical incarnation of calm self-confidence — Faigus broke 
down : tears started to his eyes. 

" Forgive you, my son ! " he said, in halting accents ; " is it not 
I who should ask to be forgiven for the past — the willful, selfish 
abandonment ; ay, and still more for the harm I have unwittingly 
caused you now? Should I not rather be grateful to you for being 
what you are ? — I, who never deserved a son like you — my big, 
brave, clever boy ! " 

He paused, and for a while alently contemplated the young 
man from head to foot, with pride burning through his wet lashes. 

" Forgive you, forsooth ! Wherefore ? — for doubting an almost 
incredible story? Must I not rather bless you, boy, for believing 
it now, even if by believing it you are unable to retain for the un- 
worthy father, who surrendered his son to strangers, the affeclion 
you had for the casual friend ? These have been happy days to me, 
Lewis," he continued, his face gradually reassuming its melancholy 
expression as he recovered his self-possession — "happy, for all the 
anxiety of some of them — happy, in that confident friendship, in 
that secret satisfaction, which every hour of your society increased. 
And yet it has been my fate to bring nothing to you, after all, but 
misery. My first step across your path all but cost you your life 
. . . my very efforts to help you on toward happiness have destroyed 
your hopes." 

Letting the young man's hand fall, Faigus stopped, his face 
stamped with such depth of sadness that Lewis's heart was filled 
with compassion. And yet could he find no speech of comfort for 
him ; seething in the amazement of meeting in living flesh what had 
been so long a mere brain-image, a menial entity wrapped in theo- 
retical love and presumptive regret, there could arise at command 
no fresh feeling for the man who, having won affection as a friend, 
no^ stood as his father, and thereby, as he said himself, forfdted 
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all title to the former regard so freely and unsuspectingly bestowed 

upon him. 

Filial respect is innate in all refined natures, but filial love can 
only spring from prolonged association. It was this sense of re* 
spect, however, which stirred Lewis's brave, warm heart into pro- 
test at last, at the spectacle of the father repentant, almost humili- 
ated, before the son. 

" For God's sake, sir," he exclaimed earnestly, " do not so mis- 
understand me. Do not believe that I would now take upon myself 
to pass judgment on— on my father's actions. I am— we are both 
victims of circumstances. The past is beyond recall." 

There came a long silence. While the father's heart felt pride 
renewed in his son's manliness, it ached with a sore unreasoning 
longing for a single sign or word of affection, a single promise tor 
the future. Then Lewis, passing his hand over his forehead, 
as if to sweep away, once for all, an importunate thought, began 
again : 

" One thing, at least, sir, you have done for me to^ay, for which 
I owe you gratitude — you have roused me from my foolish weak- 
ness ; the time has come to be a man once more, and resume self- 
control. Henceforth the old account in my life is closed— I now 
begin a fresh book ... a graver one. Whatever I may find fit to 
do with my life, there is one thing which I should wish to see ac- 
complished immediately. Before I agdn leave England you must 
be restored to your rightful position as the master of Gilham — " 

" Lewis," cried Fargus, taking a step toward him and raising his 
voice in what would have sounded like anger, had it not been for 
Its ring of acute pain, " is it possible you can so misconceive the 
position ? Never, never speak so again. I know you did not mean 
this affront," reading fresh astonishment on the younger's face; 
" but do you think I could ever have told you the story of my life if 
I had fancied you would expect me to make profit out of it? 
George Kerr is dead, dead to all but you — has no more claim than 
any other dead Kerr to the inheritance of the living. The money 
is yours, the place is yours ; do with them what you will, but for 
God's sake never insult me again by offering them to me I " 

Dinner was over at last : host and guest sat on either side of 
the hearth with unen joyed pipe in hand, absently watchii^ the met- 
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amorphosis from yellow flame to red and gray ash of the piled-up 
wood fire. The meal had been an unpleasant ordeal. Faigus had 
talked much and with intent, striving hard by a constant sugges- 
tion of ideas to mitigate the inevitable constraint of their new rela- 
tions and to deaden himself to the contrast between what such a 
first evening under the new order of things might have been, and 
what it actually was. Lewis had responded determmedly to the ef- 
fort, but to each it was a tiring task. 

In the solitude, the silence of the lonely house, the intercourse 
between two men under such circumstances, beset with oppressive 
thoughts which they dared not interchange, could not be anything 
but a hollow pretense. Between women — had a mother and a 
daughter, for instance, been placed in similar position— the tension 
would inevitably have found relief in tears and effusion, to end in 
demonstrations of tenderness. But men have not that luxury of 
expression : to most of them speech is more of a fatigue than a re- 
lief under the influence of sadness. 

Before even the end of dinner many had been the spells of med- 
itative silence between father and son as Ihey sat opposite each 
other, and when they at last adjourned to the study, both by tacit 
consent yielded to the impression of the hour, and fell into silence, 
to follow undisturbedly the drift of their own thoughts. 

And then to Fargus slowly but fatally there once more unrolled 
itself to view a picture of the consequences he had brought upon 
himself and others by his own acts, beginning with his determina- 
tion to enjoy a life of liberty and ending with his attempts to msure 
happiness to his son. What misery on every side, what futile ef- 
forts to undo the past ! Lewis was indeed now master of his inher- 
itance, but at what cost — and, in fine, through whose mediation ? — 
only through the incongruous interference of an angry woman, an 
utter stranger! From the father nothing had come but failure, 
irremediable miscarriage of purpose ; worse than all, his was the 
black shadow now cast upon his son's life— upon two young lives; 
for bitter, no doubt, were the thoughts evolved at that very moment 
within the lovely head, yonder among the pines on the hill What 
would he not give to be able to recall. If it could be done without 
jeopardy to Lewis's prospects, their former easy relations of friend 
to friend, instead of this ghastly constraint, this terrible playii^ at 
father and son ? 
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Such were the thoughts which for Fargus, on that long-looked 
for evening, filled the silence of the chamber at the Lone Grange. 

In equally absorbed mood sat Lewis, absently smoking, now 
gazing with unsettled speculation at the figure opposite him, at once 
so familiar and so strange in its new character, now dreamily peer- 
ing into the dance of flame on the hearth. Chief, and ever-recur- 
ring in that fleeting show of life in front of him, was a cold, desolate 
house, coldly, desolately occupied by his lonely self, always vast 
and empty, fill it as he list with friends and strangers, for the haunt- 
ing absence of the one that was to have been its life and soul. He 
had said he would be a man again, would cut ofE the past with its 
clinging and disabling sorrow, its sapping longings and unmanly 
weakness of despair, and begin a new life ; ay, but how f His heart 
grew faint at the thought of existence at Gilham Court in deadly 
monotony and tantalizing proximity to his lost ideal. If he could 
only return to his regiment, plunge into the excitement of change, 
perpetual movement, war, perhaps, and danger, with at any rale a 
dajly routine of duty and manly interests to occupy him, he felt he 
could face the future again ; but as each time his mind turned with 
a very frenzy of desire to the thought of his soldier's life, he would 
glance at the grave, abstracted face beside him and pause with an 
inward chill. 

Could he leave that pale, sad man who was his father? could . 
he refuse the duty he had cast upon him, and abandon the headship 
of his house ? And with a weary sigh he would see all his plans 
crumble again into blank uncertainty, and chide liimself in vain for 
the mental palsy which seemed to make him so absolutely indiffer- 
ent to the great fact that he had found a father. 

The clock-hand went its dreary round twice over the hours, the 
fire fell and sank low, the pipes had long been cold, when the e^'es 
of both men met again at last. In one look each saw how devious 
paths of thought had brought them to the same point — a dull and 
blank wall of utter hopelessness. There was no need for words. 

Faigus rose with a sigh of weariness. 

" When I think, my dear boj', that you, on whom I have brought 
all this — you spoke about my foi^veness — " He paused in elo- 
quent speechlessness : then, as one who gives up the search after an 
impossible solution, continued ; " To-morrow, perhaps, we may 
come to a decision as to what is best to do ; now my head is spent. 
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Good night Do not brood too much ; to-morrow — yes, to-morroiv 
we shall talk. God bless you, Lewis ! " 

He lit a candle for his guest, then one for himself. The light 
flickered upon his face, and Lewis, with a sudden sharp pang, 6aw 
how lined and worn and drawn it was. Only a few hours ago the 
young man had bitterly reproached him for his youthful appearance ; 
now, as he stood, and in silence pressed his hand, his father looked 
indeed an old man. 

With the relief-bringing hour of dawn, sleep came upwn Lewis's 
tired brain. He had passed most of the night in ceaseless walking 
up and down the room, fighting with the problem he was unable to 
conquer, and at last, worn out wilh fatigue, both mental and physi- 
cal, he had flung himself, without undressing, on his bed. And 
now sleep had come to him ; but it was the unrestful, dream-tossed 
sleep of a mind swinging on the hinge of indecision, from recurring 
worry of bootless search to recumng failure. 

He dreamed that he was ranging immense solilarj' plains, follow- 
ing a distant star ; along never-ending roads pursuing a dancing 
light ; heavily climbing steep mountain-sides through ghostly pine- 
woods, while the glimmer appeared and vanished and reappeared 
between the gaunt trunks ; at length it seemed to him he was 
Wore a vast and ancient house, as cold and forbidding as the 
st of the world, and yet he knew it to be the home of his love ; 
e light he was seeking was gone ; he entered and roamed with 
iguished heart through the silence and desertion of innumerable 
ud-echoing rooms ; then through the gloom of an interminable 
illery— a door opened slowly, noiselessly, and again appeared the 
jht: it was she! Silently she glided toward him. and as she 
Ivanced he tried to speak, but could not ; she looked at him 
ith pensive, unrecognizing eyes. As she passed by he tried to 
;lain her with outstretched hands, but she smiled a melancholy 
tiile and shook her head, and curls of brown hair fell around her 
ce. and suddenly she was a child once more, a child as of old, but 
to her merry eyes there came an eerie look of regret and pit}\ 
nd now he was again alone and desolate, sobbing bitterly and 
"asping to his lips all that was left of little Maude, a soft little 
r cap coldly flecked with scintillating snow; alone in that im- 
ense, cold, silent house where he was henceforth to live — always 
one. Then there came by his side a tall, grave figure, also bold- 
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ing a light aloft and looking down with kindly eyes on his misery ; 
it was a changeful face, a face he knew, in some strange way, yet 
never recognized ; and at sight of it the worrying pursuit of the in- 
tangible began afresh. The face was beside him— he loved it, and 
loved the strong presence, but in the very fact there was something 
wearying, something he was perpetually trying to understand and 
could not. And next arose a confusion of ever-shifting scenes. He 
and the unknown were young together and scarlet-clad ; they kd 
charges against somber masses bristling \vith fire and steel ; (hey 
struggled together through angry, bitter waves toward a receding 
shore ; they sat together by a cold hearth and both were old and 
grave, and the face of the stranger grew wierdly like his own, and 
it grew sad, so sad that he could not bear to look at it, though 
look he must, until tears poured down his cheeks. Then the scene 
changed once more. He stood again before the desolate house, 
and the presence pointing to it bade him enter as master. And as 
he entered the heavy gates swung behind him, clattering, and, look- 
ing back, he saw his companion without, gazing after him with that 
sadness that pierced him to the heart ; heard him sigh deeply, saw 
him turn away, and knew that he was gone. And all at once he 
knew, too, that it was his father, his long-forgotten father, and 
struggling fiercely against a palsy of cold which rooted him to (he 
ground, to call out despairingly after the vanishing figure not to 
leave him alone, the last man upon this desolate earth, Lewis 

It was dark around him, and yet there was light somewhere. 
Chilled to the marrow, still under the spell of his nightmare, he 
sprang from the bed and pushed open the door, dimly wondering to 
find it ajar, for he remembered to have closed it over-night. In the 
inner room a candle was fitfully burning itself out in Its socket. 
Seized with a childish terror, he rushed to Fargus's room and 
knocked loudly. There was no answer. He took up the flickering 
light and went in. The room was cold and empty. The bed was 
undisturbed. Hardly knowing what he was doing, with dread appre- 
hensions upon him, he came back again, and began to search the 
house. With the draughtin the cold passage the dying flame went 
out, but the cold light of breaking day was already spreading through 
the curtainless windows, and showed him each room as he entered 
it as forlorn and abandoned as the last. Up and down numbetless 
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staiis and passages, into cbamber after chamber, he hurried in fren- 
zied seeking, ever and anon calling Fai^s's name in fearsome voice, 
to receive no answer save the dismal, ghostly echo of the empty 
house, to find everywhere the same silence and void — all empty and 
solitary as in his dream. 

With that last vision of his father's face, grown so old and sor- 
sow-^trickea in his eyes, he returned at length to the study, too much 
troubled even to feel shame of the terror which encompassed him. 
There, in the shuttered darkness, he had to procure another candle, 
and as the light shot up, his eyes fell upon the white glimmer of an 
envelope prominent upon the green cloth of the center table. He 
lifted it with a shaking hand, to find his name upon it — his name in 
his father's writing— and tore it optn. 

" Dear Son " (he read) : " I must go. The whole of the night 
I have spent in trying to think what is best to do. There is only one 
way : I must leave you. Better, perhaps, for you had I never sought 
you at all — and if now by going from you in this hurried manner, 
and seeming to desert you again,- 1 cause you fresh trouble, you will 
forgive me, thinking how terrible it is for me. I must leave you, 
dear son. By disappearing now and being foi^otten I do the one 
thing in my power to repair what I pray God is not irreparable. 
This is to be my punishment for a selfish past, and as such I accept 
it, and hope that it may remove, by-and-by, at least one cause of 
distress in your life. Do not henceforth think of the father, but only 
of the friend who would have made the sacrifice of leaving you 
sooner had he suspected that he could ever stand between you and 
your liappiness. 

"And now the time has come. I will not wait to meet you 
again ; you have had too many painful scenes through roe already. 
I give myself until the candle bums out to be under the same roof 
with you, then I will look once more upon yourface — ihat face which 
has grown so dear to me — as you sleep there nent to me, and then 
lake up my lonely life again. Good-by, dear Lewis. Bum this 
letter. I know you will respect my secret. Do not seek to find me 
— it will be useless ; and believe me it is best that I should go. Do 
what your heart and judgment prompt you. I have confidence in 
both. I have confidence also in your future ; nothing is irreparable 
in this world but a dishonorable action. God bless you I " 
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With eyes vdled by rising tears, with throat parched with an- 
guish, shivering' with chill of mind and body, Lewis read these lines, 
incoherently, hurriedly dropped from a trembling pen. In the silence 
and cold of His solitude the misery of his dream returned upon him 
with an iron grip as he realized iheir import. His father, like his 
love, had left him— had faded out of his life forever. 

Suddenly a flash of energy aroused him. The words of the let- 
ter seemed to print themselves in lire upon his brain. " I give my- 
self till the candle bums out." The candle had only just burned 
out. It was but a few moments ago since his father, that melan- 
choly, aged figure, had towered over him, light in hand, and entered 
into his dreams — only a few moments ago that a door had really 
opened, that the gate had closed, echoing in his half-conscious brain. 
Fargus was gone, indeed, but he could not be far off. 

And at once, under the thought, the paralyzing horror of his 
nightmare gave vray to a warm glow of reaction. With the fever of 
sudden resolution, he dashed into the hall and out of the house. 

It was the opening of a sullen day. Drizzling rain slanted from 
heaven to earth, with fine, aJmost invisible, persistence. The ground 
was sopping beneath his feet, the moor spread endlessly gray around 
him, the damp and dreariness chilled him to the marrow as he ran, 
across the spongy turf that sucked at his eager tread, through the 
blinding drizzle, swift and straight as an arrow^disdaining road or 
track till he had reached that gently rising eminence which dom- 
inated so much of the country round ; there, panting for breath, he 
paused and scanned the horizon with anxious, peering eye. Nothing 
but gray, gray sky and earth on every side — not a living 
sight. 

And yet, "He can not have gone far. The candle has i 
burned out." In a sort of despairing anger at thus realizing 
ing life the dread desertion of his dream, Lewis called 
words aloud, " He must be stopped^ke must be stopped! " 

Again he turned and slowly cast a straining glance arc 
that moment a ray of yellow light darted between great 1 
clouds in the east, and swept more warmly over part of Ihei 
of view; and then, across the gilded path of that blessed 
seen a dark point, slowly moving. 

With a stifled cry of triumph, Lewis sprang in pursuit, 
bows pressed to his sides, bounding like a hound over tl 
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heedless of all obstacles, of all pitfalls, conscious of but one thingf. 
that he must cover the space between them before the figure dis- 
appeared. 

It was not so far— half a mile at most, for Fargus had had but 
little start — but the long illness had played havoc with the young 
man's powers. After a couple of minutes of this reckless chase, 
sheets of flame seemed to flash inside his throbbing eyeballs at 
every headlong step, while an icy current ran down his spine. And 
yet, in rage at his impotency, upborne by the intensity of his desire, 
he pressed on, on still, until It seemed as if he had been running for 
hours already— as if he would have to run thus for the remainder of 
his life. 

He had gained on the figure marltedly, yet now it seemed, as it 
swam and faded before his starting gaze, to be steadily increasing 
the distance between them once more. His feet were weighted 
with iron weights, the cold and the numbness were reaching his 
knees ; in another moment he knew he would fall as he had seen 
the scattered tribesmen, fleeing before the flashing sabers of his men, 
fall from exhaustion — face to earth ; knew that he would fall, and 
that his father would silently, fatally continue on his way and dis. 
appear forever, as in his dream. He stopped : it was almost as 
great an effort to check himself as to keep on ; and the whole of his 
life energy was thrown into a wild, appealing, angry cry : 

" Halt ! for Heaven's sake, hall ! " 

The call was, for all the effort it represented, but a feeble one, 
but it reached the lonely traveler in the silence of the moorland. 
He, too, came abruptly to a standstill, as if it had struck him like a 
shot, and then turned round, looking vaguely about him. Lewis 
waved his arm and beheld, as it were through a circling mist, how 
the figure began to re'trace its steps and come toward him. first 
, slowly, presently at a run. 

For a moment he lost consciousness, all was dark before him ; 
but the next minute his hands were grasped with a warm, living, 
stroi^ pressure that seemed to send thrills of new life to his heart, 
to fill it with strange, unwonted comfort. 

He looked up at the anxious white face bending over him — the 
face of his father ! 

Tears welled into his eyes and flowed down his cheeks. He did 
not know it He only felt intense and keen relief and inexpressible 
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comfort. Then he found himself speaking in hurried, passionate 
accents : 

"You were going^I, too, must go; I can not live here. We 
will go together. There can be no home for us here now; but the 
world lies wide before us. Will you not take me with you and re- 
main my guide, friend, companion? Afterward we will return here 
— afterward, when we can come back together." 

And then, receiving no reply, looking up in fear to meet no com- 
pliance in the loving eyes, which were so sad as they looked hack 
at him, as sad as in his dream, there broke forth a cry from his very 
heart: 

" Father, you will not leave me ? Father t " 

The gathering sunlight had grown upon the duU day and driven 
the mists a^de, and turned the drenching wet of leaf and grass- 
blade to a tangle of diamond and gold. Shoulder to shoulder, un- 
der the promise of a glorious noon, went father and son together 
across the moorland, on their way out into the world. 
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